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[ Quem tulit ad Scenam ventoſo gloria Curra, 

E, Exanimat lentus Spectator, ſedulus inflat. 

/ Sic leve, fic parvum eſt, animum quod laudis avarun 5 
= Subruit, aut reficit -----= Horat. Epiſt. I. Lib. II. 
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| To the Right Honourable = 
CHARLES Lord Clifford, 
LANESBOROUGH, &e. 


My L ORD, 
is with a great deal of Pleaſare, 


that I lay hold on this firſt Occafion, 


given me of writing to your Lord- 
wip: For ſince at the ſame time, k 
Re rite to all the World, it will be a 
means of publiſhing (what I would have every 
Body know) the Reſpect and Duty which I owe 


and pay to you. I have ſo much Inclination to be 
yours, that I need no other Engagement: But the 
3 Ties, by which J am bound to your 


rdſhip and Family, have put it out of my Power 
to make you any Compliment ; fince all Offers of 
my ſelf, will amount to no more than an honeſt 


Acknowledgment, and only ſhew a willingneſs in 


me to be grateful. 

I am very near wiſhing, That it were not ſo 
much my Intereſt to be your Lordſhip's Servant, 
that it might be more my Merit; not that I would 


3 own 


— 


| 2 which the Accidents of my Life have 


aroid being obliged to you, but I would have my 


4. 
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DEDICATION. 
own Choice to run me into the Debt; that-I might 
have it to boaſt, I had diſtinguiſhed a Man, to 
whom I would be glad to be obliged, even without 
the Hopes of having it in my Power, ever to make 
him a return. | | 

It is impoſſible for me to come near your Lord- 
ſhip, in any kind, and not to receive ſome Favour; 
and while in appearance I am. only making an Ac- 
knowledgment (with the uſual under-hand dealing 
of the World) I am, at the ſame time, inſinuating 
my own Intereſt. I cannot give your Lordſhip your 

due, without tacking a Bill of my own Privileges. 
| *Tis true, if a Man never committed a Folly, he 
would never ſtand in need of a Protection: But 
then Power. would have nothing to do, and Good- 
nature no Oecaſion to ſhew it ſelf; and where 
thoſe Qualities are, *tis pity they ſhould want Ob- 
jects to ſhine upon. I muſt confeſs this is no rea- 
ſon, why a Man ſhould do an idle thing, nor indeed 
any good Excuſe for it, when done; yet it recon» 
ciles the uſes of ſuch Authority and Goodneſs, to 
the neceſſities of our Follies; and is a ſort of Poe- 
tical Logick, which at this Time I would make 
uſe of, to argue your Lordſhip into a ProteQion 
of this Play. It is the firſt Offence I have com- 

. mitted in this kind, or indeed, in any kind of Poe- 
try, tho? not the firſt made publick ; and, therefore, 
L hope will the more eaſily be pardoned: But had 
it been Added, when it was firſt written, more 
might have been ſaid in its behalf; Ignorance of 
the Town and Stage, would then have been Excu- 
ſes in a young Writer, which now, almoſt four 

Fears Experience, will ſcarce allow of. Vet I 

8 muſt declare my ſelf ſenſible of the Good-nature of 

the Town, in receiving this Play ſo kindly, with all 
its Faults, which I muſt own were, for the moſt 
| part, very induſtriouſly covered by the care of the 

Players; for, I think, ſcarce a Character but re- 


ceiv'd 


DEDICATION. 


ceiv'd all the Advantage it would admit of, from 


the juſtneſs of the Action. 

As for the Criticks, my Lord, I have nothing 
to ſay to, ox againſt, any of them of any kind; from 
thoſe who make juſt Exceptions, to thoſe who find 
fault in the wrong place. I will only make this 
general Anſwer in behalf of my Play (an Anſwer, 
which Epictetus adviſes every Man to make for. 
himſelf, to his Cenſurers) viz. That if they who 


find ſome Faults in it, were as intimate with it as I 


am, they would find a great many more. This is a 
Confeſſion, which I needed not. to have made; 


but however, I can draw this uſe from it, to my 


own Advantage, that I think there are no Faults in 


it, but what I do know; which, as I take it, is 


the firſt ſtep to an Amendment. 


Thus I may live in hopes (ſome- time or other) 


of making the Town amends; but, you, my Lord, 


I never can, tho' I am ever 


'& 


© 


Nar LORDSHIP': 


moſt Obedient, and 


» 


moſt Humble Ser vam, = 


f Will. Congrey& 


7 Io 


[Os CONGREPE. 
HEN Virtue in bar ſult of Fame appears, 


\ Aud forward ſhoots the Growth beyond the Years, | 
We timely ot the riſmg Hero's Cauſe; | 
And on his ſide. the Poet wiſely draws; 

Beſpeaking him hereafter, by Applauſe. 

The Days will come, when we 2 all recetus 

Returning Intereſt, from what now we give: 

Injiruded, and ſupported by that Praiſe, 

And Reputation, which we ſtrive to raiſe, 

Nalure jo coy, ſo hardly to be wood, 

Flies, like a Miſtreſs, but to be purſu d. 


O Congreve! boldly follow on the Chace; 


Shs looks behind, — wants thy ſtrong Embrave* 


She yields, ſhe yields, ſurrenders all her Charms. 
Do = but force her gently te your Arms: 
Such Nerves, ſuch Graces, in 


in your Lines appear, 


As you were made to be her Raviſher. 

Dryden has long extended his Command, RY 
By Right Divine, quite through the Muſes Lands 
Abjolige Lord; a 1 holding now from none, 

But great Apollo, his undeubted Crown : 

{That Empire ſettled, and grown old in Pow'r) 
Can wiſh for nothing, but a Succeſſor : 

Not to enlarge his Limits, but maintain 

Thoſe Provinces, which he alone could gain, 

His eldeſt Wicherly, in wiſe Retreat, 

Thought it not worth his Quiet to be Great. 
Looſe, wand'ring, Echerege, in wild Pleaſures toft, 
And foreign Int reſts, to his Hopes long laſt: 


Poor Lee and Otway dead ! Congreve appears, 


The Darling,” and laſt Comfort of bis Tears: 


May t thou live long in thy great Maſter's Smiles, 


And growing under him, adorn theſe Iſies: 
But when when part of him (de that but late) 
His Bedy.yielding * to Fate, 


Teavinę 


— 


T Mr. CON GRE VE. 
Leaving his deathleſs Works, and Thee behind, 
(The natural Succeſſor of his Mind) 
Then may ſi thou fmiſh what he has begun: 
Heir to his Merit, be in Fame his Son. 
What thou haſt done, ſhews all is in thy Pow'r ; 
And to write better, only muſt write more, 
Is ſomething to be willing to commend ; 
But my beſt Praiſe, is, that I am your Friend, 
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Thomas Southerne 
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Jo Mr. CON GR E VE. 
T HE Danger great in theſe cenſorions Days, 

When Griticks are fo rife. to venture Praiſe: 
When the infectious and ill-natur'd Brood 
Behold, and damn the Mork, becauſe tis good; 
And with a proud, ungenerous Spirit, try 
To paſs an Oſtraciſm on Poetry. | 
But you, my Friend, your Worth does ſafely bear 
Above their Spleen; jon have no Cauſe for Fear; 
Like a well-mettled Hawk, you took your Flight 
Quite out of Reach, and 2 out of Sight. 
As the ſtrong Sun, in a fair Summer's Day, 
You riſe, and drive the Miſts and Clouds away, 
The Owls and Bats, and all the Birds of Prey. 
Each Line of yours, like poliſ d Steel's ſo hard, 
In Beauty ſafe, it wants no other Guard. | 
Nature her ſelfs beholden 80 your Dreſs, 
Which tho ſtill like, much fairer er expreſs. 
Some vainly ſtriving Honour to obtain, 
Leave to their Heirs the Traffick of their Brain, 
Like China under Ground, the ripening Ware, 
Is a long time, perhaps grows worth our Care: 
But yout now reap the Fame, fo well you've ſown ; 
The Planter taſtes his Fruit io Ripeneſs grown, 
As a fair Orange - tree at once js ſoon, © | 
Big with what's ripe, yet ſpringing ſtill with green; 
So at one time, my worthy Friend appears, 


Hitch ail che ſap of Yowh, and weight of Tears, 


5 5 
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P Me. CON GRE VE. 
Accept my pious Love, as forward Zeal, 3 
Which tho it ruins me I can't conceal: 

Expes'd to Cenſurs for my weak Applauſe, 

I'm pleas'd to ſuffer in ſo juſt a Cauſe: 

And tho my Offering may unworthy prove, 

Take, as a Friend, the Wiſhes of my Love, 


J. Marſh; 


To Mr. Congreve, on his Play called 
3 The Old Batchelor. 
WII bite true Gold, ref d from all Alloy, 


Immortal is, and never cau decay: 
is in all Times and Languages the ſame ; | 
Nor can an ill Tranſlation quench the Flame: 4 
For, tho the Form and Faſhion dont remain, 
Th intrinſick Value ſtill it will retain, 
Then let each ſtudied Scene be writ with Art; 
And Fudgment fweat to form the labour d Part: 
Each Characler be juſt, and Nature ſeem; 
_ Without th' Ingredient, Wit, tis all but Fhlegm: 
For that's the Soul, which all the Maſs muſt move, 
And wake our . Paſſions into Grief, or Love. 
But you, too Bonnteous, ſo your Wit ſo thick, © 
He are ſurpriz'd, and know not where to pick: 
And while with Clapping, we are juſt to you, 
|) Our ſelves we injure, and loſe ſornething now, 
hat maynt we then, great 3 thee preſage, 
*\J - Whoſe Art and Wit ſo much tranſcend thy Aget 
His wilt thou ſhine at thy Meridian Height # 
Who, at thy Riſmg, givſt ſo vaſt a Light. 
| Ihen Dryden dying, ſball the World deceive, 
| Whom we Immortal, as his Works, believe ; 
| Thou ſhalt ſucceed, the Glory of the Stage, 
| Adora and entertain the coming Ag us. 


* 


- Bevil Higgon. 
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PROLOGU E intended for 
The OL D BATCHELOR, 


4 * ——— — 


—— aw 


Written by the Lord FALKLAND. * 
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Like Widows Bridegrooms, 
They judge, from the Experience of the Dame, 

How hard a Task it is to quench her Flame: 

And who falls ſhorg' of farniſbing a Courſes 

Up to his brawny Predeceſſor's Force: 

With utmoſt Rage from her Embraces thrown, 

Remains convicted, as an empty Drone. 

Tous often, to his Shame, a pert Beginner 

Proves, in the end, a miſerable Sinner. | 

As for our Young ſter, I am apt to doubt him: 

With all the Vigour of his Youth about him: 

But he, more Sanguine, truſts in one and twenty, 

And impudently hopes he. ſhall conteat you: 

Fer tho* his Batchelor be worn and cold, 
He thinks the Young may club to help the Old: 

And what alone can be atchiev'd by neither, 

Is often brought. about by both together. 

The brickeſt of you all have felt Alarms, 

Finding the Fair One proſtitute her Charms 
"With broken Sighs, in her old Fumbler's Arms. 
But for our Spark, he ſwears Hell ne er br jealous 
Of any Rivals, but young luſty Fellows, © \ | 

Faith let him try iis Chance, and if the Slave, 

After his Bragging, prove a waſhy Knave, 

May he be baniſh'd to ſome lonely Den, 

Ard never more have leave to dip bis Pew: 


ost Authors on the Stage al? appear 
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if he holds out to Pleaſe you the third” Night, " 


A Play makes War, and Prologue is the Drum . 


Kang me FI know what be prays, or how ! 


PROLOGUE, 
Put if be be the Champion he pretend. y 
Both. Sexes ſure will jon to be his. Friends: , 
For all agree, where all can have their Ends. 

And you muſt own him for a Man of Might, 


" 9 
1 
— 
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R O LOG U E 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle, 


o 1 chit vile Wirld © chang'd ! In former Days, 
Prologues were ſerious Speeches before Plays; 


8 ſolemn Things, as Graces gre to Feaſts; 


Where Poets begg'd'a Bleſſing from their Gueſs. 
But now, no more like Suppliants we come; 


Arm'd with keen Satire, and with pointed Wit, 

We threaten you who do for Fudges ſit, 

To ſave our Plays, or elſe. well damn your Pit. 

But for your Comfort, it falls out 10 Day, 4 


8 


V ve a young Author, and his firſt born Play; 


Zo, ſtan«ing only on his good Behaviour, 


Hes very civil, and intreats your Favony. | 2 
Not but the Man has Malice, would he ſhow it, | 5 


But on my Conſcience he's a baſhful Poet; | 
You think that ſtrange— no matter, he'll out-grow it. 


Mill, I'm his Advccate —— by me he prays you, 


(I dont know whether I ſhall ſpeak to pleaſe you) 
He prays O bleſs me what ſhall I do now! 


And 
7 ; 


2 
PROLOGUE. 


And" rods the prettieff Prologue as be wrote it! 
Well, the 4 take me, if I han t forgot it. : | 
O Lord, for Heav/ns ſakt; excuſe the "Play, | 
7% ©, you know, if it be damm d to Day, 

bi hang d for wanting what to ſay. 
” my ſake then but Tm in ſuch Confuſion, 


I camot ſtay to — 


Sf: 


[Runs. of, 


 Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


g Bine a ſurly old Batche- 2c 


lor, pretending to der! | * 
Pg Women, ſecret y in Love Mr. Betseamt 
4 With Silvia, 

Bellmour, in Love with Belinda, Mr. Poel... 
Viainlove „ Capricions in his 
Love; in Love with Ara- C Mr. Williams # 


_ 


miuta, 
Sbarper, Mr. Herbraggen. N 
Sir. 22 Wittol, - Mr. Bowes. 
mes Captain Bluffe Mr. Hainer. 
2 Fondlewife, a . Mr. Dogger. Ae 
Setter, a Pimp, 7 5 I Underbills - * 
„ vu Emdlowife, f 


WOMEN. 


18 pairs in Love with Vain- 
| lov e, 7 : Mrs. 

Belinda, her Couſin, an af- 
fected Lady, in Love with © Mrs. Mountfort. 


A Bellmoar, 


[| $29 Letitia, Wife to Fanillewife, Mrs. Barry. 4 


Bracegirdle, 


| = 3 Vainlove's forſaken Miſ- Ihre 3 
1 222. ber Maid, Mrs. Leigh, 
Bey. 

Boy and F ootmen. 


en LONDON. 
THE 


” = 
— 


40 I. SCENE . 


8 0 E N E, The Street. 


Bellmour and Vainlove meetings © © 


BurLLmMOUR, + 


love, and abroaJ ſoearly! Morrow; 
ht a Contemplative Lover could s 

Nee ted with his Bed jn'a Nope "4 
6 ning, than he could have ſlept int. 

Vain. Bellmour, — Morrow——Why 
trath on't is, theſe Sallics are not . 
ſual to me; but N ou ſee, Sir 
| 1 Letters. ] And Bufineſs muſt be e ore or be | 


\ — Buſineſs !—— Ang ſo muſt Time, my Friend, 
be cloſe purſued, orjoſt.. Buſineſs is the rub of Life, 
perverts our Aim, cafts off the Bias, and le Kaves ur; wide 
and ſhore of the intended Mark, 27 

Van, 


1 . | to you. 


' ſhake his Glaſs. Let low and earthly Souls grovel till they 


/ tures about thee 


"when it diſclos d the, Cheat, which, t. 
Nature, Night, had bid, confeſs'd her 


© ha? Preach this Doctrine to Husbands, and the married 
"Women will adore thee. 5 N of 


; 4 _ 6 
,» * 


16 The OLD BAT ELO. 


Vain, Pleaſure, I gueſs, you mean, 
Bell, Ay, what elſe has meaning? 
Vain, Oh the Wiſe will tell you | 
Bell, More than they believe Or underſtand. 
Vain. How, how, Ned, a wiſe Man fay more than It 
underſtands? — 
Bell. Ay, ay, Wiſdom's nothing but a pretending to know 
and believe more than we really do. You read of but of 
one wiſe Man, and all that he knew was, that he knew 
nothing. Come, come, leave Bufineſs to Idlers, and Wik 
dom to Fools; they have need of 'em: Wit, be my Fa- 
culty, and Pleaſure, my Occupation; and let Father Time 


have work'dthemſclves fit Foot deep into a Grave Buſi- 
neſs is not my Element roll in a higher Orb, and dwell— 
Vain, In Caſtles ith' Air of thy own building: That's 
thy Element, Ned—Well as high a Flier as you are, 1 
Have a Lure may make you ſtoop. [Flings a Leiter. 
Bell. I marry, Sir, I have a Hawk's Eye at a Woman's 
Hand. There's more Elegancy in the falſe Spelling of 
this Super ſcription [Takes up the Letter] than in all 
Cicero Let me ſee— How now! Dear perfidious Vain- 
love, Nr TTACY 7 2 LR 
Vain. Hold, hold, "life that's the wrong. 
Bell, Nay let's ſee the Name (Sylvia!) how canſt thou 
be ungrateful to that Creature? She's extremely pretty 
and loves thee intirely—l have heard her breathe ſuch Rap- 


Vain. Ay, or any Body that ſhe's about 2 
Bell. No faith, Frank, you wrong her; ſhe has been juſt 


Vain, That's pleaſant, .by my troth from thee, who haſt 
her, * | 4 | 
Bell. Never — Her Affections: Tis true by Heav'n, the 


"own'd it to my Face; and 1 like the ON ary 
a& truſty Bawd o 


ul was true to 
you; tho' I by treachery had ſtoln the Bliſs— 
Pain. So was true as Turtle —in Imagination, Ned, 


Fell. 


— 
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De Orp BArengTLOR. 7 
©, Bell, Why faith I think it will do well enough If the 
Husband be out of the way, for the Wife to ſhew her 
Fondneſs and Impatience of his Abſence, by choofing a 
Lover as like him as ſhe can, and what is unlike, 
may help out with ber own Fancy. "7 

Vain, But is it not an Abuſe to the Lover to be made a 
Mind off | | 
Bell. As you ſay the Abuſe is to the Lover, not the 
Husband: For tis an Argument of her great Zeal towards 
him, that ſhe will enjoy him in Effigy. 

Vain. It muſt be a very ſuperſtitious Country, whire 
ſuch. Teal paſſes for true Devotion, I douht it will be 
iamn'd by all our Proteſtane Husbands forjflat Idolatry—Bur 
you can make Alderman Fondlewiſe of your Perſuaſion, 
this Letter will be needleſs. | 

Bell, What, the old Banker with the the handſom 
Wife? F ; 

Vain. Ay. | 

Bell. Let me ſee, Latitia! Oh *tis a delicious Morſel, 

Dear Frank, thou art the trueſt Friend in the World. 

Vain. Ay, am I not? To be continually ſtarting of 
Hares for you to courſe, We were certainly cut out for 
one another; for my Temper quits an Amour, juſt where 
thine takes it up— But read that, it is an Appointment 
for me, this Evening; when Fondlewiſe will be e out 
of Town, to meet the Maſter of a Ship, about the return 
of a Venture which he's in danger of loſing. Read, read. 

Bell. reads. Hum, Hum — Out of Town this Evenings 
and talks of ſending for Mr, Spintext to keep me Conppany ; 
but I'll take care, he ſhall not be at home. Good! Spintext ! 

Oh the Fanatick one-ey'd Parſon! | 

Vain. Ay. To 

Bell, reads. Hum, Hum-— That jour Converſation wi 
be much more agreeable, if you can counterfeit his Habit 10; 
ind the Servants, Very good! Then | muſt he diſgui» * 
{:d— With all my Heart It adds a Guſto to an 
Amour; gives it thegreater reſemblaaceſof Theft; and a- 
mong us led Mortals the deeper the Sin the ſweeter, 

Trank, I'm amaz'd at thy Good -· nature 3 

Vain. Faith I hate Love when tis forced upon a Man, 

4 I do Wine And this Buſineſs is none of my 
1 Eat | Gekioss 


— 


” 
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ſeekitig; I only hapned to be once or twice, where TL. 
titia was the handſomeſt Woman in Company, ſo conſe- 
quently apply'd my ſelf to her And it ſeems ſhe 
has taken me at my Word Had you been there, 
or any Body, thad been the ſame. | 
5 Bell, [wiſh I may ſucceed as the ſame. 
Vain, Never doubt it; for if the Spirit of Cuckoldom 
be once raiſed up in a Woman, the Devil can't lay it, till 
ſne has don't. en | 
Bell, Pr'ythee, what ſort of Fellow is Fondlewife ? 
Vain. A kind of Mongrel Zealot, ſometimes very pre- 
ciſe and peeviſh; But I have ſeen him pleaſant enough in 
his way; much addicted to Jealouſy, but more to Fond- 
refs: So that as he's often Jealous without a Cauſe, he's 
as often ſatisfied without Reaſon, | 
- Bell,” A very even Temper, and fir for my Purpoſe, 1 
muſt get your Man Setter to provide my Diſguiſe. 
Vain. Ay, you may take him for good and all if you 
| wil for you have made him fit for no body elſe 
Bell. You're going to viſit in return of Silvias Letter 
Poor Rogue. Any Hour of the Day or Night will ſerve 
ber But do you know nothing cf a new Rival there? 
1 Vain. Yes, Heartwell, that ſurly, old, pretended Woman- 
1 hater, thinks her Virtuous; that's one Reaſon why J fail 
| her: I would have her iret her felt out of Conceit with 
me, that ſhe may entertain ſome Thoughts of him. 1 
$ know he viſi's her cv'ry Day. 55 
Tf Pell. Let rails ou (till, and thinks his Love unknown 
I tous; a little ime will ſwell him ſo, he muſt be forc'd 
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11 to give it bir h; and the Diſcovery mt» needs be very 
pleaſant from himſelf; to ſce what Pains he will take, and 
how he Hill ſtrain to be celiver'd of a Secret, when he 
Ft | has miſcarried of it already. | 
1 Vain Well, good Morrow, let's dine together; I'll meet 


at the old Place. ee he, 
1 Bell. With all my Heart; it lies convenient for us to 
We pay our Afternoon Services to our Miſtrefſes; | find I am 
\ damgably in Love, Im io uneaſy for not having ſeen B.- 
linda yeſterday. 7 : 
nn 


m_ 
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SCENE I. 

Bellmour alone. 
Bell, why whe a Cormorant in Love am I! who 
not contented with the Slavery of honourable Love in 
one Place, and the Pleaſure of enjoy ying ſome half a Score 
Miftreſſes of my own acquiring, muſt yet take Vainlove's 


cl Bulineſs upon my Hands, becauſe it lay too heavy upon 
bis; So am not only forc'd to lie with other Mens Wives 

+ for em, but muſt alſo undertake the harder Task of obli- 

* ging their Miſtreſſes ! muſt take up, or I ſhall never __ 

oy out; Fleſh and Blood cannot bear it always. | 

es | SCENE III. 

| Iv him] Sharper, 


Sharp. Tm ſorry to ſee this, Ned: 1. Man comes 
to his Soliloquies 1 2 A him for | 
Bell. Sharper, V'm to ſee thee. : 
a . What, is 54 cruel, that you are fo chought 
* Bell. No filth, not for that But there's a Bu- 
„ fſneſs of Conſequence fall'n out To- day, that requitel 
1 ſome Conſideration. 
7 Sharp, Prithee what mighty Buſineſs of Conſequence 
| canſt thou have? 
I Bell, Why you muſt know *is a piece of Work to- 
word the finiſhing of an Alderman; it ſeems I muſt put 
the laſt hand to it, and dub him Cuckold, that he may be; 
4 of equal Dignity with the reſt of his Nees: So er | 
* beg Belinda s Pardon. 
Sharp. Faith een give her over for erlesen You 
can have no hopes of getting her for a Miſtreſs; and ſhe/ 


c is too proud, too inconſtant, too affected 3 too witty⸗ 
4 and too hand ſom for-a Wife. 

| Bell, But ſhe can't have too much Mony There's 
; twelve thouſand Pound, Tow. —— Tis true ſhe is exceſ- 


fively foppiſh and affected; but in my Conſcience I believe 
the Baggage loves me: For ſhe never ſpeaks well of me 
her ſelt, nor ſuffers any Body elſe to rail at me. Then, 
as I told you, there's twelve thouſand! Pound Hum 
Why t ih TN 


SS a” 


' Rates all the Sex. 
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be ſo very affected neither Give her her due, T think 


the Woman's a Woman, and that's all. As ſuch I am 


fel ſhall like her; for the Devil take me if I don't love 
all the Sex. , {Bae 
- © Sharp, And here comes one who ſwears as heartily be 


SCENE iv. 
[To them] Hartwell. 


Bell. Who? Hartwell! Ay, but be knows better things 


— How now, George, where haſt thou been ſnarlin 
odious Truths, and entertaining Company, like a Phyfi- 
cian, with Diſcourſe of their Diſeaſes' and Infirmities ? 


What fine Lady haſt thou been putting out of Conceit 


with her ſelf, and perſuading that the Face ſhe had been 
making all the Morning, was none of her own? for I 
know thou art as unmannerly and as unwelcome to a 
Woman, as a Looking-glaſs after the Small-pox. 

Heart. I confeſs I have not been ſneering fulſom Lyes 
and nauſeous Flattery, fawning upon a little tawdry Whore, 
that will fawn upon me again, and entertain any Puppy 
that comes, like a Tumbler, with the ſame Tricks over 
and over. For ſuch I gueſs may have been your late Em- 

yment. 


Bell. Wou'd thou hadft come a little ſooner, Vainlove | 


would have wrought thy Converſion, and been 2 Cham- 
pion for the Cauſe, 


Heart. What, has he been here? That's one of Love's ' 


fril-Fools, is always upon ſome Errand that's to no pur- 
poſe, ever embarking in Adventures, yet never comes 


to Harbour, 


Sharp, That's becauſe he always ſets out in foul Wen- 
ther, loyes to buffet with the Winds, mect the Tide, and 


_ + Gil in the Tecth of Oppoſition, 
| Heart. What, has he not dropt Anchor at Araminta? . 


Bell. Truth on't is ſhe fits his Temper beſt, is a kind 
of floating Iſland; ſometimes ſeems in reach, then vas 
niſhes and keeps himHufied in the Search. p 


— 


nage ſo capricious a Lover, our 
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Zell. Faith I don't know: He's of a Temper the moſt 
eaſy to bimſelf in the World; he takes as much always 
of an Amour as he cares for, and quits it when it grows 
ſtale or unpleaſant. | . | 
thay, An Argument of very little Paſſion, very good 
Underſtanding, and very. IIl- nature. | Je SA 
Heart. And proves that Vainlove plays the Fool with 
Diſcretion. ; 
Sharp. You, Bellmouy, are bound in Gratitude to ſtickle 
for him; you with Pleaſure reap that Fruit, which he 
takes pains to ſow: He does the Drudgery in the Mine, 
and you ſtamp your Image on the Gold. * 
Bell. He's of another Opinion, and ſays I do the Drud- 
gery in the Mine, Well, we have each our ſhare of Sport, 
and each that which he likes beſt 3. tis his Diverſion to 
Set, tis mine to Cover the Partridge. wm 2 
Heart. And it ſhould be mine to let em go again. 
Sharp. Not till you bad Mouth d a littleGeorge, I think 
that's all thou art fit for now. "TO A ; 
Heart. Good Mr. Young-Fellow, you're miſtaken; as 
able as your ſelf, and as nimble too, tho I mayn't have 
ſo much Mercury in my Limbs; tis true indeed, I don't 
force Appetite, but wait the natural Call of wy Luſt, and 
think it time enough to be lewd, after I have had the 
Temptation, "6163 
Bell, Time enough, ay too ſoon, I ſhould rather have 
expected, from a Perſon of your Gravity. L 
Heart, Yet it is oftentimes too late with ſome of you 
young, termagant flaſhy Sinners — you have all the Guilt 


of the Intention, and none of the Pleaſure of the Practices 


— tis true you are ſo eager in Purſuit of the Tem 
tion, that you ſave the Devil the trouble of leading you 
into it: Nor is it out of Diſcretion, that you don't ſwal- 


low that very Hook your ſelyes baye baited, but you are 3 | 


coy'd with the Preparative, and what you mean for a 
Whet, turns the Edge of your puny Stomachs. Your 
Love is like your Courage, which you ſhew for the firſt 
Year or two upon all Occaſions; 'cill in 2 little time, 
being diſabled or diſarmed, you abate of your 'Vigourz 
and that daring Blade which was ſo often drawn, is 


* 
Boll, © 
- 
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Bell. Thou art an old Fornicator of a ſingular good 
Principle indeed! and art for encouraging Youth, thy 
they may be as wieked as thou art at thy Years. + 

Heart. I am for having every body be what they pre. 
tend to be; a Whoremaſter be a Whoremaſter; and not 
like Vainlove, kiſs a Lap-Dog with Paſſion, when it 
would diſpuſt him from the Lady's own Lips. 

Bell, That only happens ſometimes, where the Dop 
Has the ſweeter Breath, for the more cleanly conveyance, 
But, George, you muſt not quarrel with little Galantries 

of this nature: Women are often won by em. Who 
would refuſe to kiſs a Lap- Dog, if it were preliminary to 
the Lips of bis Lady? _ | "EIN 
Sharp. Or omit playing with her Fan, and cooling her 
if ſhe were hot, when it might intitle him to the' Office 
of warming her when ſhe ſhould be cold? . 

Bell. What. is it to read a Play in a rainy Day? Though 
you ſhould be now and then, interrupted in a witty Scene, 
and ſhe perhaps preſerve her Laughter, *cill the Jeft were 
over; even that may be born with, conſidering the 

Reward in proſpect. | N | 
Heart. I confeſs you that are Womens Aﬀes ber 
greq er Burdens: Are forced to under go Dreſſing, Dancing, 

Singing, Sighing, Whining, Rhyming, Flattering, Ly ing 

Grimming, Cringing, and the drudgery of Loving to boot, 
Bell. O Brute; the drudgery of Loving! 
| Heart. Ay, why to come to Love through, all 'thek 
Incumbrances, is like coming to an Eſtate . oyercharg'd 
-with Debts; which by the time yeu have pay'd, yields no 
further profit than what the bare tillage and manuring of 
the Land. will produce at the Expence of your ow! 
Sweat. ; 
Bell. Prithee how doſt thou love? 
Sharp. He] he hates the Sex. | 
Heart. So I hate Phyſick to yet I may love to 
tale it for my Health. | | | 
Bell. Well come off, George, if at any time you'ſhoull 
+ Sharp.-He has need of ſuch an Excuſe, conſidering the 
preſent ſtate of his Body. 33 | 
&. Heart. How dye mean? 
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Sharp. Why if xhoring be purging (as you call it) then, 
may lay, Marriage is entering into a Courſe of Phyſick. 
Bell. How, George, does the Wind blovy there? 


5 Heart. It will as ſoon blow North ad by South «7 
u it ary, quotha! I hope in Heaven I have a greater Portion 


Grace, and I think I have baited too many of thoſe 


Dog ps, to be caught in one my ſelf. | 
ance, Bell. Who the Devil would have Nee? nant ages an 
tri diſter- Woman, to propagate young Fry for Billing/gate —» 
Who hy Talent will never . thee to any thing of 
y to Petter Quality. 8 Ws 


Heart, My Talent is chiefly: that of ſpeaking Truth} ) 
which I don't expect ſhould ever recommend me to 
eople of Quality — I thank Heay'n, I have very honeſtly 1 
zurchas'd the Hatred of all the great Families in Town. . if 


wph Sharp. And yeu in return of Spleen hate them: But 1 
ene, ould you hope to be receiy'd into the Alliance of a noble 

Vere. 2m — A 4 | JET. 

the Heart, No, I hope I ſhall-never. merit that Affliction 


o be puniſh'd with a Wife of Birth —- be a Stag of the 


bez WH firſt Head: and bear my Horus aloft, like one of the Sup- 
ing porters of my Wife's Coat. S'death I would not be a 
ing, Cuckold to Cer an illuſtrious Whore in England. | 


Bell, What not to make your Family, Man! and pres 
vide for your Children? 3 2 
Sharp. For her Obildren you mean. 3 
Heart, Ay there you've nickt it — there's the Devil © 
no upon Devil — O the Pride and Joy of Heart *twou'd be 
att me, to have my Son and Heir reſemble ſuch a Duke 
wa to have a fleermg Coxcomb ſcoff and cry, Mr. your Son's 
a mighty hke his Grace, has juſt his Smile and Air of*s 
Face. Then replies another — methinks he has more of 
the Marquiſs of ſuch a Place, about his Noſe and Eyes 
th though he has my Lord what-d'ye-calls Mouth to n timle 
| Then, I, to put it off as unconcern'd, come chuck 
all the Infant under the Chin, force a Smile and cry, ay; the 
Boy takes after his Mother's Relations when the Devil 
and ſhe knows, tis a little Compound of the whole Body 


of Nobility. * 
Bell. 
Sbarp. 


* 
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Bell. Well but, George, I hive.one Queſtion to ack yoi 
Heart. Pſhaw, I have pratled away my Time | hi 
you are in no haſte for an Anſwer — for I ſhan't { 
"Now. [ [Looking on bis Wi 
Bell. Nay prithee, George 
Heart. No, beſides my Buſineſs, I fee a Fool comy 
this way. Adieu. | 
m_-” SCENE V. 
= | ' Sharper, Bellmour, - i 
Bell. What does he mean? Oh, tis Sir Foſeph Iiy 
with his Friend; but I ſee he has turn d the Corner, u 
another way. of e 
Sharp. What in the name of wonder is it? 
Bell. Why a Fool. 2442.6 
Sharp. Tis a tawdry Outſide. r | 
Bal. Anda very beggarly Lining yet he may 
worth. your Acquaintance a little of thy Chymilty 
Vm, may extract Gold from that Dirt. | 
Sharp. Say you ſo? faith I am as poor as a Chymif 
and would bs as induſtrious, But what was he that fol 
, — him? Is not he a Dragon that watches thoſe Golde: 
Pippins? | | 
Bell. Hang him, no, he a Dragon! if be be tis a yell 
＋ one, I can inſure his er dormant; or ſhoul | 
| ſeem to rouſe, tis but well laſhing him, and be wil 
ſleep like a Top. 
- Sharp. Ay, is he of that Kidney? | | 
- © Bell, Yet is ador'd by that Biggot Sir 2 Mittoll, u 
the Image of Valour: He calls him his Back, and indeed 
they are never aſunder= yet laſt Night, I know not 
by o_ Miſchance, the Knight was alone, and had fallen 
into the Hands of ſome Night-walkers, who, I ſuppoſe, 
| would have pillaged him: But I chanc'd to come by, and 
- - reſcued him: though I believe he was beartily frightned, 
for as ſoon as ever he was looſe, he ran away, without 
 aying to ſee who had help'd him. | 
Sharp. Is that Bully of his in the Army? 1 
Bell. No, but is a Pretender, and wears the Habit of a 
' Soldier? which now-a days as often clokes Cownrdiſe, u 
8 black Gown docs Atheiſm Fou muſt know by 
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has been abroad went purely to run away from 3 
ampaign; enrich'd himſelf with the Plunder of a few 
Daths — and here vents em againſt the General, who 
lighting Men of Merit, and pre rring only thoſe of In- 
creſt, has made him quit the Seryice. EE 
Sharp. Wherein no doubt he magnifies his o Perfors + 
nance. | 3 TEST! 
Bell, Speaks. Miracles, is the Drum to his own Praiſe”. 
the only Implement of a Soldier he reſembles, like - 
ba-, being full of bluftring Noiſe and Emptineſs — f 
Sharp. And like that, of no uſe but to be besten. 
Bell. Right; but, then, the Compariſon breaks, for hne 
4 take a drubbing with as litttle Noiſe as a Pulpit” 
vſhion.- ++ C7 * 1 
Sharp. = nome, and I have done? > otras. 
Bell, Why that, to paſs it current too, he has gilde 
ith a Title; he is call'd Capt: Bluffe. | Rees, 38 
Sharp. Well, PII endeavour his acquaintance —— you 9 
teer another Courſe, are bound. „ 


* * * 
* 


For Love's Iſland : 1, for the golden Conſt, _ 
| May each ſucceed in what he wiſhes moſt. 9855 
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Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Sharper following. » 5 j 
Map. CURE that's be, and alone, 


Sir Fo, Um— Ay this, this is the very damn d | I J 
lace; the inhumane Canibals, the bloody-minded Villaius 


— would have butcher'd me Night: No doubt, they ©. ; 

"ang ould have flea'd me alive, have fold my Skin, and de- N 

htned, roured, G. 5 8 b e 

thou WY Sharp. Bow's this! WIE PS ff 
| Sir Fo. An it hadn't been for #civil Gentleman as ca 6e 


s and frighted em away — but 2gad I durſt not. lay 44% Þ 
+ oft give him Thanks, . 

Sharp. This muſt be Bellmour he meant —ba! I he 
Thought wy 8 = us Aa „ o i 


Sir 
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ne bs Zooks, would the Captain would come; the 
very Remembrance makes me 3 agad I ſhall never 
be reconciled to this Place heartily. 

Sharp. Tis but trying, and being where I am at worl, 
now luck! curs'd Fortune! this muſt be the Place, 


this damn'd unlucky Place ———— 
Sir Fo. Agad and ſo 'tis —— why here has been more 


Miſchief done I perceive. 5 
Sharp. No, *tis gone, tis loſt —— ten thouſand Devil 


en that Chance which drew me hither; ay here, juſt 


here, this Spot to me is Hell; nothing to be found, but 
the Deſpzir of what I've loſt. [Looking about as in ſearch, 
Sir Fe. Poor Gentleman — by the Lord Harry I Il ſtay 
no longer, for I have found too - 
Sharp. Ha! who's that has found ? What have you 
found? reſtore it quickly, or by | | 
Sir Fo, Not I, Sir, not I, as I've a Soul to be fay'd, 1 
have found nothing but what has been to my loſs, 81 


may ſay, and as you were ſaying, Sir, 


Sharp. O your Servant, Sir, you are ſafe then it ſeems; 
*tis an ill Wind that blows no body good: Well, you may 
rejoice over my ill Fortune, ſince it pay'd the Price « 


your Ranſom. 


Sir Fo. I rejoice! not I, Sir: I'm very ſorry for 
our 156 with all X * Blood and Gats, 88 85 
if you did but know me, you'd ne er ſay I were fo il- 
Sharp. Know you; why can you be ſo ungrateful, to 
forger me! | 
Sir Fo. O Lord forget, him! No, no, Sir, I don't forget 
ou : becauſe I never ſaw your Face before, agad. Ha, 
"a7 "A 
Sharp. How! [April 
Sir Fo, Stay, ſtay, Sir, let me recollect — he's a damadl 
angry bellow —— I believe I had better remember him, 
*till I can get out of bis Gght; but out o'fight out o'mindi 
agad, Lg Aid. 
Sharp. Methought the Service I did you laſt Night, Sir; 


in preſerving you from thoſe Ruffians, might have taken 


better | Root in your ſhallow Memory, 
SP 


— 
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e; the dir Fo, Gads-Daggers-Belts-Blades and Scabbards, this 
never ;; the very Gentleman! How ſhall I make him a Return 

WT {vicable to the Greatneſs of his Merit I had a pretty 
work; thing to that purpoſe, if he han't frighted it out of my 
Place Memory. Hem! hem! Sir, I moſt {ubmiſſively ĩimplore 


your Pardon for my Tranſgreſſion of Inpratitude and 
Omiſſion; having my intire Dependence, Sir, upon the 
ſuperfluity of your Goodneſs, which, like an Inundation: _ , 


| More 


Devils will, I hope, totally immerge the recollection of my 
e juli Error, and leave me floating in your Sight, upon the full 
d, bu blown Bladders of Repentance — by the help of which, 
ſear, 1 mal once more hope to ſwim into your Favour, [ Bows: 


1 fo Sharp. So-h, O Sir I am eaſily pacify'd, the Acknow- 
l:dgment of a Gentleman | 
"i Sir Fo, Acknowledgment! Sir, I am all over Acknow- 
. ledgment, and will not ſtick to ſhew it in the greateſt 
Ve 1 Extremity, by Night, or by Day, in Sickneſs, or in 
s, as Health, Winter, or Summer; all Seaſons and Occaſions EY 
ſhall teſtiſy the Reality and Gratitude of your ſuperabun- 
dant humble Servant Sir Foſe!/ Witto!l Kuight. Hem! 
hem! | | 


ſeems; 
u may 


ice o Sharp. Sir Foſeph Wittol!. 7 | 
f Sir Fo, The ſame Sir, of 77:10)! Hall in Comitatu Bucks; 
mn Sharp. Is it poſſible! Then, I am happy, to have obli- 
» 


ved the Mirrour of Kuight-hood and Pink of Courteſy in 
the age: let me embrace you. | A 
Sir Fo. O Lord, Sir! | | 
Sharp. My loſs, I eſteem ns a Trifle repay'd with In- 
* tereſt, finde it has purchas'd me the Friendſhip and Ac- 
f N of the Perſon in the World, whole Character 
admire. | | 
Sir 70. You are only pleas'd to fay fo, Sir ———- But 
Pray it I may be fo bold, what is that Loſs you mention? 
Sharp, O term it no longer ſo, Sir. In the Scuffle, 
«lt Night, 1 only dropt a Bill of a hundred Pound, which, 
I conf {s, I came half deſpairing to recover; but thanks 
o my better Fortune — CHE ; 
Sir Fo, You have found it, Sir, then it ſeems; I profeſs 
m heartily glad 08. | pb 
arp. Sir, your humble Servant. ] don't queſtion 
ut you are; that you have ſo cheap an Opportunity of ex- 
1 preſſing 
— . R : 


* 


* 
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preſſing your Gratitude and Generofiry, Since the paying 
{ trivial a Sum, will wholly acquit you and doubly en. 
e me. 
Sir Fo. What a dickens does he mean by a trivial Sam? 
[464+ ] But han't you found it, Sir! 
Sharp. No otherwiſe I vow to Gad but in my Hopes in 
ou, Sir. 
l Sir Fo. Humh, 
Sharp. But that's ſufficient Twere Injuſtice 
to doubt the Honour of Sir Foſeph Wittoll. 
Sir Fo. O Lord, Sir. | 
Sharp. You are above (I'm ſure) a Thought ſo low, to 
ſuffer me to loſe what was ventur'd in your Service; Nay 
*twas in a manner —— paid down for your deliyerancez 
twas ſo much lent you —— And you ſcorn, I'II ſay that 


for you 
Sir Fo. Nay Vil ſay ithat for my ſelf (with your leave, 


Sir,) i do ſcorn a dirty thing. But agad I'm a little out of 


Pocket at preſent. 
Sharp. Pſhaw you can't want a hundred Pound, Your 


Word is ſufficient any where: *Tis but borrowing fo 
much Dirt, you have large Acres and can ſoon repay it— 
Mony is but Dirt, Sir Foſeph— Meer Dirt. 
Sir Fo. But I profels, tis a Dirt I have waſhed my 
Hands of at preſent; I have laid it all out upon my Back, 
Sharp, Are you ſo extaravagant in Clothes, Sir Foſeph? 
Sir Fo. Ha, ha, ha, a very good Jeſt I profeſs, ha, ha, 
ha, a very good Jeſt, and I did not know that I had faid 
it, and that's a better Jeſt than other. *Tis a fign' you 
and I ha'n't been long acquainted ; you have loſt a good 
* want of knowing me - I only mean a Friend of 
mine whom I call my Back; he ſticks as cloſe to me, 
and follows me through all Dangers — he is indeed Baek, 
Breaſt and Headpiece as it were to me — agad he's a brave 
Fellow — Pauh, I am quite another thing, when I am 
with him: I don't fear the Devil (bleſs us) almoſt if he 
be by. Ah — had he been with me laſt Night 
Sharp. If he had, Sir, whar then? he could have done 
no more, nor perhaps have ſuffer'd ſo much —— ha! he 


u hundred Pound to loke? LAngrihy. 


Sie 


WU 
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Sir Fo. O Lord Sir, by no means (but I might have 
ſav d a hundred Pound) I meant innocently, as | hope to. 
be {aved Sir, (a damn d hot Fellow)-only as I was ſay ing, 
] let him have all my ready Mony to redeem his of 
sword from Limbo — But, Sir, I have a Letter o 
Credit to Alderman Fondlewife, as far as two hundred 
Pound, and this Afternoon you ſhall ſee I am a Perſon, ſuch 
a one as you would wiſh to have met with 

Sharp. That you are I'll be ſworn [Aide] Why that's 
great aud like your ſelf. | 

SCENE I 
[To them] Captain Bluffe. 

Sir Fo. O here a' comes—Ay my Hector of Troy, we 
come my Bully, my Back; agad my Heart has gone 3 pit 
at tor thee, | . 

Bluff. How now, my young Knight? Not for Fear T 
leave, bope; he that knows me muſt be a Stranger to Fear. 
out of Sir Fo. Nay agad I hate Fear ever ſince I had like ta 

have dy'd of a Fright But | | 
Your Bluff. But? Look you here, Boy, here's your Antidote, 
ng ſo BW bere's your Jeſuit's Powder for a ſhaking Fit hut 
y It— WF who baſt thou got with thee, is he of Mettle? I 
[Laying his Hand upon his Sword, 
d my Sir Jo. Ay, Bully, a Deviliſh icart Fellow: *a will ghet 
Back, Wi like a Cock. 29! 
ofeph ! Bluff. Say you ſo? then 1 honour him But 
a, ha, BY has he been abroad? for every Cock will fight upon his 
d ſaid Bi own Dunghbill, l 
1 you Sir Fo. I don't know, but I'll preſent you ———— ;! 
Bluff. ll recommend my ſelf——Sir, I honour you; I 
nd of underitand you love fightifl, I reverence a Man that 
me, loves fighting, Sir, I kiſs your Hilts. | 
Back, Sharp. Sir your Servant, but you are miſinform'd, for 
brave unleſs it be to ſerve my partic Friend, as Sir Feſeth 
I am BY here, my Country, or my Religion, or in ſome very jul 
tifiable Cauſe, l'm not for it. 1 
Bluff. O Lord, I beg your Pardon, Sir, I find you are 


done not ot my Palate, you can't reliſh a Diſh of fighting with- 
a | he out ſweet Sauce, Now I think —— fighting, for fightin 
oF fake's ſufficient Cauſe; fighting, to mes Religion and the 


Laws, py; IN 
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23888 Sir Jo. Ah, well faid my Hero; was not that great 
| | Sir? by the Lord Harry, he ſays true; fighting, is Meat 
jt | Drink and Cloth to him. But Back, this Gentleman iz 
1 one of the beſt Friends I have in the World, and ſaved 
1 my Life laſt Night Vou know I told you, 
| | Bluff, Ay! Then I honour him again Sir, may [ 
| | crave your Name? 
1 Sharp. Ay, Sir, my Name's Sharper, 
| Sir 70 Pray, Mr. Sharper embrace my Back — ver 
fy | well by the Lord Harry, Mr. Shay per, he's as brave | 
by. Fellow as Cannibal, are not yau Bully-Back ? 
Wi. if Sharp. Hannibal | believe you mean, Sir Foſeph. 
| Bluff. Undoubtedly he did Sir; faith, Hannibal was 4 
| f very pretty Fellow——but Sir Fo/e;h, Compariſons ar 
' 


odious Hannibal was a very pretty Fellow in thoſe 


but alas Sir! were he alive 


| Days, it muſt be granted 
now, he would be nothing, nothing in the Earth, 
' _ , Sharp. How Sir! I make a doubt, if there be at this 
| Day a preater General breathing. | 
| | Bluff. Oh excuſe me Sir; have you ſery'd abroad, Sir? 
| Sharp. Not J really, Sir. . | 
VB. Oh I thought ſlo—— Why then you can know 
it j 2 Sir: Jam afraid you ſcarce know the Hiſtory 
. of the late War in Flanders, with all its particulars. 
* it Sharp. Not I, Sir, no more than publick Letters, or 
BL Gazettes tell us. | 
N Bluff. Gazette! Why there again now—— Why, Sir, 
there are not three Words of Truth, the Year round, put 
WW. into the Gazette I'll tell you a ſtrange thing now a 
| Þ to that You muſt know, Sir, I was Reſident in 
Flanders the laft Campaign; had a ſmall Poſt there; but na 
| | matter for that=—Perhaps, Sir, there was ſcarce any 
| 


thing of Moment done but an humble Servant of yours, 
that ſhall be nameleſs, was an Eye Witneſs of ——1I won't 
& ſay had the greateſt ſhare in't. Tho" I might ſay that too, 
\ fince I name no Body you know-—— Well, Mr. Sharper, 
| | would you think it? In all this time —as I hope for a 
| by Truncheon—this raſcally Gazette-writer never ſo much 

' 


IK as once mention'd me Not once by the Wars Took 
| no more notice, than as if No, Bluſfe had not been in the 


BS Land of the Living, _ 
* aher 
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at great Sharp. Strange! ö ; 

is Mea Sir 70. Yet by the Lord Harry tis true Mr. Sharper, for 
tleman i went every Day to Coffee-Houſes to read the Gazette 
nd ſaved my ſelf. 


Bluff, Ay, ay, no matter Vou ſee Mr. Sharper after all 
am content to retire — Live a private Perſon — Scipio 
and others have done it, 
Sharp. Impudent Rogue. [ Aſide; 
Sir Fo. Ay, this damn'd Modeſty of yours Agad if 
e would put in for't he might be made General himſelf, 


et. | 
” Bluff. Oh fy, no, Sir Foſzpþ— You know I hate this, 


r, may [ 


— yay 
brave 


F 
. 


Was . Sir Fo. Let me but tell Mr. Sharper a little, how yo 
ſons are eat Fire once out of the Mouth of a Cannon —agad he 
in tho id; thoſe impenetrable Whiskers of his have confronted 
he alireWFlames | 


Bluff. Death, what do you mean, Sir Foſeph? 

Sir Fo. Look you now, I tell you he's ſo modeſt he N 
own nothing. 

Bluff. Piſh you have put me out, I have forgot what 


| at this 
id, Sir 


know 


leave, [ dngrily, 
Hiſtoryſ 


Sir Fo, I am dumb, 
Blaff. This Sword, I think, I was telling you of Mr. 
Sharper—— This Sword I'll maintain to be the beſt Di« 
vine, Anatomiſt, Lawyer or Caſuiſt in Europe; it ſhall de- 
cide a Controverſy or ſplit a Cauſe | 
Sir Fo. Nay, now I muſt ſpeak; it will ſplit a Hair, 
by the Lord Harry, I have ſeen it. 
ent in Bluff. Zouns Sir, it's a Lye, you have not ſeen it, nor 
but na ſhin't ſee it; Sir, I ſay you can't ſee; what d' ye ſay to 
> any chat now ? | FS | 
yours, Sir Jo. I am blind. -\*.- al 


1 


wont Bluff. Death, had any other Man interrupted me 


ers, or 


Ys Sir; 
d, put 
IOW as 


at too, Sir Fo. Good Mr, Sharper, ſpeak to him; I dare not F 


barper lock that way. 
» for 2 Sharp. Captain, Sir Joſeph's penitent. 


* 


much Bluff. O 1 am calm, Sir, calm as a diſcharged Calverin== 


Took WW But 'rwas indiſcreet, when you knoww hat will provoke 
in the me Nay come, Sir Foſeph, you know my Heat's ſoon 
over, . 1 

Sir Zo, 


Sharg B 4 


I was about, Pray hold your Tongue, and give me 


— _ — 2 
- - — 2 Wen”  - — - - — 
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Sir Fo. Well, I am a Fool ſometimes— But I'm forry* 
Bluff. Enough. y <A 
Sir Jo. Come we'll go take 2 Glaſs to drown Animo- 
_ ang Sharper, will you partake? N 
Sharp. | wait on you, Sir; nay pray Captain | 
gre Sir Foſeph's Back. TELE TRY FER 
SCENE III. 


Araminta, Belinda, Betty waiting in Araminta's Apartment' 
Belin. Ah! Nay, Dear — prythee good, dear ſweet 
Coutin, no more; oh Gad, I ſwear you'd make one ſick 
to hear you. 
Aram. Bleſs me! what have I ſaid to move you thus? 
Belin. Oh you have raved, talked idly, and all in Com- 
mendation of that filthy, awkward, two-leg'd Creature, 
Man you don't know what you've ſaid, your Fever has 


Aram. If Love be the Fever which you mean, kind 
Heay'n avert the Cure: Let me have Oilto feed that Flame 
and never let it be extirct, i my telf am Aſhes, 

Belin. There was a Whine!— 0 Gad, I hate your hor- 
fid Fancy—— Thie Love is the Devil, and ſure to be in 
Love is to be poſſeſs d Iis in the Head, the Heart, 
the Blood, the— All over——O Gad you are quite 
_ ſhall lothe the Sight of Mankind for your 
Hake. 

Aram. Fy, this is groſs AﬀeQation—— A little of Bal. 
mour s 3 N change the Scene. | 

Helin. Filthy Fellow! I wonder, Coufin 

Aram, 1 wonder, Coufin, you ſhould imagine, I don't 
perceive you love him, 

Belin. Oh I love your hideous Fancy! Ha, ha, ha, love 
a Man! 

Aram. Love a Man! yes, you would not love a Beaft, 

Belin, Of all Beaſts not an Aſs— Which is ſo like your 
Fainlove=—— Lard I have ſeen an Aſs look ſo Chagrin, Ha, 
ha, ha, (you muſt pardon me, I can't help laughing) that 
an abſolute Lover would have concluded the poor Creature 
to have had Darts, and Flames, and Altars, and all that in 
his Breaſt, Araminta, come I'Il talk ſeriouſly to you 

Now; could you but ſee with my Eyes, the Buffoonry of 
one Scene of Addreſs, a Lover, ſet out with all his Equi- 
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forry* ape and Appurtenancesz O, Gad! ſure you! would — 
* Bab you play the Game, and conſequently can't ſee the 
nimo. EY Miſcarriages obvious to every Stander by. 


Aram. Yes, yes, I can ſee ſomething near it, when 
you] and Bellmour meet. You don't know that you 
dreamt of Bellmour laſt Night, and, call'd him aloud in 
your Sleep, 

Belin, Piſh, I can't help dreaming of the Devil ſome- 
times; would you from thence infer I love him? | 

Aram. But that's not all; you caught me in your Arms 
when you named him, and preſs'd me to your Boſom— 
Sure if I had not pinch'd you 'till you wak'd, you had ſti- 
fled me with Kiſſes. 

Belin, O barbarous Aſperſion! 

Aram. No Aſperſion, Couſin, we are alone—Nay 1 
can tell you more. 

Belin I deny it all. 

Aram. What before you hear it? £ 

Belin. My Denial is premeditated like your Malice 
Lard, Coulin, you talk odly—— What ever the Matter is, 
O my Sol, I'm afraid you'll follow evil Courſes. © 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha, this is pleaſant. 

Belin. You may laugh, but 

Aram, Ha, ha, ha, 

Belin. You tbink the malicious Grin becomes ou 
The Devil/take Bellmour — Why do you tell me of him? 

Aram. Oh is it come out—now you are angry, I am 
ſure you love him, I tell no body elſe, Coufin-——T 
have not betray'd you yet 


don t Belin. Pr'ythee tell it all the World, it's falſe. 

Aram. Come then, kiſs and Friends, 
love Belin. Piſh. | 

Aram. Pr'ytheę don't be ſo peeviſh. | 
eaſt, Belin, Pr'ythee don't be ſo impertinent, Betty. ? 
your Aram. Ha, ba, ha | 
Ha, Betty, Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam? | 
that Belin Get my Hoods and Tippet, and bid the Footmam 


ture call a Chair. 


* Aram, I hope you are nat going out in dudgeon, Cous 
n, $4 . 26 | | N. 


| bs: SCENE 


} 


| 


| 
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„ wen eee 
I them] Footmanmn. 
Foot. Madam, there are rn ou 
Belin. Is there a Chair? Nt CRATER 
FPpot. No, Madam, there are Mr, Bellmour and Mr. Vaind 
love to wait upon your Lady ſhip. 
Aram. Are they below? 
Foot. No, Madam, they ſent before, to know if you 
were at home. | "x #35 225 
Belin: The Viſit's to you, Couſin, I ſuppoſe I am at 
my Liberty, ed 7.45 57.8 
Aram. Be ready to ſhew 'em up. 


| LEE INS: v. | 
. [To them] Betty with Hoods and Looking. Glaſs. 
I can't tell, Couſin, I believe we are equally concern'd 
But if you continue your Humour, it won't be very en- 
- tertaining—(t know the'd fain be perſuaded to ſtay ) ¶ 4ſide. 
Beli. I ſhall oblige you, in raving you to the full and 
free Enjoyment of that Converſation you admire. . . 
Belin. Let me ſee; hold the Glaſs — Lard I look wretche 
_ edly to Day! PL, 
Aram. Betty, why don't you help my Coukn ? 
| Putting on her Hoods, 
©  Belin, Hold off your Fiſts, and ſee that he gets a Chair 
with a high Root, or a very low Seat Stay, come 
back here you Mrs. Fidget you are ſo ready to go to 
the Footman—— Here, take 'em all again, my Mind's 
chang d, I won't go. 1 | 
SCENE VE: 
Araminta, Belinda. p : 
Aram. So, this I expected Fou won't oblige me 
then, Couſin, and let me have all the Company to my elf. 
Belin. No; upon deliberation, I have tco, much Chart 
ty to truſt you, to your ſelf. The Devil watches all Op- 
portunſties; and in this favourable Diſpoſition of your 
Mind, Heav'n knows how tar you may be tempted: 1 
am tender of your Reputation. CL ik 
Aram. I am oblig'd to you But who's malicious now 
* | - 0 15 


* # 7 
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Belin. Not I; witneſs my Heart, I ſtay out of pure 
flect ion. c 
Aram. In my Conſcience I believe you. 


SCENE VII. 


[To them] Vainlove, Bellmour, Footman. | 

Bell, So, Fortune be prais'd! To find you both with- 
n, Ladies, is 

Aram, No Miracle, I hope. TY 

Bell, Not o'your fide, Madam, I confeſs But my 
Tyrant there and I, are two Buckets that can neyer come 
ogether. 1 
deln. Nor are ever like — et we often meet and 
claſh. | | 

Bell. How never like! marry Hymen forbid, But this 
it is to run ſo extravagantly in Debt; I have laid out ſuch 
a World of Love in your Service, that you think you can 
never be able to pay me all: So ſhun me for the ſame 
Reaſon that you would a Dun. |] 
Belin. Ay, on my Conſcience, and the moſt impertinent 
and troubleſome of Duns—a Dun for Mony will be 
quiet, when he ſees his Debtor has not wherewithal—— 
| = a Dun for Love is an eternal Torment that never 
reſts 

Bell, Till he has created Love where there wis none 
and then gets it for his Pains. For Importunity in Love, 
like Importunity at Court, firſt creates its own Iatereſt, 
and then purſues it for the Favour. 3 
155 d Aram, Favours that are got by Impudence and Impor- 

"WF tuniry, are like Diſcoveries from the Rack, when the af- 

flicted Perſon, for his eaſe, ſometimes cunteſſes Secrecs his 
Heart knows nothing of. 

Vain. I ſhould rather think Favours, fo gain'd, to be 
ge me duc Rewards to indefatigable Devotion For as Love 


= E * 


% — 


'T; 


Ir. Vain 


if you 


am at 


1y ſell. is a Deity, be muſt be ſer vd by Prayer. ED 
Charts Belin, O Gad, would you would all pray to Love then, 
Op- and let us alone. ; ö 
your Vam, You are the Temples of Love, and *tis through 


you, our Devotion mult be convey'd. - 1 _ 
Aram. Rather poor filly Idols of your. own making, 
which, upon the leaſt Diſpleaſure you tortake, and fer up 
i | 25 25 ? LSE. : Bows 
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| new Every Man, now, changes his Miſtreſs and hi 
[i | Religion, as his Humour varies or his Intereſt, 

. Vain. O Madam a 

118 1}: Aram, Nay come, I find we are growing ſerious, an, 
then we are in great Danger of being duil-—If my Mi 
| fick-Maſter be not gone, I'll entertain you with a ne: 
| Song, which comes pretty near my own Opinion of Loy 
1 aud your Sex— Who's there? Is Mr. Gavot gone? [C 
pl! | Foot. Only to the next Door, Madam; Fl! call him, 
1 


SCENE VII. 


Araminta, Belinda, Vainlove, and Bellmour. 


Bell. Why, you won't hear me with Patience. 

Aram. What's the matter, Couſin? 

Bell. Nothing, Madam, only PE 

Belin, Pr'ythee hold thy Tongue——Lard, he bas 
peſter d me with Flames and Stuff —-I think I ſhan't ei 

dure the ght of a Fire this Twelvemonth. 

Bell, Yet all can't melt that cruel frozen Heart, 

Belin. C Gad I hate your hideous F-ncy— you fi 
that once before if you muſt talk impertinently, fe 
Heaven's ſake let it be with Variety; don't come alway! 

xe the Devil wrapt in Flames —Vil not hear a Sentenc e mot 
that begins with au I bun. Or an, I beſeech you, Mad un 

Bell. But teil me how you would be ador'd—I am ve 
Ty tractable. 

Belin. Then know, 1 would be ador'd in Silence. 

Bell. Humph, I thought ſo, that you might have 
the talk to your ſelf—you had better let me ſpeak; for 
my Thoughts fly to any Pitch, I ſhall wake villanous Sign 

Belin. What will you get by that? to make ſuch Sigt 
as I won't underſtand. | 

» Bell, Ay, but if Pm Tongue-ty'd, I muſt have all m 
Actions tree to Quicken your Apprehenfion—and I-g 

let me tell you, my molt prevailing Argument is exprels 

n dumb ſhew, 
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SCENE IX. 

[y them] Muſick-Maſter. | 
Lam. OI am glad we ſhall have a Song to divert t 
|| © ,_ -Diſcaurſe—Pray oblige us with the laſt new Song. 
WEN | | Eon 
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and high S O N G. 

| | . 
| 15 Thus to à vipe, conſenting Maid, 
4 0 Porr, old, repenting Delia ſaid, 
1 Wonld you long preſerve your Lover ? 
5 Would you ſtill his Goddeſs reign? 

Never let him all diſcover, 

hi Never let him much obtain. 

as II 


Men will admire, adore and die, 
While wiſhing at your Feet they lie: 
But admitting their Embraces, 
Wakes em from the Golden Dream; 
Nothing's new beſides our Faces, 
Every Woman is the ſame, 


Aram, So, how de'e like the Song, Gentlemen? 
Bell, O very well perform'd—but I don't much admire * 


Ir; 


ze has f 
han'c et 


you fue Words. 

acly, f Aram, | expected it there's too much Truth in em: 

» alway Mr. Gavot will walk with us in the Garden, we'll baye 
cement once again—you may Ike it better at ſecond hearing, 
Mad You'll bring my Couſin. e 

| am y Bell, Faith Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but Pi 


make Signs. [ 4dreſſes Belinda in dumò ſbew. 
Belin. O foh, your dumb Rhetorick is more . 


de. 5 : 
have than your talking Impertinence; as an Ape is a much 


k; for more troubleſome Auimal than a Parrot. 
as Sign Kram. Ay, Couſin, and tis 'a ſign the Creatures mi- 
Ich Sigt mick Nature well; for there are few Men, but do mere 

filly things than they ſay. : | 
e all m Bell. Well, I find my Aplſhneſs has paid the Ranfom 
and Jg. for my Speech, and fer it at Liberty—tho?, I confeſs, ! 


could be well enough pleas d to drive on a Love-Bargain, 
in that filent manner—*twould faye a Man a world bf 
Lying and Swearing at the Year's end. Befides I have had 
a little Experience, that brings to mind | 


When Wit and Reaſon, both have fail'd, to move; 
Kind Looks and Adions (from Sucteſi) do prove, 
Ev'n Silence may be Eloquent in Loves 


Exprels( 


ivert th 
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1 ACT III. SCENE l. 

. SCENE, The Street. 

| ; .* 
Silvia aud Lucy, 

Silv. I LL he not come then? x; 

: Lucy. Yes, yes, come, I warrant him, if yoi 

will go in and be ready to receiye him. 

Silv. Why did you not tell me?—— Whom mean you? 

Lucy. Whom you ſhould mean, Heartwell. 

Sil. Senſeleſs Creature, I meant my Yainlove, 

Lucy. You may as ſoon hope, to recover your own 
Maidenhead, as his Love, Therefore een ſer your Heart 
at reſt; and in the Name of Opportunity mind your own 
Buſineſs, - Strike Heartwell home, before the Bait's worn 

off the Hook, Age will come, He nibbled fairly yeſter. 
day, and no doubt will be eager enough to Day, to ſwab 
-low the Temptation. 5 Sp 

Silur Well, fince there's no Remedy Vet tell me—for.l 
would know, tho to the Anguiſh of my Soul; how did 
ke refuſe? Tell me — how did he receive my Letter, in 
Anger or in Scorn ? „ 

LTucy. Neither; but what was ten times worſe, with 
damn d, ſenſeleſs Indifference. By. this Light I could 
have ſpit in his Face Receive it! Why he receiy'd it, as 
I would one of your Lovers that ſhould comeempty-handed; 
as a Ccurt Lord does his Mercer's Bill, or a begging Dedicati: 
on be recei vd it, as ii't had been a Letter from his Wife. 

Silv. What, did he not read it? 

Lacy. Hum'd it over, gave you his ReſpeRs, and faid, 
he would take time to prruſe it but then he was in haſte, 

Silv. Reſpects, and peruſe it! He's gone, and Araminta 

| has bewitch'd him from me— Oh how the Name of Ri- 
val fires my Blood - I could curſe 'em both; eter- 
nal Jcalouſy attend her Love, and Difappointment meet 
his. Oh that I could revenge the Torment he has caus d 
- -methioks I feel the Woman ſtrong within me, and 
Vengeance kindles in the room of Love. 


Luc 


wit 5 r — 
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Lach. T have that in my Head may make Miſchief. 
„ % 
Lacy. Vou know Araminta*s diſſembled Coyneſs has 
von, and keeps him hers Ss oo 
Silv. Could we perſuade him, that fhe loves another 
Lucy. No, you're out; could we perſuade him, that 
e dotes on him, himſelf —— Contrive a kind Letter as 
from her, twould diſguſt his Nicety, and take away his 
Stomach. S * 
Silv. Impoſſible, *twill never take. 3 
Lacy. Trouble not your Head. Let me alone 1 
will inform my ſelf of what paſt between em to Day, 
and about it ſtraight Hold, Pm miſtaken, or 'that's 
Heartwell, who ſtands talking at the Corner — tis he — 
r Heart go get you in, Madam, receive him pleaſantly, dreſs u 
ur own your Face in Innocence and Smiles; and diſſemble the 
s worn {very want of Diſſimulation —— You know what will 
yeſters take him. | | PIT | 
o {wal Sv. Tis as hard to counterfeit Love, as it is to con- 

ceal it: but I'll do my weak endeavour, though I fear E 
—for I bave not Art. „ 
w did Lucy, Hang Art, Madam, and truſt to Nature for diſg 
ter, in i ſembling. 5 - vi 
Man, was by Nature Womans Cully made: 

with Vie never are but by our ſelves betray d. 


I. 


, if you 


im you? 


Ir OWN 


Te S.C: E N E N bs. 
nded; Heartwell, Vainlove and Bellmour following, . © * 


dicatis Bell. Hiſt, hiſt, is not that Heartwell going to Silvia d. 
Wife. Vain, He's talking to himſelf, I think, prithee let's try 

if we can hear him, + ED 
| aid, Heart. Why whither in the Devil's Name am Ta going 
haſte, now? Hum — let me think — Is not this Silvias Hou 
mints i the Cave of that Enchantreſs, and which conſequently” I 
>f Ri- WM ought to ſhun as I would Infection? To enter here, is to 
eter · ¶ put on the envenom'd Skirt, to run into the. Embraces of 

meet WY a Fever, and in ſome raving Fit, be led to pfunge my ſe 
us d into that more conſuming Fire, a Woman 8 Arms. Hat 
and well recollected, I will recover my Reaſon, and be gone, 


Bell. Now Venus forbid 
Kain. Huſh 


Luc | i 
4 eh 


— —— eos 
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Heart. Well, why do you not move? Feet, do you 
Office not one Inch; no, foregad I'm caught 
There ſtands my North, and thither my Needle points 
Now could I curſe my ſelf, yet cannot repent. O thi 
delicious, damn'd, dear, deſtructive Woman! S death ho 
the young Fellows will hoot me! I ſhall be the Jeſt 
the Town. Nay in two Days, I expect to be Chronidy 
in Ditty, and ſung in woeful Ballad, to the Tune of th 
ſuperannuated Maidens Comfort, or the Batchelors Fal 
and upon the third, I ſhall be hang'd in Effigy, paſted y 
for the exemplary Ornament of neceſſary Houſes, ani 
Coblers Stalls Death, I can't think on't — I'llry 
into the Danger to loſe the Apprehenſion. 


SCENE III. 


' Bellmour, Vainlove. 

Bell. A very certain Remedy, probatum eff — Ha, h 
ba, poor George, thou art !th right, thou haſt ſold thy ſe 
to Laughter; the ill-natur'd Town will find the Jeſt ju 


Where thou haſt loſt it. Ha, ha, how a' ſtruggled, likex 


old Lawyer between two Fees, 
Vain. Or a young Wench, between Pleaſure and Rept 


Bell, Or as you did to Day, when half afraid yt 
ſnatch'd a Kiſs from Araminta. 
Vain. She has made a Quarrel on't. 


Bell. Paul, Women are only angry at ſuch Offence 


to have the Pleaſure of forgiving em. 


Vain. And I love to have the Pleaſure of making n 
Peace I ſhould not eſtleem a Pardon if too ea 
Won. 

Bell. Thou doſt not know what thou would'ſt be it 
whether thou would'ſt have ber angry or pleas'd. Could! 
thou be content to marry Araminta? 

Vain, Could you be content to go to Heay'n? - 

Bel. Hum, not immediately, in my Conſcience no 
heartily? I'd do a little more good in my Generation ful 
in order to deſerve it. | 

Vain, Nor I to marry Araminta till J merit her. 

Bell. But how the Devil doſt thou expect to get her 
ſhe never yield? ; 

| | at 


tion full 


4 
et her! 


Fai 
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Vin. Tha:'s true; but I would moos 
Bell. Marry her without her Conſent; thou'rt a Riddle 
yond Woman 


. 


SN. 


[To them] Setter. 

Truſty Setter, what Tidings? How goes the Project. 
Setter. As all lewd Projects do, Sir, where the Devil 
events our Endearments with Succeſs. | 
Bell, A good hearing, Setter, 

Vain, Well, I'll leave you with your Engineer. 

Bell, And haſt thou provided Neceſſaries? 

Setter, All, all, Sir; the large ſancCtified Hat, and the 
tle preciſe Band, with a ſwinging long ſpiritual Cloke, 
cover carnal Knayery — not forgetting the black Parch, 
phich Tribulation Spinteæt wears, as I'm inform'd, upon 
e Lye, as a penal Mourning for the ogling Off-aces of 
s Youth; and ſome ſay, with that Eye, he firſt diſco- 
rd the frailty of his Wife. 

Bell, Well, in this fanatic k Father's Habit, will I con- 
ſs Laetitia. . 
Setter. Rather prepare her for Confeſſion, Sir, by help- 


Wo ber to Sin, | 


Bell, Be at your Maſter's Lodging, in the Eyenin f E 
ball uſe the Robes, " & © 


SCENE VF, 


Setter alone. | 8 

Setter, I ſhall, Sir — I wonder to which of theſe two 

entlemen I do moſt properly appertain ——the one uſes 
be as his Attendant; the other (being the better acquain- 
d with my Parts) employs me as a Pimp; why that's 


zuch the more honourable Employment —— by all means 


follow one as my Maſter, other follows me as 
Conductor. | 


SCENE VI. WT 

[To him] Lucy. 33 SR 
Lucy, There's the Hang-Dog his Man I bad a 
dwer over him in the Reign of my Miſtreſs; but he-is 


jo true a Valet de Chambre not to affect his Maſter's 


ults; and conſequently is reyolted from his Allegiance. 
—_ u 


Diſturber 


worldly Fare and produce your natural Vizor. 


fections; thou Maukin made up of the Shreds and Pairing 
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Setter. Undoubtedly *tis impoſſible to be a Pimp u 
not a Man of Parts, That is without being politic, dil 
gent, ſecret, wary, and fo forth And to all this u 
liant as Hercules — That is, paſſively valiant and active 
obedient, Ah! Setter, what a Treaſure is here loſt ft 
want of being known? 

Lucy. Here's ſome Villany a- foot he's ſo thoughtful 
may be I may diſcover ſomethiag in my Mask —— 
Worthy Sir, a Word with you. [ Puts on her Maj 

Setter, Why if I were known, I might come to be 
great Man 

Lucy. Not to interrupt your Meditation ä 

Setter, And I ſhould not be the firſt that has procurl 
his Greatneſs by Pimping. | 

Lucy, Now Poverty and the Pox light upon thee, for! 
Contemplative Pimp. 

Setter. Hab what art, who thus maliciouſly haſt am 
ken'd me, from my Dieam of Glory? Speak, thou yi 


Lucy. Of thy moſt vile Cogitations — thou 
conceited Wretch, how wert thou valuing thy ſelf, upa 
thy Maſter's Employment? For he's the Head Pimp | 
Mr. Bellmour. 

Setter. Good Words, Damſel, or I ſhall —— But he 
doſt thou know my Maſter or me ? 

Lucy. Yes I know both Maſter and Man to be 

Setter. To be Men perhaps; nay f:ith like enough; 
Often march in the Rear of my Maſter, and enter f 
Breaches which he has made. 

Lucy. Ay, the Breach of Faith, which he has begun 
Thou Traitor to thy lawful Princeſs. | 

Setter, Why how now! prithee who art? Lay by tt 


Lucy. No Sirrah, I'll keep it on to abuſe thee and lea 
thee without Hopes of Revenge. 
- Setter, Oh! | begin to ſmoke ye: thou art ſome fc 
faken Abigail, we have dallied with heretofore — and 1 
come to tickle thy Imagination with Remembrance 
Iniquity paſt. + 
; Lucy. No thou pitifs} Flatterer of thy Maſter's Imp 


af his ſuperfluous Fopperies, 5 
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Pimp ter. Thou art thy Miſtreſs's foul ſelf, compoſed of 
litic, dir ſollied Iniquities and Clothing. 

all this i Lacy. Hang thee — Beggars Curr — Thy Maſter is 
d active a Mumper in Love, lies canting at the Gate; but 


e loſt fi rer dares preſume to enter the Houle, 


Setter. Thou art the Wicket to thy Miftreſs's Gate, te 


oughtfuli opened for all Comers. In fine thou art the high 
k oad to thy Miſtreſs, | 
her Ma Lucy. Beaſt, filthy Toad, I can hold no longer, look 


1e to be cd tremble, | Unmaihss 
better. How, Mrs. Lucy! | | 
Lucy. I wonder thou haſt the Impudence to look me in 
je Face. | 
Setter. Adsbud who's in fault, Miſtreſs of mine? who 
ung the firſt Stone? Who undervalued my Function? and 
ho the Devil could know you by Inſtinct? . 
Lucy. You could know my Office by Infta&, and be 
og d, which you have ſlander'd moſt abominably. It 
xes me not what you faid of my Perſon ; but that my 
nocent Calling ſhould be expos'd and ſcandaliz'd —— 1 
Innot bear it, ON 
Seater, Nay faith, Lucy, I'm ſorry, II own my ſelf ts 
ame, though we were both in fault as to ſour Offices 
Come |'ll make you any Reparation. | 
Lucy. Swear. #5 
Setter, I do ſwear to the utmoſt of my Power. Y 
Lucy. To be brief then; what is the Reaſon your 
laſter did not appear to Day according to the Summons 
brought him? 6 ys 
Setter, To anſwer you as briefly —— He has a Cauſe ta 
tried in another Court. a 430 
Lucy. Come tell me in plain Terms, how forward he is 
ith Araminta. f PD. | 
Setter. Too forward to be turn'd back — Though he's. 
little in Diſgrace at preſent about a Kiſs which he 
reed. You and I can kiſs Lucy, without all that. 5 
Lucy. Stand off — He's a precious Jewel. 2 
Setter, And therefore you'd have him to ſet in you. 
Wy's Locke. | e 
Lucy. Where is he now? © h 
dale. He'll be in the Piazza preſently ©" 
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Lucy. Remember to Day's Behaviour — Let me 


you with a p-nitent Face. | 
$ zter. What no Token of Amity, Lucy? you and Id 


uſe to part with dry Lips. | 
Lucy. No, no, avaunt III not be {labber'd; 


kiſff'd now ———— l'm not 1th' humour. | 
Setter. Vil not quit you fo —— III follow and put 
into the Humour, 
. 
Sir Joſeph Wittol!, Bluff. 
Bf. And ſo out of your unwonted Generoſity 
Sir Fo. And Good-nature, Back; I am good-natyr 


and | can't help it. | 
Bluff. You have given him a Note upon Fordlewife | 
a hundred Pound. 

Sir Jo. Ay, ay, poor Fellow, he ventur'd fair for't, 
Bluff You have diſoblig'd me in it — for I have 
caſion for the Mony, and if you would look me in 
Face again and live, go, and force him to redeliver 
the Note go—— and bring it me hither, Til 
here for you, 

Sir Fo. You may tay till the Day of Judgment the 
by the Lord Harry. I know better things than to be n 
through the Guts for a hundred Pound — Why I ge 
that hundred Pound for being ſaved, an d'ee think, 
there were no Danger, IIl be ſo ungrateful to take it fi 
the Gentleman again? 

Bluff. Well, go to him from me — Tell him, If 
be muſt refund — or Bilbo's the Word, and Slaught 
will enfue—— if he refuſe, tell him — but whiſper t! 
— tell him —— L' pink his Soul —— but whiſper tl 
ſoftly to him. | 

Sir Fo. So ſoftly, that he ſhall never hear on't I warn 
you — why, what a Devii's the matter, Bully, are yt 
mad? Or dee think I'm mad? Agad for my part, I dot 
love to be the Meſſenger of ill News; *tis an ungrate 
Office So tell him your ſelf, 
 _ Bluff. By theſe Hilts I believe he frightned you into th 
Compoſition: I believe you gave it him out of Fear, pe 
Palty Feu . conſeſe. 
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zuld have been Miſchief done, that's flat. 


SCENE VUL 
[To them] Bellmour, Sharper. 


Favour, 


the Knight of the ſorrowful Face. 
ended that I offer'd em. 
thout any Offence to you, Sir. 


Buff. Mr, Sharper, the Matter is plain Sir 
| found out your Trick, and does not care to 
dn; being a Mao of Honour, | 
Fharp, Trick, Sir? 

Sir 70. Ay Trick, Sir, and won't be 
ng a Man of Honour, Sir, and ſo, Sir 


hk Wind, 


45 


Sir 70. No, no, hang't I was not afraid neither 
y I confeſs he did in a manner ſnap me up — yet I 
't. ſay that it was altogether out of Fear, but partly to 
vent Miſchief —— for he was a deviliſh cholerick Fel- 
And it my Choler had been up too, agad there 
And yet I 
eve if you had been by, I would as ſoon have let him 
ad a hundred of my Teeth. Adſheart if he ſhould 
ne juſt now when I'm angry, I'd tell him — Mum, 


Bell. Thou'rt a lucky Rogue; there's your BenefaQory | 
ought to return him Thanks now you have receiv'd 


Sharp. Sir Foſeph — Your Note was accepted, and the 
dny paid at Sight: I'm come to return my Thanks — 
Sir Fo, They won't be accepted ſo readily as the Bill, 
Bell, I doubt the Knight repents, Ton —— He looks 


harp. This is a double Generofity —£ Do me a Kind- 
and refuſe my Thanks — But I hope you are not 


Sir Fo, May be I am, Sir, may be I am not, Sir, may 
[am both, Sir; what then? I hope 1 may be offended,_ 


Sarp. Hey day! Captain, what's the Matter? You can 
e 


put 


put upon, Sir, 


barp, Markee, Sir Foſeph, a Word with ye —— in 
nſideration of ſome Favours lately received; I would 
t haye you draw your ſelf iuto a Premunire, by truſt- 
ta that Sign of a Man there — That Pot-Gun charged 


Sir 
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Sir Fo. O Lord, O Lord, Captain, come juſtify yt 
felf — I'll give him the Lye if you'll ſtand to it. 
Sharp. Nay then I! be beforehand with you, take | 
—— Oate, | [ Cuffs 
Sir Fo. Captain, will you ſee this? Won't you pink | 
Sou]? 
Bluff. Huſht, 'tis not ſo convenient now — I ſhall f 
a time, 
Sharp. What do you mutter about a Time, Raſcal 
You were the Incendiary — There's to put you in mi 
of your Time A Memorandum. {Kicks hi 
Blaff. Oh this is your Time, Sir, you had beſt mi 
uſe on't. 
Sharp. 1 Gad and ſo I will: There's ?gain for you, 
| [ Kicks hi 
Bluff. You are obliging, Sir, but this is too publick 


Place to thank you in: But in your Ear, you are to 


ſeen again. ! 
Sharp. Ay thou inimitable Coward, and to be felt 
as for Example, [ Kicks 


Bell. Ha, ha; ha, prithee come away, tis ſcandalous 
kick this Puppy unleſs a Man were cold, and had no oth 
way to get himſelf a heat. 


SCENE IX. 


ith Sir Joſeph, Bluff. 
Bluff. Very well —— very fine —— But *tis no mat 
Is not this fine, Sir Foſep/ ? | 
Sir Fo. Indiflerent, agad in my Opinion very indifk 
rent — I'd rather go plain all my Life, than wear ſu 
Finery. 
Bluff. Death and Hell to be affronted thus! I' die | 
fore Ill ſuffer it. D Dra 
Sir Fo. O Lord, his Anger was not raiſed before 
nay , dear Captain, dor!'t be in Paſſion now he's gone 
Put up, put up, dear Back, tis your Sir Foſeph begs, co 
let me kiſs thee; ſo, ſo, put up, put up. 
Bluff. By Heav'n *cis not to be put up. 
Sir Fo, What, Bully? © 
Bluff, The Afftout. 


* 
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A 
y ; 70. No agad no more *cis, ſor that's put up already, 
Rify 9e . | — ü 
. puff, Well, Sir Zoſeph, at your Intreaty — But were 
- take th * my Friend, abus d, and cufft, and kickt? 
Cuſfs | | | [ Putting up his Sword, 
u pink Jo. Ay, ay, fo were you too; no matter, tis paſt. 
tuff, By the immortal Thunder of great Guns, *tis 
| ſhall (8 he ſucks not vital Air who dares affirm it to this 
A - [ Looks big. 
Raſcal air 70. To that Face I grant you, Captain — No, no. 
in mat you Not to that Face, by the Lord Harry 
Kicks Hon bad put on your fighting Face before, you had 
beſt mu his Buſineſs —— he durſt as ſoon have kiſt you, as 
t you to your Face —— But a Man can no more help 
YOU. es done behind his Back, than what's ſaid . Come 
Kicks think no more of what's paſt, 
public N Ill call a Council of War withia to conſider of 
are tog Revenge to come. [a 
be felt r 
ks K 2 
b Heartwell, Silvia. Silvia“ Apartment, 
I no o SONG. 
As Amoret and Thyrſis lay 46M 
Melting the Hours in gentle Play; 36 
Foining Faces, mingling Kiſſes, 
Ard exc hanging harmleſs Bliſſes : = 2 
no mati He trembling cry d, with eager haſte, 
O let me feed as well as taſte, | 
y indie 7 die, if Im not wholly bleſt, 
en After the Song, a Dance of Anticks.' 
ny Indeed it is very fine J could look upon em 
Dra Day, 
xetore leart. Well has this prevail'd for me, and will you 
gone upon me? : | 
gs, Cogn. If you could Sing and Dance ſo, I ſhould love te 


upon you too. 
ſeart, Why *ewas I ſung and danc'd; I gave Muſick to 
Voice, and Life to their Meaſures =» Look you here, 


Silvias, 


* 


48 The Orp BATSRHELTLOR. 


Silvia, [Pulling out a Purfe and chinking it.] here are Sy 
and Dances, Poetry and Mulick — hark! how ſwee 
one Guinea rhymes to another — and how they dy 
to the Muſick of their own Chink, This buys all! 
Cother — and this thou ſhalt have; this, and all thx 
am worth for the purchaſe of thy Love — Say, is it ni 
then, ha? Speak Siren — Oons why do I look on hx 
YetI muſt — Speak, dear Angel, Devil, Saint, Witch; 
not rack me with Suſpenct, 

 Sttv. Nay don't ſtare at me fo— You make me 
— I cannot look. 

Heart. Oh Manhood, where art thou! What am 10 
to? A Woman's Toy; at theſe Years! Death, a bear 
Baby for a Girl to dandle. O Dotage, Dotagt! That 
that noble Paſſion, Tf, ſhould ebb to this i. 
reflux of vigorous Blood: But milky Love ſupplies t 
empty Channels; and prompts me to the Softneſs of 
Child a meer Infaut and would ſuck. Can you k 


me, Silvia? ſprak : 
Silv. I dare not ſpeak till I believe you, and indeed! 


afraid to believe you yet. | : 

Heart, Death, how her Innocence torments and plz 
me! Lying, Child, is indeed the Art of Love; and Me 
are generally Maſters in it: But I'm ſo newly entred, yt 
cannot diſtruſt me of any Skill in the treacherous Myſt: 
Now by my Soul I cannot lye, though it we 
to ſerve a Friend or gain a Miſtreſs. 

Silv. Muſt you lye then, if you ſay you love me? 

Heart. No, no, dear Ignorance, thou beauteous Chan 
ling —— I tel! thee I do love thee, and teil it for a Trut 
a naked Truth, which I'm aſhamed to diſcover, 

Silv. But Love, they ſay, is a tender thing, that 
ſmooth Frowns, and make calm an angry Face; 8 
ſoften a rugged Temper, and make ill humoured Peop 
| 2 You look reacy to fright one, and talk as if jc 

aſſion were not Love, but Anger. 
Heart. Tis both; for I am apgry with my ſelf whe 
am pleaſed with you —-— And a Fox upon me for loi 
thee fo. well — yet I muſt on — Tis a bearded Ane 
and will more eaſily be thruſt forward than drawn bad. 


4 
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N. 
are % vv, Indeed if 1 were well aſſur'd you lov'd; but how 
vw ſme n | be well aſſur*'d? 
they en Le.. Take the Symptoms——and ask all the Tyrants 
uys al thy Sex, if their Fools are not known by this Party- 
all the dloured Livery —— | am Mc:lancholick, when thou art 
is it nent; look like an Aſs, when thou art preſent; wake 
oe (6 vr thee, when J ſhould fleep; and even cream of thee, 
Witch hen I am awake; ſigh much, drink little, eat leſe, court 
litude, am grown very entertaining to my ſelf, and (as I. 
"me informed) very troubleſome to every body elſe. If 
is be not Love, it is Madneſs, and then it is pardonable 
a 1 2 yet a more certain ſign than all this; I give thee 
D. .c.. 
Thee, Ay. but that is no ſign; for they ſay, Gentlemen 
W ill give Mony to any naughty Woman to come to Bed 
_— them —— O Gemini, I hope you don't mean fo —— 
145 jr | won't be a Whore. 
u you Heart. The gore is the pity, [ Aſide. 
| dv. Nay, if you would marry me, you ſhould not 
indeed me to bed to me - you have ſuch a Beard, and would 
* 2 | — 4 you intend to marry me? 
| eart. That a Fool ſhould ask ſuch a malicious Queſ- 
hd on! Death, I ſhall be drawn in, before I know ee 
ard. — However, I find I am pretty ſure of her Conſent, - 
as Myſt [am put to.it, [4jide.] Marry you? no, no, Il love you. 
d silv. Nay, but it you love me, you muſt marry me; 
4 1 * my Father loy'd my Mother, and was 
ar larried to her = 
e Heart, Ay, ay, in old Days People married 
ws = az but that Faſhion 1s chang'd; Child RP 
, Never tell me that, I kno it is not chang*d by 
ſelf; for I love you, and would marry you. 
Ap Heart, VII have my Beard ſhay'd, it ſhan't hurt thee, 
wet pd we'll go to Bed 
I * Silv. No, no, I'm not ſuch a Fool neither but I can 
a8 ep my ſelf honeſt; —— Here, I won't keep any thing 
ae ad Mar's yours, I hate you now, [Throws the Purſe.] and 
99 | neyer ſee you again, cauſe you'd have me be naught, 
ed ny Heart, Damn her let her go, and a good * 
Wu et ſo much Tenderneſs and Beauty —— and Honeſty 


ether is 2 J:wel — Stay, 8.4 — But then to Marry, 
C | Why 


„ 


1 
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Why every Man plays the Fool once in his Life: Butt 
marry is play ing the Fool all ones Life long. 

Silv. What did you call me for? 

Heart. III give thee all I have: And thou ſhalt ly 
with me in every thing ſo like my Wife, the World ſy 

believe it: Nay, thou ſhalt think ſo thy ſelf—— On 
let me not think ſo. 

Silky, No, I'll die before II be your Whore 
well as J love you. Rae 

Heart. [ Aſide.] A Woman, and ignorant, may be honef 
when ?*tis out of Obſtinacy and Contradiction By 
S death it is but a may be, and upon ſcurvy Terms — 
Well, farewel then —— if I can get out of Sight [ ma 
get the better of my ſelf. 

Silv. Well —— good buy. [Turns and Wet 

Heart. Ha! Nay come, we'll kiſs at parting [ Kiſſes her, 
By Heav'n her Kiſs is ſweeter than Liberty I wi 
marry thee —— There thou haſt don't. All my Reſoln 
melted in that Kiſs —— one more, 

Silv. But when? 

Heart. I'm impatient till it be done; I wil! not gin 
my ſelf Liberty to think, leſt I ſhould cool I 
about a Licence ſtraight - in the Evening expect me 
One Kiſs more to confirm me mad; ſo. 

- Sitv, Ha, ha, ba, an old Fox trapt 


8. 
| [To her] Lucy, | 
- Bleſs me! you frighted me, I thought he had ben 

come again, and had heard me. 

- Tricy, Lord, Madam, I met your Lover in as mud 
haſte, as if he had been going for a Midwife. 

Silv. He's going for a Parſon, Girl, the forerunner « 
a Midwite, ſome nine Months hence —— Well, I fit 
_ diflembling to our Sex is as natural as ſwimming to 
Negro; ws may depend upon our skill to fave. us at! 
plunge, tho? till then we never make the experiment 
But how haſt thou ſucceeded ? | 

Lucy. As you would wiſh —— Since there is no n 
claiming Vainlot e. I bave found out a pique ſhe has take 
at him; and have fram'd a Letter that makes her tus 
Reconciliation firſt; I know that will do — walk 1 1 


—— — 
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n ſhew it you. Come, Madam, you're like to have a 


hppy time on'r, both your Love and Anger ſatisfied! — 
all that can charm our Sex conſpire to pleaſe you, | 


= That Womar. ſure enjoys a bleſſed Night, 
Whom Love and Vengeance both, at once delight, 


Rr aS 
be hone SCENE, The Street. 


rms Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, Setter. | 

zht | malls! 5 IS pretty near the Hour. [ Looking on his Watch.) 
Well and how Setter bx, does my Hypoctiſy 

and Me nt me bæ? Does it fit caly on me ? 

Kiſſes her, Setter. O moſt religieuily well, Sir. 

* * " Bell, I wonder why all our young Fellows ſhould glo 

Reſolye 


in an Opinion of Atheiſm; when they may be ſo muc 

more conveniently lewd under the Coverlet of Religion. 
Setter, S'bud, Sir, away quickly, there's Foxdlewife juſt 

urn'd the Corner, and's coming this way. 

bell. Gads ſo, there he is, he muſt not ſee me. 


SCENE: It 


Fondlewife, Barnaby, 
Fond. 1 ſay, I will tarry at home. 
Bar, But, Sir. 
Fond. Good lack! I profeſs the Spirit of Contradiction 
hath poſſeſt the Lad —— I ſay I will tarry at home 
Varlet. | 
Bay, J have done, Sir, then farewel goo Pound. 
Fond, Ha, how's that? Stay, ſtay, did you leave Word 
ſay you with his Wife? With Comfort her ſell. 

Bar, I did; and Comfort will ſend Tribulation hither as 
ſcon as ever he comes home — —I could have brought 
young Mr, Prig, to have kept my Miſtreſs Company in 
the wean time: But you ſay Wi 
Fend. How, how, ſay Varlet! I ſay let him not come 


not gin 
— I VI 
ct me- 


had bes 
as much 


runner e 
Il, I fi 
ning to 
e us at! 
ment 


is no rear my Doors, I ſay he is a wanton young Lexite, and 
has za pampcreth himſelf up with Dainties, that he may look 
er ue 08M lovcly in the Eyes or Women Sincer. ly I am. afraid 
alk 111 2% 


he hath already defiled the Tabernacle of our Silter Comfor:; 


1 C 2 While 


” — 4 
— 2 


— 


ful of the Wife of thy Boſom ? —— Becauſe ſhe is you 


upon thee? — Yes — Why then!— Ay, but to ſay trui 


— nn 


* 
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while her good Husband is deluded by his Godly Appen 
ance —— I ſay, that even Luſt doth ſparkle in his Eye 
and glow upon his Checks, and that I would as ſoon trul 
my Wife with a Lord's high-fed Chaplain. 

Bar. Sir, the Hour draws nigh — and nothing will b 
done there *till you come. 

Fond. And nothing can be done here till I go 80 
that I'll tarry, d'ee ſee, | 
Bar. And run the Hazard to loſe your Affair, Sir! 

Fond. Good lack, good lack — I profeſs it is a very 
ſufficient Vexation, 2 a Man to have a handſom Wife. 
Bar. Never, Sir, but when the Mau is an inſufficient 
Husband. Tis then indeed, like the Vanity of takiog! 
fine Houſe, and yet be forced to let Lodgings, to help py 
the Rent. | 
Fond, J profeſs a very apt Compariſon, Varlet. Go and 
bid my Cocky come out to me, I will give her. ſom: 
Iuſtructions, I will reaſon-veith her before I go, 


SCENE UL 


Fondlewife alone. 


And in tbe mean time, I will reaſon with my ſelf 
Tell me, Iſaac, why art thee jealous? Why art thee diſtruſt 


and vigorous, and I am old and impotent — Then wi 
didſt thee marry, 1/aac ? — Becauſe ſhe was beautiful an 
tempting, and becauſe I was obſtinate and doating; | 
that my Inclination was (and is ſtill) greater than ny 
Power — And will not that which tempted thee, all 
tempt others, who will tempt her, 1/aac? — — 1 fear! 
much — Bur does not thy Wife love thee, nay do 


ſhe's fonder of me, than ſhe has reaſon ro be; and in th 
way of Trade, we ſtill ſuſpe& the ſmootheſt Dealers ( 
the deepeſt Deſigns —— And that ſhe has ſome Deſig 
deeper than thou canſt reach, th' haſt experimented, 1/as 
—— But Mum. | 


SC E:N E, IV. 
Fondlewife, Lætitia. 
Tet. I hope my deareſt Jewel is not going to leave m 


are you, Nykint I 


e ²˙ r Anon 
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Appen Fond wife — Have you throughly confider'd how de- 
his Eyes iWteſtable, how heinous, and bob crying a Sin, the Sin of 
don trut Adultery is? have You weigh'd it I ſay? For it is a very 
weizhry Sin; and although it may lie heavy upon thee, 
ret thy Husband muſt alſo bear bis Part: For thy Iniqui- 
ty will fall upon his Head. 

Let. Bleſs me, what means my Dear! Vp 
Fond, Aſide.) 1 profeſs ſhe has an alluring Eye; I am 


g will if 


| ——— $( 


Sir! Joubrful, whether I ſhall truſt her, even with Tribulation 
is a very himſelf — Speak, I ſay, have you conſidered, what it is 
n Wife, to cuckold your Husband? 

ſufficient Let. Aſide.] I'm amazed: Sure he has diſcovered. no- 


3 


thing— Who has wrong'd me to my Deareſt? I hope 
my jewel does not think, that ever I had any ſuch thing 
in my Head, or ever will have, | 


takiop1 
belp pa 


Go and Fond, No, no, I tell you I ſhall have it in my Head 
aer ſom: Let. Afide.) I know not what to think. But I'm re- 


ſolv'd to find the meaning of it—Unkind Dear! Was it for 
this you ſent to call me? is it not Affliction enough that 
you are to leave me, but you mutt ſtudy to increaſe 
it by unzaſt Suſpicions? [Grymg] Well Well you know 


7 ſelf ny Fondneſs, and you love to Tyrannize——Go on cruel 
e diſtruſſ Man, do, Triumph over my poor Heart, while it holds; 
is on which cannot be long, with this Uſage of yours But 
hen wit that's what you want—— Well you will have your Ends 


utiful anff-01——Y ou will—You will— Yes it will break to o- 


ning; f bige you. | | [Sighs, 
than m Fond. Verily I fear I have carried the Jeft too far 
hee, a N:y, look you now if ſhe does not weep - tis the fond- 
1 fear et Fool—Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, don't 
nay co cry, I was but in jeſt, I was not ifeck. | 

ſay trutl Let. Aſide. O then all's ſafe, I was terribly frighted—= 
nd in My Affliction is always your Jeſt, barbarous Man! Oh that 
Jealers I ſhould love to this degree! yet— 

e Deſigt Fond, Nay, Cock y. 

ted, Iſu Let. No, no, you are weary of me, that's it——that's 


all, you would get another Wife -another fond Fool, to 
break her Heart— well, be 38 cruel as you can to me, I 
pray for you; and when I am dead with Grief, may you 
have one that will love you as well as I have done: I 
ſhall be contented to lie at Peace in my cold Graye—fince 
twill pleaſe you. | LS lu. 
C 3 Fond. 


ave me- 


1 
* 
4 
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Fond. Good lack, good hack. ſhe would melt a He 
ef Oak — J profeſs I can hold no longer—-Nay dt 
Cocky—lIfeck you'll break my Heart —Ifeck you wil. 
See you have made me weep ———ﬀ—— made, poor N 
weep Nay come kiſs, buſs poor Nn 
and I won't leave the I'll loſe all firſt. 

Let. 4ſide.) How! Heav'n forbid! that will be car 
ing the Jt} too far indeed. | 
Fond, Won't you kiſs Nykin ? 

Lat. Go naughty Nin, you don't love me. 
Fond, Kiſs, kits, i feck I do. | 


Let. No you don't. [She kiſſes lin 
Fond What not love Cocky ! 
Let, No----h, [Sigh 


Fond. I profeſs, I do love thee better than 200 Pound. 
and fo thou ſhalt ſay, for I'll leave it to ſtay with thee, 

Let, No you ſhair't negle& your Buſineſs for me 
indeed you fant Nykin If you don't go, Ill thit 
you been dealous of me ſt ll. | 

Fond. He, he, he, wilt thou poor Fool? Then I willg 
I won't be dealous—Poor Cocky, kiſs Nykin, kiſs Nykin, u 
ee, ee Here will be the good Man anon, to talk 
Cocky and teach her how a Wife ought to behave her {| 

Let. 4ſide.] I hope to have one that will ſhew. me hoy 
a Husband oupht to behave himſelf—1I ſhall be glad u 
learn, to pleaſe my Jewel. FELL! [Ki 
Fond. That's my good Dear—Come kiſs Nykis ona 
_ and then get you in So Get you in, get youll 
By, by. z Fares | 


Fond. By Cocky, 
Lat. By Nykin. 
Fond. By Cocky, by, by. 


S . 


| Vainlove, Sharper, 
Sharp. How! Araminta loſt! | 

Pain. To confirm what I have ſaid, read this | 

| - Gives 4 Lettth 

Sharp. Reads] Hum, hum And what then appear d 4 

Fault, upon Reflection, ſeems only an effet# of a ioo power fi 

Paſſion. Tm afraid I give too great 4 Proof of my own 7 


d 


— — —— — — * 
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elt a Hime I am in Diſorder for what I have written. But 
—Nay de mething, I know what, forced me. I only beg a favourabſe 
you wil are of this and your | > A_ 
oor M % Loſt! Pray Heay*n thou haft nor loſt thy Wits. 
; Niere, here, ſhe's thy own Man, fign'd and ſeal'd too--To 
|; er Man—a delicious Melon, pure and conſcnting ripe, 
1] be cu ad only waits thy cutting up— She has been breeding 
ore to thee all this while, and juſt now ſhe's deliver'd 
Ny df it. p s 
un. Tis an untimely Fruit, and ſhe has miſcarried of 
er Love. 5 4 
kiſſes u rp. Never leave this damn'd, ill-natur'd whimſy, 
5 ant? Thou haſt a ſickly peeviſh Appetite; only chew 
[ 1:48 ove and cannot digeſt it. | 
> Poι,u , ln. Yes, when I feed my ſelf—But I hae to be 
th thee, ramm'd— By Heav'n, there's not a Woman, will give a 
me— lsa the Pleaſure of a Chace: My Sport is always balkt, 
Til thi : cur ſnort—I ſtumble over the Game I would purſue— 
WF Tis dull and unnatural to have a Hare run full in the 
T wwill lands Mouth; and would diſtaſte the keeneſt Hunter— 
Nykin, u would bave overtaken, not have met my Game, 
o talk . Sharp. However I hope you don't mean to forſake it; 
e her f that will be but a kind of a Mungrel Cui's Trick, Wen, 
me ho ere you for the Mall? 5 | | 
glad 1 Vain. No, ſhe will be there this Evening Ves, I will 
Deo too - and ſhe ſhall ſee her Error in 
Lin ond Sharp. In her choice I gad— But thou canſt not be 
et you uſo great a Brute as to ſlight her? 
Vain. I ſhould diſappoint her if I did not- By her Ma- 
n:gement I ſhould think ſhe expects it. | . 
All naturally fly what does purſue: 
'Tis fit Men ſhould be coy, when Women woo. 
Sd CENE FL 
A Room in Fondlewife's Honſe. 
A Servant introducing Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, with 4 
Patch upon one Eye, and a Book in his Hand. 
Serv. Here's a Chair, Sir, if you pleaſe to repoſe your 
Tenn ff. My Miſtreſs is coming, Sir, : 
bear d Bell. Secure in my Diſguiſe, I have out- fac d Suſpicion, 
powerfal ard even dard Diſcovery—This Cloke my Sanctity, and 
mn a truſt) Scarron's Novels my Prayer-Book— Methipks 1 am 


- C4 the 
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the very Picture of Montufar in the Hyporyiges=—( 
Fe comes. 
SCENE VII. 


Bellmour, Lztiri2, 
So breaks Aurora through the Veil of Night, 
Thus fly the Cleuds, divided by hir Light, | 
Ard ex“ Eye recerves a new-born Sight. | 
[Throwing off his Cloke, Patch, & 

Lat. Thus firew'd with Bluſhes, lil. — Ah! He 
defend me! Whe's this? [ Diſcovering him, fan 

Bell, Your Lover, ; h 

Let. Vairlove's Friend! I know his Face, and he h 
betray d me to him. 22 

Bell. You are ſurprized. Did you not expect à Love 
Madam? Thoſe Eyes ſhone kindly on my firſt Appearance 
tho' new they are Oer caſt. 

Let. I may well be furpriz'd at your Perſon and In 
pudence; they are both new to me— Lou are not wh: 
your firſt Appearance promiſed: The Piety of your Hab 
was welcome, but not the Hypocriſy, 

Bell. Rather the Hypocriſy was welcome, but-not th 

Hypocrite. 
85 Lat. Who are you, Sir? You have miſtaken the Hou 
re. | 
Bell. J have Directions in my Pocket, which agree wit 
every thing but yc ur Ui kindneſs, [Pulls out the Letter 

Lat. My Letter! Baſe Vainlove) I hen *tis too late tt 

diſſemble. [4/de.} 'Tis plain then you have miſtaken th 


Perſon. [ Going 
Bell. If we part ſo Fm miſtaken Hold, hold 
Madam I -confeſs I have run into an Error 


I beg your Pardon a thouſand times—- What an eterna 
Blockhead am I! Can you forgive me the Diſorder I hay 
put you into — But it is a Miſtake which any Body 
might have made. 

Let What can this mean! *Tis impoſſible he ſhould be 
miſtaken after all this A handſom Fellow it he had not fur: 
priz d me: Mcthinks, now I look on him again, I woul 
net have him n iſt:ken, [ 4ſide.] We are all liable to Miſ 
takes, Sir, if you owp it to be ſo, there needs no farthe! 


A > 
pology Belk 


bs 
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Bell, Nay, Faith, Madam, tis a pleaſant one; and 
Worth your hearing. Expecting a Friend, laſt Night, at 
is Lodgings, till *twas late; my Intimacy with him 
ave me the freedom of his Bed: He not coming home 
Wl Night, a Letter was deliver d to me by a Servant, in 
e Morning: Upon the peruſal I found the Contents ſo 
Warming, that I could think of nothing all as but put- 
ng em in practice till juſt now, (the firſt time I 
er ook d upon the Superſcription) I am the moſt ſur- 
2d in the World to find it directed to Mr. Vainlove. 
ad, Madam, I ask you a Million of Pardons, and will 
bake you any Satisfaction. 
Let, I am diſcover'd — And either Vainlove is not guil- 


| 

| 
Patch, ki 
1! Heavy! 
him, ftart 


nd he 


Lor he has handſomly excus'd him. [Alle. 
2 Lover Bell. You appear concern'd, Madam. 


Lat. I hope you are a Gentleman ;— and fince you are 

ivy to a weak Woman's Failing, won't turn it to the Pre- 

dice of her Reputation. You look as if you had more” 

ondur i 

Bell. And more Love; or my Face is a falſe Witneſs. 

d deſerves to be pillory d. No, by Heav'n, I ſwear 

W Li. Nay, don't {wear if you'd have me believe you; 
ut promiſe 

Bell. Well, I promifſe—A Promiſe is ſo cold Give me 

we to {wear—by thoſe Eyes, thoſe killing Eyes; by 


Pearanc 


and In 
not wha 
Our Hab 


t not t 


he Houſ⸗ 


pree with ode healing Lips.— Ob! preſs the ſoft Charm cloſe to 
he Letter ine. — and ſcal em up far ever. N 
he 8 Lit, Upon that Condition. [ He kiſſes her. 
a Ken! 


Bell. Eternity was in that Moment One more, upon any 


[ Gomp, dndi:ion, 
ld, hold, Let. Nay, now never ſaw any thing ſo agreeably- 
'ror— pudent. [Aſide] Won't you cenſure me for this, now?” 
n eternal but (is to buy your Silence, | Ky. ] Oh, but 
er I have bat am I doing! 2 | f 
ny Body WW Vell. No Tongue can expreſs it not thy own;- 


or any thing, but thy Lips. I am faint with the Exceis 
f Bliſs: Oh, for Love-fake, lead me any whither, 
where J may lie down; —quickly, for Pa atraid 
I would BW ſhall have a Fit. | 3 
to Miſ- Le. Bleſs me! What Fit? : 
o farther WH Bel, Oh, a Convulfion -T feel the Symptoms; 
. Does it hold you long? I'm afraid to carryyou 
Bel, to my Chamber, Cs Bell, 


hould be 
not ſur» 
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Ty Buell. Oh, no: let me lie down upon the Bed; — 


| [f j W the Fit will be ſoon over. 

j 1 i : SCENE VIII. 

itt | SCENE St. James's Park. 

1 Araminta and Belinda meeting. 
in Belin. Lard, my Dear: I am glad I have met you- 


I have been at the Exchange ſince, and am fo tir'd . 


. ll Aram. Why, what's the Matter? SF ee 

| |; þ we Belin, Oh the moſt inhuman, barbarous Hackney-Co: 
il I am jolted to a jelly — Am I not horridly touz'd? 
SH [ Pulls out a Pocket-G| 


Aram. Your Head's a little out of order. , 
Belin. A little! O 'frightful! What a furious Phy 
have! O moſt rueful! Ha, ha, ha: O Gad, I hope no 
dy vill come this way, *till I have put my ſelf in repai 
Ah! my Dear — 1 have ſeen ſuch unhewn Creaty 
fince--- H2, ha, ha, I can't for my Soul help thinking t 
T cok jſt like one of em Good Dear, pin this, and 
tell you—Very well—So, thank you my Dear — But: 
was telling you—Piſh, this is the untoward'ſt Lock — 
as I was telling you How d'ye like me no) 
Hideous, ha? Frightful till? Or how? 
v3! Aram. No, no; you're very well as can be. 
: 
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| £ Belin, And ſo— But where did I leave off, my De 
| 1 I. was tell ng you —— 8 
1144 Aram. You were about to tell me ſomething, Child- 
„ | but you left off before you began. 5 
e Belin. Oh; a moſt comical Sight: A Country Squi 
i with the Equipage of a Wife and two Daughters, cut 
170 to Mrs. Snitwel's Shop while I was there But, oh Gu 
Two ſuch unlick'd Cubs! 
— Aram. I warrant, plump, Cherry-check'd Country Gi 
Belin. Ay, O my Conſcience, fat as Barn-door Foy 
But ſo bedeck'd, you would have taken 'em for Friezl, 
Hens, with their Feathers growing the wrong way 
O ſuch Out-landiſh Creatures! Such Tramontana, and f 
reigners to the Faſhion,” or any thing in Practice! I 
not Patience to behold — I undertook the modelling 
ene cf their Fronts, the more modern Structure 
Aram. Bleſs me, Couſin; why would you affront at 
Body ſo? They might be Gentlewomen of a very goo 
Family — e 


—— —E— — 
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Belin. Of a very ancient one, I dare ſwear, by their 
dreſs—Afﬀront! Pſhaw, how you're miſtaken! The poor 


reature, I warrant, was as full of Curtſies, as if I had 
en her Godmother: The Truth on't is, I did endeayour 


K. Wo make her look like a Chriſtian and ſhe was ſenſible 
Pfit; for ſhe thank'd me, and gave me two Apples, piping 
et you dot, out of her Under-Petticoat Pocket— Ha, ha, ba 
ir'd nd bother did ſo ſtare and gape — I fanfied her like the 
0 Front of her Father's Hall; her Eyes were the two Jut- 
ney- Con indows, and her Mouth the great Door, moſt hoſpi- 
h uz'd? bl kept open, for the Entertainment of travelling Flier, 
oc ker. Gl apts So then; you have been diverted. What did 
| hey buy ? | | 
bus Phy: el. Why, the Father bought a Powder-Horn, and 
ope no n Almanack, and a Comb-Caſe; the Mother, a great Fruz- 
in repair over, and a fat Amber-Necklace; the Daughters only 
Creatul ore two Pair of Kid-leather Gloves, with tryivg em 
inking en Ob Gad, bere comes the Fool that din'd at my La- 
his, and Freclove's other Day. 
— But u 0 CENTER | 
* [To them] Sir Joſeph and Bluf e. 
am. May be he may not know us again, 
Belin. We'll put on our Masks to ſecure his Ignorance. 
my Dea ; | | [They put on their Mass. 
Sir Fo, Nay, Gad, I'I pick vp; Pm reſolv'd to make 
Chia. WP Night ont L' go to Alderman Fondlewife by and by, 
5 and get 5o Pieces more from him. Ad({lidikins, Bully, 
try Squi ve] wallow in Wine and Women. Why, this ame Ma- 
ters, cu Wine bas made me as light as a Graſhopper— Hiſt, 
. oh itt, Bully, doſt thou ſee thoſe Tearers? | Sings.] Look you 
: phat here is — Look you what here is —Tull—loll—derg —- 
intry Gil poll—loll——A Gad, t'other Glaſs of Madera, and I durſt 
e * attack dem in my own proper Perſon, without your 
hv. of 1 then, Knight Zut d'ye know Wwhae 
eo lay to em un? 
7 . Sir Fo. Say: Pooh, Pox, I've enough to ſay never 
4 elling beer it ———that is, if 1 can but think on't: Truth js, I 
; have but a treacherous Memo. 
Tone Belin. O frightful ! Couſin, Wat ſhall we do? Thefe - 
ings come towards us. 8 


Very ges 
Bal 


— ——— 3 — ——— 


—— 


| Ara A 
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Aram. No matter 1 fee Vaulode coming this 
end, to confeſs my Failing, I am willing tog 
him an O,portunity of making his Peace with me 
and to rid me of theſe Coxcombs, when I ſeemopp 
with *em, will bea fair one, 

Bluff. Ladies, by theſe Hilts you are well met, 

Aram, We are afraid not, 

Bluff. What ſays my pretty little Knapſack Carrier? 

. [To Belir 

Belin. O monſtrous filthy Fellow! Good ſlovenly C 
fain Huffe, Bluffe, (what is your hideous Name?) be go 
You ſtink of Brandy and Tobacco, moſt Soldier-lj 
Fob. [$f 

Sir Fo, Now am I flap-daſh down in the Month, 
have not one Word to ſay ! [4j 

Aram. I hope my Fool has not Confidence enough 
be troubleſom. | "8 

Sir Fo, Hem! Pray, Madam, which way's the Wine 

Aram. A pithy Queſtion Have you ſent your W 
for a Venture, Sir, that you enquire? 

Sir Fo, Nay, now I'm in-] can prattle like a Mapp 


| [4/ 
SCENE X. 
[Tp them] Sharper and Vainlove at ſome diſtance. 


Belin. Dear Araminta, I'm tir'd, 
Aram. Tis but pulling off our Masks, and obligi 
Vainlove to know ut. I] be rid of my Fool by f 
Means —— Well, Sir Foſeph, you ſhall ſee my Face 
but, be gone immediately — I ſee one that will 
Jealous, to find me in Diſcourſe with you---Be diſcreet- 
No Reply; but away. | [Unmas 
Sir Fo, The great Fortune, that dined at my Lady Fr 
dove's! Sir Joſeph, thou art a made Man, Agad, I'm 
Love up to the Ears. But 1']] be diſcreet, and huſnt. Af 
Bl. Nay, by the World, I'll ſee your Face. 
Belin. You ſhall. [Unmai 
Sharp. Ladies, your humble Servant--- We - were afra 
you would not have given us leave to know you. 
Aram. We thought to have been private--- But we fir 
Fools, bave the ſame Advantage over a Face in a Mas 
that a Coward has, while the Sword is in the Scabbard- 
So were forced to draw in our own Defence, = Bly 


— — m ———— — UU 
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g this w. My Blood riſes at that Fellow: I can't lay wher® 
ng to gi is; and I muſt not draw in the Park. [To Sir FJoſepb · 
me ir Fo, I wiſn I durſt ſtay to let her know my Lodging 
em oppreil SCE N 


t Araminta, Belinda, Vainlove, Sharper. 
ö Sharp. There is in true Beauty, as in Courage, ſome what, 


Carrier? hich narrow Souls cannot dare to admire=--- And ſee; 
'To Belin Owls are fled, as at the break of Day. 


venly geln. Very courtly---[ believe, Mr. Vainloue has not 


__ "17 np 


T3. —— 


) be gon bed his Eyes, fince break of Day neither, he looks as if 
ldicr-l i dur not approach--- Nay, come Coufin, be Friends with 

.I {wear he looks ſo very fimply, ha, ha, ha, — 
Aoath, ell, a Lover in the State of Separation from his Miſtreſs, 


Ai ike a Body without a Soul, Mr. Vainlove, ſhall I be 
enough ond for your good Behaviour for the future? | 
CA n. Now muſt I pretend Ignorance <qual to hers, of 
he Wine bat ſhe knows: as well as I. — Men are apt to 
t your Wind (tis true) where they find moſt Goodneſs to for- 
Wc — But, Madam, I hope 1 ſhall prove of a Temper, 
a Magpy r to abuſe Mercy, by committing new Offences, 
LA. So cold! LAſide. 
eln. I have broke the Ice for you, Mr. Vainlove, and 
leave you. Come, Mr. Sharper, you and I will take 
tance. Turn, and laugh attbe Vulgar—Both the! great Vulgar 
d the ſmall Oh Gad! I have a great Paſſion tor Cowley: 
d obligig Don't you admire him? | 
ol by f Shar2s, Ob Madam! He was our Engliſh Horace. 
my Face. Belin. Ah ſo fine! So extremely five! So every thi 
bat will the World that 1 like— Oh Lord, walk this Way — 
diſcreet a Couple I'll give you their Hiſtary. 


Er- SCENE XII. 
ad, I'm | Araminta, Vainloye, 


nt. LA Fain. I Find, Madam, the Formality of the Law muſt 
5 obſerv d, tho? the Penalty of it be diſpens'd with; and 
Duma Oficnder muſt plead to his Arraignment, though he He 
yere afra Pardon in his Pocket. | 
u. Aram. Pm amaz id! This Inſolence exceeds t'other; -— 
ut we f hoever has encourag'd you to this. Aſſurance pre 
n a Mas ming upon the eaſineſs of my Temper, has much de 
cabbard- d you, and ſo you ſhall find. 


I Vai, 
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- Vain. Hey day! Which way now? Here's fine d 
ling. . 
— Baſe Man! Was it not enough to affront 
with your ſaucy Paſſion? 5 f 

Vain. You bave given that Paſſion a much kinder 
thet than ſaucy, in another Place. 

Aram. Another Place! Some villanous Deſign to 
my Honour -— But tho? thou hadft all the Treachery 
Malice of thy Sex, thou canſt not lay a Blemiſh on 
Fame — No, I have not err'd in one favourable Tho 
of Mankind How Time might have deceiv'd n 
you, I know not; my Opinion was but young, and 
early Baſeneſs has prevented its growing to a w 
Belief ——— Unworthy, and ungrateful! Be gone, 
never ſee me more. 

Vain. Did I dream? Or do] dream? Shall I believe 
Eyes, or Ears? The Viſion is here ſtill -- — Your Paf 
Madam, will admit of no farther reafoning —— 
"here's a filent Witneſs of your Acquaintance. 

[Takes out the Letter, and offers it : She ſratche 
and throws it away. | 

Aram. There's Poiſon in every thing you touch- 
Bliſters will follow —<——— | 

Vain. That Tongue, which denies what the H. 
have done. 

Aram. Still myſtically ſenſeleſs and impudent = 
T find I muſt leave the Place. | 

Vain. No, Madam, Im gone She know: 
 Name's to it, which ff will be unwilling to expoſe 

the Cenſure of the firft Filler, | 

Aram. Woman's Obſtpacy made me blind, to v 
Woman's Curioſity now tempts me to ſee. 
| Takes up the Le 


SCENE Xl. 


Ei Belinda, Sharper. 

© Belin, Nay, we have ſi ared no Body, I ſwear. | 
Sharper, you're a pure Man; where did you get this 

cellent Talent of Railing? + = 

+ Sharp. Faith, Madam, the Talent was born with n 
"0 I confeſs, T have taken care to improye it; 

— qualify me for the Society of Ladies. 


Et 
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Sir Fo. Pray, firſt let me have 5o l. good Aldermy 
9 £ * ER = 

Fond. A hundred has already paid, by your Order 
Fifty? I have the Sum ready in Gold, in my Cloſet, 


SCENE XVII. 
Lætitia, Sir Joſeph. 

Sir Fo. Agad, it's a curious, fine, pretty Rogue; II 
fpeak to her — Pray, Madam, what News d'ye hear? 
Let. Sir, I ſeldom tir .abroad. [Walks about in Diſorder, 
Sir Fo. I wonder at that, Madam, for cis moſt curiou 
fine Weather, | 
Let. Methinks *thas been very ill Weather, 
Sir Fo. As you ſay, Madam, tis pretty bad Weather, 
and has been ſo a great while, | 


SCENE XVIII. 


[To them] Fondlewife. * 

Fond. Here are fifty Pieces in this Purſe, Sir Foſeph= 
If you will tarry a Moment, *till I fetch my Papers, Il 
wait upon you down Stairs. 

Let, Ruin'd, paſt Redemption! What ſhall I do 
Ba! this Fool may be of uſe, (Aſide.) [As Fondlewife i 
going into the Chamber, fhe runs to Sir Joſeph, almoſt puſhes 
him down, and cries out.] Stand off, rude Ruffian. Help 
me, my Dear O bleſs me! Why will you leaye 
me alone with ſuch a Satyr. | | 
Fond. Bleſs us! What's the Matter? What's the Matter? 

Let. Your Back was no ſooner turn'd; but like a Lion, 
ke came open-mouth'd upon me, and would have rayiſhed 
a Kiſs from me by main Force. | 
Sir Fo, O Lord! Oh terrible! Ha, ha, ha, is your Wife 
mad, Alderman ? 
+. Le. Oh! I'm fick with the Fright; won't you take 
cout of my Sight? | 
— 28nd. Oh Traitor! I'm aſtoniſhed, Oh bloody-minded 
Traitor! | 

Sir 76. Hey-day! Traitor your ſelf ——By the Lord 
Harry, I was in moſt Danger of being raviſh'd, if you go 
to that. 7 | 

Fond. Oh, how the blaſphemous Wretch ſwears! Out 
ef my Houſe, thou Son of the Where of Babyloy; Off- 
p | ſpring 


tine 
L 


dir 
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ming of Bell and the Dragon Bleſs us! Raviſh- 
Wife! my Dinah! Oh Shechemite 7 Be gone l ſay. 
Sir Fo. Why, the Devil's in the People, I think. 


SCENE XIX. 


Lztitia, Fondlewife. 

Lu. Oh! won't you follow, and ſee him out of Doors, 

yy Dear? | 
Ford, I'll ſhut this Door to ſecure him from coming 
ck Give me the Key of your Cabinet, Cocky 
Raviſh my Wife before my Face! I warrant 
's 2 Papiſt in his Heart, at leaft, if not a Frenchm isn. 
Let, What can I do now! [ 4/ide.] Oh! my Dear, I 
pre been in ſuch a fright, that I forgot to tell you, poor 
Ir Spintext has a fad Fit of the Colick, and is forced to 
down upon our Bed You'll difturb him; T 
n tread ſoftlier. | 
Fond, Alack poor Man --— no, no — you don't know 
5A Mg Papers I won't diſturb him; Give me the Key. 
% gives him the Key, goes to the Chamber Door, and 

ſpeaks aloud, 

. Tis no Body but Mr, Fondlewife; Mr. Spintaus, lie 
Il on your Stomach, lying en your Stomach will eaſe 


u of the Colick. 
elp vnd. Ay ay, lie ſtill, lie ſtill; don't let me diſturb 
ave BY” | 
” SCENE XX. 
er? Lætitia alone. | 
on, WY Let. Sure, when he does not ſee his Face, he won't 


cover him, Dear Fortune, help me but this once, and 
never run in thy Debt again —— But this Opportunity 


tae Devil. 
SCENE XXI. 


| Fondlewife returns with Paper. 
Fond, Good lack! goed lack! ——1 profeſs, the poor 
in is in great Torment, he lies as flat Dear, yon 
Jould heat a Trencher, or a Napkin — Where's Deborah Þ- 
et her clap ſome warm thing to his Stomach, or chafe 
with a warm Hand, rather than fail. What Book's this? 
P'!ees the Book that Bellmour forgor,, 
Let. Mr. Spintext's Prayer- Book, Dear Pray Heav a 
e 2 Prayer- Book. * | 2 * 


—̃ — — — og - 


is this Apocryphal Elder? II ferrer him. 


Who, how now! Who have we here? 


on me for ſwearing. But 


. Rather, fure it inn Wolf in the clothiog of ast. 


- . — — — — — - — — 
. — ee en 
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Fond. Good Man! I warrant he dropped it on pur, 
that you might take it up, and read ſome of the pj 
Ejaculations [Taking wp the Book.] O bleſs me! O ny 
ſtrous! A l Ay, this is the Devil's 8 
Noſter. Hold, let me ſee, The Innocent Adultery, 

Let. Mis fortune! now all's ruin'd again. 2 

Bell. ¶ Peeping.) Damn'd Chance! If I had gone a w. 
ing with the Pradice of Piety in my Pocket, I had ne 
been diſcover'd, 

Fond, Adultery, and innocent! O Lord! Here's I 
trine! Ay, here's Diſcipline! 
Lat. Dear Husband, I'm amaz d: Sure it is a g 
Book, and only tends to the Speculation of Sin, 

Fond, Speculation! No, no; ſomething went fart 
than Speculation when I was not to be let in—— Wh 


Tu. I'm fo diſtracted, I can't think of a Lye, [4 
SCENE XXII. 


Lætitia, and Fondlewife haling out Bellmour. 
Fond. Come dut here, thou Ananias incarnate 


Lat. Ha! . f [Shrieks, as ſurprit 
Fond. Oh, thou ſalacious Woman! Am l then brucif 
Ay, I feel it here; I ſprout, I bud, I bloſſom, I am rj 
horn-mad. But who in the Devil's Name are you ? Met 


Let. Oh, Gobdneſs keep us! Who's this? Whe 
you? What are you? Bi 
Bell. Soh. 

Let. In the Name of the =———— O! Good, my De 
don't come near it, I'm afraid *tis the Devil; indeed! 
has Hoofs, Dear. | 
Fond. Indeed, and I have Horns, Dear. The Devil, 
I am afraid, tis the Fleſh, thou Harlot. Dear, with t 
Pox, Come, Siren, ſpeak, confeſs, who is this reveta 
brawny Paſtor ? 

Tat. Indeed, and indeed now my dear Nykin — I ne 
faw this wicked Man before. 

Fond. Oh, it is a Man then, it ſeems. 


The Ord BATRELOR. G67 


pure. Thou art a Devil in his proper Clothing, Was 
ns Fleſh. What, you Know nothing. of him, but his 
Imre tiers! —-- You: don't love Mutton? —-- you Mage 
p unconverted, 

Bell, Well, now, I know my cue - That is, yery 
rourably to excuſe her, and very impudently accuſe 
jy (cif, ; LA da. 
2 Why then, I wiſh I may never enter into the 
nen of your Embraces again, my Dear, if ever I law 
Face betore, 

nd. O Lord! O ſtrange! I am in admiration of your 
pudence. Look at him a little better; he is more 
ofeſt, I warrant you, than to deny it. Come, were 


far two never Face to Face before? Speak. 

Wu el. Since all Artifice is vain -.- And I think my ſelf 
lized to ſpeak the Truth in Juſtice to your Wife -. No. 

[4 Fd, Humph. 


Lit, No, indeed Dear. 

Fond. Nay I find you are both in a Story; that I mult 
afels, But, what ------ not to be cared of the Colick? 
ont you know your Patient, Mrs, Quack? Oh, lie 
on your Stomach; lying upon your Stomach will cure 
u of the Colick. Ab! Anſwer me, Fex abel? 

Lu. Let the wicked Man anſwer for bimſelf; does he 
ink that I have nothing to do but excuſe him; tis 
A if I can clear my own Innocence to my owa 


0 eee that's the truth onꝰt. 

bnd. Come, Sir, who are you, in the firſt Place? And 

tat are you? | 

Bell, A Whore-maſter, g 

Fond. Very Conciſe, | 

Let. O beaſtly, impudent Creature. | 

Find, Well Sir, and what came you hither for ?] 

Bell. To lie with your Wife. 

| Fond, Good again - A very civil Perſon this, 90 I 

lere ſpeaks Truth. | 3; 

Let. Oh, inſupportable Impudence! | 

Fo:d. Well, Sir, — Pray be cover'd — you have 

Heh! You have finiſh'd the Matter, heh? And I am 

1 ſhould be, a ſort of a civil Perquiſite to a Whores 
maſterʒ 


Bell By m troth, and fo tis-—1 have been a little | 
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J maſter, call'd a Cuckold, heh. Is it not ſo? Come, 
| inclining to believe every Word you ſay. 

Bell. Why, Faith I muſt confeſs, fo 1 defign'd yo 
But you were a little unlucky in coming ſo ſoon, 
hindred the making of your own Fortune. 

Fond. Humph, Nay, if you mince the Matter « 
| and go back of your Word; you are not the Per ſon Tt 
| _=_ for. Come, come, go on boldly —— What, & 

e afſham'd of your Profe ſſion Confeſs, confeſs, I 
| love thee the better for't—— I ſhzll, Ifeck —— Yi 
| 


doſt think I don't know how to behave my ſelf in 
Employment of a Cuckold, and have been three Ye 
_— to Matrimony ? Come, come, Phin-dealing 
a Jewel, 

Bell. Well, fince I ſee thou art a good honeſt Fell 
T':] confeſs the whole Matter to thee. - 

Fond. Oh, I am a very honeſt Fellow —— Your 
lay with an honeſter Man's Wife in your Life. 

Lat. How my Heart akes! All my Comfort lies in 
Tmpudence, and Heaven be prais'd, be h:s a conſiden 
Portion. [4 

Bell. In ſhort then, T was inform'd of the Opportun 
ef your Abfence, by my Spy, (for faith, honeft Iſaat 
have a long time deſign'd thee this Favour) I knew 
Text was to come by your Direction. But I lat 
Trap for him, and procured his Habit; in which, I pil 
upon your Servan's, and was conducted hither, 1 
tended a Fit of the Colick, to excuſe my lying do 
upon your Bed; hoping that when ſhe heard of it, | 
Good-nature would bring ber to adminiſter Remedies 
my Diſtemper. — You know what might have folloy 
— But like an uncivil Perſon, you knock'd at the Do 
before your Wite was come to me, 

Fond. Ha! This is Apocryphal; I may chooſe whet! 
1 will believe it or no. 

Bell, That you may, faith, and I hope you wont 
eve a Word ont —--But I can't help telling the Tu 
for my Life. | 

Fond. How! wou'd not you have me believe you, 


1 
„ 
— 
1. 
5 
F 
* 
5 
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ou? | | 
: Bell, No; for then you muſt of conſequence part 
your Wife, and there will be ſome Hopes of having! 


=_ —— _— — — 
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the Publick; then the Encouragement of a ſeparate 

ntenance 
nd. No, no; for that matter, — when ſhe and I part, 
| carry her ſeparate Maintenance about her. 

t, Ah, cruel Dear, how can you be ſo barbarous? 
er el break my Heart, if you telle of parting. [Cries 
on Ind. Ah, diſſembling Vermin! 5 

at, Ml How can'ſt thou be ſo cruel, Iſaac? Thou baſt the 
ſeo t of a Mountain-Tiger. By the Faith of a ſincere 
— er, ſhe's innocent for me. Go to him, Madam, fling 
elf Ar ſnowy Arms about his ſtubborn Neck; bathe his re- 
ce eis Face in your ſalt trickling Tears. 

zeaig [She goes and hangs upon his Neck, and kiſſes him. 
| Bellmour kiſſes ber Hand behind Fondlewife“ Back. 
- Fell few ſoft Words, and a Kiſs, and the good Man 
ts. See how Kind Nature works, and boils over in 


ome, 


d You 
Don, 


14. Indeed, my Dear, I was but juſt come down 
es inis, when you knock'd at the Door; aud the Maid 
me Mr. Spintext was ill of the Colick, upon our Bed. 


2 d won't you ſpeak to me, cruel Nykin? Indeed, III die, 
ortun u don't. | 
aa Ford. Ah! No, no, I cannot ſpeak, my Heart's fo full 
l have been 2 tender Husband, a tender Yoke-Fellow; 
I 1 know 1 have----- But thou haſt beea a faithleſs Dali- 


„ and the Philiſtines --«-- Heh! Art thou not vile and 
dean, Heh? Speak. [Weeping, 


do. No — h. . [S1ghing, 
it, WY Ford. Oh, that I could believe thee! | 
dies H Let. Oh, my Heart will break. [Seemeng to faint. 
low Ford, Heh, how! No, ſtay, ſtay, I will believe thee, I 
Do il. - Pray bend her forward, Sir. | 


Lat. Oh! Oh! Where is my Dear? 

Fond, Here, here; I do believe thee. ---- I yzon't believe 
ly own Eyes. | "GR 

Bell, For my part, I am fo charm'd with the Loye of 
our Turtle to you, that Ill go and ſolicit Matrimony 
th all my might and main. | 

Fond, Well, well, Sir; as long as I believe it, *tis well 
ough, No Thanks to you, Sir, for her Vertue. —— 
hut, Il ſhew you the way out of my Houſe, if you 
"a Come, my Dear. Nay, I will believe thee, I do, 


1 


8 oo” EEE. | CCF 
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k Bell, See the great Bleſſing of an eaſy Faith; Opit 
Cannot err. | 


: No Husband, by bis Wife, can be deceiv'd; 
She ſtill is virtuous, if ſhe's ſo believ d. 


— — 
ee SCENE 
SCENE, The Street. 


_ Bellmour in Fanatic Habit, Setter, Heartwel, Lucy 


Bell. O Etter! Well encounter'd, 
1 Setter. Joy of your Return, Sir. Have 
made a good Voyage? or have you brought your 0 
[ Lading back ? | 

. Bell. No, I have brought nothing but Ballaſt back 
made a delicious Voyage, Setter: and might have rode 
Anchor in the Port *ti!l this time, but the Enemy 
| Priz'd us—I would unrig. 

{ Setter. I attend you, Sir. | 

| Bell. Ha! Is not that Heartwellat Silvia's Door? Beg 


. =h«.: 


quickly, II follow you: — 1 would not be Kknoy 
Fox take em, they ſtand juſt in my way. 


S Q EN E I. 


Bellmour, Heartwell, Lucy. 
Heart, I'm impatient till it be done. | 
Lucy. That may be, without troubling your ſelt to 
again for your Brother's Chiplain., Don't you fee ti 
ſtalking Form of Godlineſs? 
Heart, O ay, he's a Fanatick, 
' Lucy, An Executioner qualified to do your Buſine 
He has been lawfully ordain'd. 898 
nous IN pay bim wcll, if youll break the Matter | 
_: FEAT. | | | 1 
Lucy, I warrant you Do you go and prepare ya 


Bride, 

a S ML. 

"ry | - Bellmour, Lucy. L 4 
Bell, Humph, fits the Wind there — What a luc 

Rogue am 1! Oh, what Sport will be here, it J can pe 

ſuade this Wench to Secrecy ? 5 


1 
1 L 
* 
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10). Sir: Reverend Sir, | — 

dell. Madam. [Diſcovers himſelf. 
100. Now, Goodneſs have Mercy upon me! Mr, Bell- 
is it you? a 

Bell, Even I. What doſt think? | 

Lucy, Think! That I ſhou'd not believe my Eyes, and 
t you are not what you ſeem to be, 

ell, True. But to ccnvince thee who I am, thou 
ow'lt my eld Token, [Kiſſes ber, 


. 


prlon in good earneſt; you kiſs ſo devoutly. 

Bil], Well, your Buſineſs with me, Lucy? 

vcy, I had none, but through Miſtake, 

Bell. Which Miſtake you muſt go thorough with, Tucy— 

me, I know the Intrigue between Heartwell and your 

ſtreſs; and you miſtook me for Tribulation Spintext, to 
ry em— Ha? Are not Matters in this Poſturs? 
ntefs: Come, I' be faithful; I will i' faith. What, 

fide in me, Lucy? | - 
Lucy, Alas-a-day! You and Mr. Vainlove, between you, 


Ur 0 


no Reputation; and can you blame her if ſhe make it 


d with a Husband? | 

Bell. Well, is it 2s I ſay? | 

Lacy. Well, it is then: But you'll be ſecret ? | 
Bell, Phuh, Secret, ay;—And to be out of thy Debt, 
| truſt thee with another Secret. Your Miſtreis muſt: 
it warty Heartwell, Lucy. | , 
Lucy. How! O Lord! TDs, 
Bell, Nay, don't:-be in Paſſion, Lucy. I' provide 
fter Husband for her. Come, here's Earneſt of my 
ood lutentions tar thee too; let this mollify.---- Gives 
Mom. ] Look you, Heartwell is my Friend; and tho 
be blind, I muſt not fee him fall into the Snare, and 
ittingly marry a Whore, A TEM 
Lucy. Whore! I'd have you to know my Miſtreſs ſcorns . 
Bell. Nay, nay: Look you, Lucy; there are Whores of 
good Quality.---But to the purpoſe, if you will give 
pe leave to acquaint you with it. Do you carry on the 
lilake of me: Pll marry em — Nay, don't pauſe; I 
du do, Pil ſpoil all.— | have ſome private Rea- 
bs tor what 1 do, which Ii tell you within. In the 
mcaa 


luc 


16%. Nay, Mr. Bellmour: O Lard! T believe you are 


je ruin'd my poor Miſtreſs: You have made a Gap in 
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mean time, I promiſe, and rely upon me,---to helpy, 
Miſtreſs to a Husband: Nay, and thee too, Lucy. 

Here's my Hand, I will; with a freſh 4ſſurance, 
| [ Gives her more . 
* Lucy. Ah, the Devil is not ſo cunning Y( 
[it know my eaſy Nature, Well, for once I'll ye 
/ +; 

a 


ture to ſerve you; but if you do deceive me, the Cu 
of all king, render-hearted Women light upon you, 
Bell. That's as much as to ſay, The Pox take me, - Wy 


4 tad: on. „ 
S © EE NE I. 
Vainlove, Sharper, and Setter. 
: Juſt now, ſay you, gone in with Lucy? 

_— Pl him, and ſtood at the andre HE yo 
found me, and over-heard all they ſaid: Mr. Bellmour is 
marry em. 

Sharp. Ha, Ha; 'twill be a pleaſant Cheat,--1'l plague He 
well when I ſee him, Prythee Frank, let's teaze him; ma 
hira fret ill he fome at the Mouth, and diſgorge his 
trimonial Oath with Intereſl Come, thourꝰt muſty 

Set. Io Sharper.] Sir, a Word with you. [Whiſpers hi 

Vain. Sharper ſwears ſhe has forſwern the Letter 
I'm ſure he tells me Truth; but I am not ſure ſhe tol 
him Truth .— Yet ſhe was unaffectedly concern d, | 
ſays; and often bluſt'd with Anger and Surprize:—Ant 
fo I remember io the Pax. She had Reaſon, if! 
wrong her——1 begin to doubt, 

Sharp. Say'ſt thou fo! 
lt Setter. This Aiternoon, Sir, about an Hour before m 
| | Maſter rece d the Letter. 


Sharp. In my Conſcience, like enough. | 
Setter. Ay, | know her, Sir; at leaſt, Pm fure Ic: 
fiſh it out of her: She's the very Sluice to her Lady's $ 
crets: Tis but ſetting ber Mill a goiog, and 1 can dri 
her of em all. 

Sharp. Here, Frank, your Blood- Hound has made od 
the Fault: This Letter, that ſo ſticks in thy Maw, i 
counterfeit; only a Trick of Silvia in Revenge, contriv 

Lucy. 

| vt It has a Colour--But how do you know it,Sirrah! 
Setter, | do ſuſpect as much ;—becauſe Why, Sir, f 


- — a. * 
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he was pumping me about how your Worſhip's Affairs 
ood towards Madam Araminta;-as when you had ſeen 
ter 11ſt? when you were to ſee her next? and, where you 
ere to be found at that tim:? and ſuch like. 

Vain. And where did you tell her? 

Setter, In the Piazza. | 

Vain. There I receiv'd the Letter It muſt be fo 
\nd why did you not find meour, to tell me this before, Sot ? 
Setter. Sir, I was pimping for Mr. Bellmour, Y 
Sharp. You were well employ'd: ——1 think there 1s 
jo Objection to the Excuſe. | 
Vain, Pox o' my ſaucy Credulity-—Tf I have loſt her, 
deſerve it. But it Confeſſion and Repentancebe of force, 
| win her, or weary her into a Forgiveneſs. 

Sharp, Methinks I long to ſee Bellmour come forth, 


8 CEN EV. 


Sharper, Bellmour, Setter. 

Setter, Talk of the Devil — See where he comes. 

Sharp. Hugging himſelf in his proſperous Miſchie. 
o real Fanatick can look better pleas'd after a ſucceſsful 
dermon cf Sedition, | 


Bell Sharper! Fortify thy Spleen: Such a Jeſt! Speak 


I hen thou art ready. 
e p. Now, were I ill- natur d, would I utterly diſap- 
il joint thy Mirth: Hear thee tell thy mighty Jeſt, with as 


nuch Gravity as a Biſhop. hears Venereal Cauſes in the 
Ppiritual Court: Not ſo much as wrinkle my Face with 
__ Smile; but let thee look ſimply, and laugh by thy (elf. 


al, J defy thee. 
Harp. Were it not loſs of Time, you ſhould make the 
e periment. But honeft Setter, here, over-heard you 

- With Lucy, and has toll me all. | 
Bell, Nay then, I think thee for rot putting me out 
» oo”! Countenance, But, to tell you ſomething you don't 

ooo, I got an Opportunity (after I had marry'd em) 


pats pf diſcovering the Cheat to Silvia, She took it at ficſt, 
$ 2nother Woman would the like Diſappoinrment;z but 
: ab Promiſe to make her amends quickly with another 
Husband, ſomewhat pacify'd her. | 
Sharp. But how the Devil do you think to acquit your 
alt ot your Promiſe? Will you marry her your ſelt? 
| 7 | —_— —— MC. SE. 


= | — — — — 


Bell, P'ſhaws, no; I have a better Opinion of thy Wi- 


— — — — — — MII - 
* — 
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— 
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and, hark- ye [Whiſpe 
he ſhall find he might have ſafer rovz'd a ſleeping Liar 


— — — — —3 Xx 


ſep's Fables, Bully? A-gad, there are good Morals to 


looks as if I would carry a Challenge? Honour is you 


74 The Orv Bartcurror: 
Bell, J have no ſuch Intentions at preſent— Pr'yth 


wilt thou think a little for me? I am ſure the ingegii 
Mr. Setter will aſſiſt. | 
Setter. O Lord. Sir! | 5 
Bell. I'll leave him with you, and go ſhift my Habits 
SLE NE Vi. 
Sharper, Setter, Sir Joſeph, and Bluffe. 
Sharp. Heh! Sure, Fortune has ſent this Fool hither 
purpoſe. Setter, ſtand cloſe; ſeem not to obſerve n 


. 
k 


( 
N 


1 
Bluff. Fear him not—I am prepar'd for him now; u 
[ 

Sir Fo. Huſh, huſh: Don't you ſee him? 
Bluff. Shew him to me, — Where is he? 
Sir Fo. Nay, don't ſpeak ſo loud don't jeſt, as Id 
a little whileag»—Look yonder— A- gad, if he ſhould he 
the Lion rore, he'd cudgel him into an Aſs, and his pi 
mitive Braying. Don't you remember the Story in 
pick'd out of AÆſop's Fables, let me tell you that; and uM 

zard the Fox too. 71 

Bluff. Damn your Morals, | 
Sir Fo. Pr'ythee, don't ſpeak ſo loud, 
Bluff. Damn your Morals; I mutt revenge th' Aﬀeon 
done to my Honour. | In a low PFon 
Sir Jo. Ay; do, do, Captain, if you think fitting 
You may diſpoſe of your own Fleſh as you think fittiq 
c'ye ſer:— But by the Lord Harry, Vil leave you. 
[Stealing away upon his Tip. in 
Bluff. Prodigious! What, will you forſake your Friznl 
in Extremity! You can't in Honour refuſe to carry hit 
a Challenge, [ Almoſt whiſpering, and treading ſoftly after him 
Sir Fo. Pr'ythee, what do you ſce in my Face, thi 


Province, Captain; take it—Al! the World kaow me n 
be a Knight, and a Man of Worſhip. 
Setter, I warrant you, Sir, I'm inſtructed, 
Sharp. Impoſſible! Araminta. take alikiug to a Foo! ![ Aloul 
Setter, Her Head runs on nothing elſe, nor ſhe can talk 


of nothing elſe, | | 
| Sharp, I know ſhecommended him all the while we wert 


in the Park; but thought it had been only to make V 
love jcalour, CL Su jb 
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it 70. How's this! Good Bully, hold your 
g let's hearken. A-gad, th's muſt be I. 
$hrp, Death, it can't be, — An Oaf, an Idiot, a Wi. 
Sir Fo, Ay, now it's out; tis I, my own individual Perf, 
Sharp. A Wretch, that has flown for Shelter to the low- | 
Shrub of Mankind, and ſeeks Protection from a blaſted 


r'yth 
i genit 


Habi 


ward. 
Sir Fo. That's you, Bully, Back. 

[ 3luffe frowns upon Sir Joſeph, 
Sharp, She has given Vainlove her Premiſe, to marry him 
fore to-morrow Morning. Has ſhe not? [I Setter, 
deter. She has Sir;—-And I have it in Charge ro attend 
r all this Evening, in order to conduct her to the Place 
pointed, 
Sharp. Well, PII go and inform your Maſter; and do you 
{s her to make all the haſte imaginable, 


SCENE VIE 


| . Setter, Sir Joſeph, Bluffe, 
Setter, Were I a Rogue no, what a noble Prize could 
diſpoſe of! A good Pinnace, richly laden, and to lanch | 
th under my auſpicious Convoy, Twelve thouſand 
unde, and all her Rigging; beſides what lies conceal'd 
der Hate hes. Ha! All this committed to my Care! 
Avaunt Temptation. Setter, ſhew thy ſelf a Perſon 
Worth; be true to thy Truſt, and be reputed honeſt, 
epured honeſt ! Hum: Is that ali? Ay: For to be honeft 
rothing ; the Reputation of it is all. Reputation! what 
ve ſuch poor Rogues as I to do with Reputation? tis 
ove us; and for Men of Quality, they are above it; ſo 
at Reputation is cen as fooliſh a thing as Honeſty, And 
Ir my part, if | meet Sir Foſeph with a Purſe of Gold in 
Hund, 1']] diſpoſe of mine to the beſt Advantage. 
Sir 70. Heb, heh, heh: Here'cis for you, i faith, Mr, Setter, 
ay, I'M take you at your Word, [ Chinking a Pure. 
better. Sir eo; and the Captain too! undone, undone! 
m undone, my Maſter's undone, my Lady's undone, and 
the Buſineſs is undone, 2 | | | 
Sir Fo. No, no, never fear, Man, the Lady's Buſineſs... 
ul be done, What—Come, Mr. Setter, I have oyer- 
ad all, and to ſpeak, is but loſs of Time; but if there be 
alon, let theſe worthy, Gentlemen intercede for me. 
| [Gives him Gold, 
D 2 Setter, 


ther | 
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er: O Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean? Corrupt my Ho 
They have indeed very perſuading Faces, But 
.if Fo. Tis too little, there's more, Man. There tap" 
4. — Now 
Setter. Well, Sir Foſe ph, you have ſuch a winning wy 
with you 
Sir Fo. And how, and how, good Setter, did the litth 
Rogue look, when ſhe talk d of Sir Foſeph? Did not her Eyt 
twinkle, and ber Mouth water? Did not ſhe pull up her litth 
Bubbles? And—A-gad, Pm ſo over joy d And ſtroke dom 
her Belly? and then ſtep aſide to tie her Garter, when ſhe wy 
thinking of her Love? Heh, Setter! 
Setter, Oh, yes, Sir. 
Sir Fo, How now, Bully? What, melancboly, becauſe I'n 
in the Lady's Fayour?— No matter, I'll make your Peace- * 
I know they were a little ſmart upon you But I Warrant 
Fl} bring you into the Lady's good Graces. . | 
Bluff. P'ſhaw, l have Petit ions to fhew, from other-guel 
Toys than ſhe, Look here; Theſe were ſent me this — 
— There, read, [Shews Letters. ] That---That's a Scrawi 
Quality. Here, here's from a Counteſs too. Hum--No, hold- 
that's from a Knight's Wife, ſhe ſent it me by ber Hus band · 
Put here, both theſe are from Perſons of great Qushty. 
Sir Fo. They are either from Perſons of great Quality, or nd 
Quality at all, *ris ſuch a damn'd ugly Hand. 
| [While Str Joſeph reads, Bluffe whiſpers Setter 
Setter. Captain, I would do any thing to ſerve youj 
but this is ſo difficult | 
Bluff. Not at al. Don't | know him? 
Setter, You'll remember the Conditions? ——— 
Bluff. I'll give't you under my Hand---In the mean time 
here's Earneſt. [Gizes him Moy. } Come, Knight. I'm en 
pitulating with Mr, Setter for you. ” 
Sir Fo. Ah, honeſt Setter; — Sirrah, 111 give thee an 
thing but a Night's Lodging. 
SCE N E VIII. 
Shbarper tugging in Heart well. . 
Sharp. Nay, prythee leave Railing, and come along with 
me: May be ſhe mayn*be within. I1s but to yond' Cornet 
-. Houſe. © * 
Hieari. Whither? Whither? Which Corner-Houſe? 
Sharp. Why, there: The two white Pots. | 
Heart. And who would you viſit there, ſay you? 
(Oons, how my Heart akes.) © Shall 
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Sharp. P'ſhaw, thou'rt ſo troubleſome and inquiſitive. 
hy, I'll tell you; *Tis a young Creature that Vainlove de- 
zuch'd, and has forſaken. Did you never hear Bellmour 
ide him about Silvia? 1 f 
Heart. Death, and Hell, and Marriage! My Wife! [ Aſide. 
Sharp. Why thou art as muſty as a new marry'd Man. 
bat had found his Wife Knowing the firſt Night. 
Heart, Hell, and the Devil! Does he know it? But, hold It 
ſnould not, I were a Fool to diſcover it--I|| diſlemble, and 
y him. [ Aſide.] Ha, ha, ha. Why, Ium. Is that ſuch an Oe- 
aon of Melancholy? Is it ſuch an uncommon Miſchief? 
Sharp. No faith; I believe not,--Few Women, but have their 
ear of Probation, before they are cioiſter'd in the narrow 
ys of Wedlock. But, pr'ythee come along with me, or I'll 
and have the Lady to my ſelf. B'w*y George: Going. 
Heart. O Torture! How he racks and tears me !---Death !" 
hall I own my Shame, or wittingly let him go and whore” 
by Wife? No, that's inſupportable——Oh, Sharper!. 
Sharp, How now? EY | | 
Heart, Oh, Tam — marry'd. 
Sharp, (Now bold Spleen.) Marry'd! 
Heart, Certainly, irrecoverably marry'd. 
Sharp, Heav'n forbid, Man! How long? 
Heart. Ob, an Age, an Age! I have been marry'd theſe” 
wo Hours. 2 ; a 
Sharp, My old Batchelor marry'd! That were a Jeſt. Ha, 
„ hz.- | FO 
Heart Death! D'ye mock me? Heark ye, if either you ef- 
tem my Friend hip, or your own Safety-- Come not near that” 
vnſe---that Corner-Houſe - that hot Brothel, Ask no 
Eeſtions. a | | 
Sharp, Mad, by this Light. ns | 
Tus Grief fill rreads upon the Heels of Pleaſure; , 
Marry'd. in haſte, we may repent at Leiſure. | 
| SCENE IX. , 
- , Sharper, Setter. Re 
Seiter. Some by Experience find thoſe Words miſplac d Wy 
t Leiſure marry'd, they repent in haſte. 9 
is I ſuppoſe my Maſter Heartwell, 
Sharp, Here again, my Mercury! 8 - > As 
Setter. Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sir: T think my Atehieve- 
ents do deſerve the Epithet . Mercury was a Pimp: too. 
dat though I bluſh-to own it, at this time, I myſt-confels h. 
Wk. CN Da. ˙ - 
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am ſomewhat falbn from the oe of my Function, ac 
do condeſ-end io be ſcandalouſſy imploy'd in the Promotion 
of vulgar Matrimony. 

Sharp. às how, dear dexterous Pimp? 

Setter. Why, tobe brief, for I have weighty Affairs depend: 
ing---Our e ae ſucceeded as you intended. Blaffe turat 
arrant Traitor; bribes me to make q private Conveyance of 
the Lady to him, and put a Sham-Settlement upon Sir Foſeph, 

Sharp, O Rogue! Well, but I hope 

Setter, No, no; never fear me, Sir---I privately inform 
the Knight of the Treachery ; who has agreed. ſeemingly to 
be cheated, that the Captain may be ſo in reality. 

Sharp, Where's the Bride? 

Setter. Shifting Clothes for the Purpoſe, at a Friend" 
Houſe of mine. Here's Company coming; if you'll walk 
this way, Sir, I'll tell you. 

X. 
Bellmour, Belinda, Araminta, and Vainlove. 

Vain. Oh, was Frenzy all: Cannot you forgive it? 
Men in Madneſs have a Title to your Pity. [To Araminta, 

Aram. Which they forfeit, when they are reſtot d 
to their Senſes. | 

Vain, | am not prefuming beyond a Pardon. E 

Aram. You who cou'd reproach me with one Counter- 
feit, how inſolent would a real Pardon make you! But 

there's no need to forgive what is not worth my Anger, 
Belin. O my Conſcience, I cou'd find in my Heart to 
marry thee, purely to be rid of thee ------ At leaſt, thou 
art ſo troubleſome a Lover, there's Hopes thou'lt make « 
more than ordinary quiet Husband. [To Bellmour. 

Bell. Say you ſo? Is that a Maxim among ye? 

Belin. Yes: You fluttering Men of the Mode have 
made Marriage a meer French Diſh. " 

Bell. J hope there's no French Sauce. (498 

Belm. You are fo curious in the Preparation, that is, 
your Courtſhip, one. wou'd think- you meant a noble, 

Entertainment ----- But when we come to feed, tis all 

Froth, and poor, but in ſhow, Nay, often, only Re- 


meins, which have been I know not how many times T 
per other Company, and at laſt ſery'd up cold to 4 
the Wife. * 

Bal. That were a miſerable Wretch indeed, who could fl - 


not afford one warm Diſh for the. Wile of his Pen 
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you timorous Virgins form a dreadful Chimzra of a 
band, as of a Creature contrary to that ſoft, bumble, 
at, eaſy thing, a Lover; ſo gueſs at Plagues in Matri- 
joy, in Oppoſition to the Pleaſures of Courtſhip, Alas! 
rtſhip to Marriage, is but as the Muſick in the Play- 
ſe, till the Curtain's drawn; but that once up, then 
ns the Scene of Pleaſure, 1 
zeln. Oh, foh no: Rather, Courtſhip to Marriage; 
very witty Prologue to a very dull Play. | 
SCENE XI. 
| [To them] Sharper. 

harper, Hiſt, — Bellmour : If you'll bring the Ladies; ' 
ke haſte to Silvia's Lodgings, before Heartwell has 
ted himſelf out of Breath. 
Bell, You have an Opportunity now, Madam, to res 
ge your ſelf upon Heartwell, for affronting your Squir- 


[To Belinda, 
geln. O the filthy rude Beaſt, 
Aram. Fis a laſting Quarrel: I think he has neyer 
n at our Houſe ſince. 
Bell. But ge your ſelves the trouble to walk to that 
raer-Houſe, and PI] tell you by the way what may 
ert and ſurprize you, 


SCENE XII. 
SCENE, Silvia's Lodgings. 
Heartwell and Boy. 

Heart. Gone forth, ſay you, with her Maid! 
By, There was a Man too that ferch'd em out. 
ter, I think they call'd him. ; 
Heart, So-h —— That precious Pimp too ( Damn'd, 
mn'd Strumpet? Cou'd ſhe not contain her ſelf on her 
edding-Day ! Not hold out till Night! O curſed State? 
w wide we err, when apprehenſive of the Load of 


le | : 
| Ie hope to find bo - By 
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That Help which Nature meant in Womankind, 
To Man that Supplemental Self deſigned; F 
But proves a burning Cauſtict when apply d. | 
And Adam, ſure, cou'd with — Eaſe — 5 
The when b than when made 4 Bride.: 
Bens When oroken, SCENE 


9% The Orp Barcutiok: 
SCENE XIII. 


To him] Bellmour, Belinda, Vainlove, Aramints; 


Bell. Now George, what "Rhyming ! I thought c 
Chimes of Verſe were paſt, when once the doleful Ma 
riage-Knell was rung. 

Heart. Shame and Confuſion, I am expoſed, 

. [ Vainlove and Araminta ralf 45. 

Helin. Joy, Joy, Mr. Bridegroom; I give you Joy, Sir 

Heart. Tis not in thy Nature to give me Joy — 
Woman can as ſoon. give Immortality. 

Belin. Ha, ha, ha, O Gad, Men grow ſuch Clown 
when they are marry'd, | | 

Bell. That they are fit for no Company but their Wiy 

Belin. Nor for them neither, in alittle time — I ſwer 
at the Month's end, you ſhall. hardly find a marry'd Ma 
that will do a civil thing to his Wife, or ſay a civil thing 
to any Body elſe. How he looks already! Ha, ha, ha, 
Bell Ha, ha, ha. | | 

Heart. Death, Am T made your laughing. Stock? Fi 
you, Sir, I ſhl! find a time; but take off your Waſp her 
or the Clown may grow boiſtraus, I haye a Fly-Flap, 

Belin. You have occaſion for't, your Wife has be 
blown upon. : 

Bell. That's home. = 

Heart. Not Fiends or Furies .could. have added to n 
Vexation, or. any thing, but another Woman=——Y ou'yt 
rack'd my Patience; be gone, or by 

Bell. Hold, hold. What the Devil, thou wilt not dran 
upon a Woman! a5; v4 

"Fain. What's the Matter? | 

Aram, Bleſs me! What have you done to him? 

Belin. Only touch'd a gall'd-Bezſt 'til he winch'd. 

Vain. Bellmour, give it over; you vex him too mack! 

tis all ſerious to him. tel 
Boelin. Nay, I ſwear, I begin to pity him, my ſelf. 

Heart. Damn your Pity — But let me be calm a lit 
— How: have I deſerv'd this of you? Any of ye? Sit 
have I impair'd the Honour of your Houſe, promis's you 
Ser Marriage, and whor'd her? Wherein have L-injuri 
you? Did I bring a Phy ſician to your Father when he . 
coping and endeavour to prolong his Life, and yd 
dne and twenty? Madam, have 1 had an Of por tunit 
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þ you and balk'd it? Did you ever offer me the Fa - 
ur that 1 refus'd it? Or 
Feliz. Oh foh ! What does the filthy Fellow mean? 
ed, let me be gone. 

Aram. Hang me, if I pity you; you are right enough 
y'd, | | 

Bell. This is a little ſcurrilous tho. | 
Fain. Nay, *tis a Sore of your own ſcratching — Well, 
ge, 
* Vou are the principal Cauſe of all my preſent 
It Silvia had not been your Miſtreſs, my Wife might 
re been honeſt. ; 

uin. And if Silvia had not been your Wife, my Miſtreſs 
joht have been juſt — There, we are even —— But 
ve a good Heart, I heard of your Misfortune, and come 
your Relief, i | : wy 
Heart, When Execution's over, you offer a Reprieve. 
Yam, What would you give? | 
Heart, Oh! Any thing, every thing, a Leg or two, of 
Arm; nay, I would be divorced from my Virility, to 
divorced from my Wife. 


SCENE XIV. 

i them] Sharper. | ln 
Vain, Faith, that's a ſure way — But here's one can 
| you Freedom better cheap. | | 
Harp. Vainlove, I have been a kind of a God-father to 
du, yorder, I have promiſed and vow'd ſome things 
your Name, which I think you are bound to perform. 
Vain. No figning to a Blank, Friend. | 
Sharp, No, 1'l] deal fairly with you — *Tis a full and 
e Diſcharge to Sir Joſeph Mittal and Captain Bluffe; for 
| Injuries whatſoever, done unto you by them, until 
e preſent Date hereof —— How ſay you? | 
Van. Agreed. 
Warp. Then, let me beg theſe Ladies to wear their 
wks a Moment. Come in, Gentlemen and Ladies. 
Heart. What the Devil's all this to me? 
Vain. Patience. 


SCENE, The Laſt. 3 5 1 
D chem] Sir Joſeph, Bluffe, Silvia, Lucy, Setter: i 
Muff. All Injuries whatſoeyer, Mr. Sharper, | 


vir 70. | bs k Xp 
: 2 ay, vrhatſoe ve Captain, ſtigk to wid | 
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Sharp. Tis done, theſe Gentlemen are Witneſſes . 
the general Releaſe. 
Vain. Ay, 95 to this Inſtant Moment —— I have paſs! 
an Act of Oblivion, t 
Bluff. Tis very generous, Sir, ſince I needs muſt own= 
Sir 70. No, no, Captain, you need not own, heh, heh; 
heh. *Tis I muſt o nm 


Bly 


'* Bluff. --—-- That you are over-reach'd too, ha, ha, hy 30 
1.48 & only a little Art miltary uſed ----- only undermined, or ol -* 
2s ſhall appear by the fair Araminta, my Wife's Permiſſion 

| Oh, the Devil, cheated at laſt! [ Lucy wnmask ad 


Sir Fo. Only a little Art-military Trick, Captain, only 
cquntermin'd, or ſo Mr. Vainlove. I ſuppoſe you knoy 
whom I have got now, but all's forgiven. 

Vain, I know whom you have not got; pray Ladies 
convince him. - [Aram. and Belin, anmai,. 

Sir Fo. Ah! O Lord, my Heart akes - Ah! Seiter, Bol 
Rogue of all ſides. : : | | 

Sharp. Sir Foſeph, you had better have pre-engag'd thi 
Gentlemau's Nader Foe though 8 Sed Bal 
to forgive the loſs of his Miltreſs-----I know not how. 
Heartwell may take the loſs of his Wife, [Silvia #nmak , 

Heart. My Wife! By this Light *tis ſhe, the very Cock. ;, 
trice---- Oh Sharper / Let me embrace thee---- But art thou , 


ſure ſhe is really marry'd to him? __ 
Setter, Really and lawfully marry'd, I am Witneſs, Pol 
Sharp. Bellmour will unriddle to you. hi 


| [Heartwel! goes to Bellmour, 
Sir Fo. Pray, Madam, who are you? For | find, vou 
. and I are l ke to be better acquainted, 
1 Sitv. The worft of me, is, that I am your Wife - 
| Sharp. Come, Sir Foſeph; your For une is not ſo bad x 
pou fear---- A fine Lady, and a Lady of very good Quality, 
| Sir Fo. Thanks to my Knighthood, fhe's a Lady 39 
Vain. That deſeryes a Fool with a better Title me 
Pray uſe her as my Relation, or you ſhall hear or't, fe 
Bluff. What, are you a Woman of Quality too, Spouſe! | 
Setter, And my Relation; pray let her be reſpected ac: 
cordingly ----- Well, honeſt Lucy, tare thee well I think, 7h 
you and I have been Play-fellows off and on, any time By 
this ſeven Years. 5 „ 
Lucy. Hold y our prating -»-- I'm thinking what Vocation 
I ſhall follow while my Spouſe is planting Laurels in the 
FF Bla 
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Bluff. No more Wars, Spouſe, no more Wars—- While 
plant Laurels for my Head abroad, I may find the 
inches ſprout at home, 

Heart, Bellmour, 1 approve thy Mirth, and thank thee — 
nd I cannot in Gratirude (for I ſee which way thou art 
ing) ſee thee fall into the ſame Snare, out of which 
jou deliver'd me. 4 

Bell, 1 thank thee, George, for thy good Intention ---» But 


Heart, Then good Couniel will be thrown away upon 
u- For my part, I have once eſcap'd---- And when 
wed again, may ſhe be Ugly, as an old Bawd. 
Yain,----- [-natur'd, as an old Maid 
Bell, Wanton as a young Widoẽ- 

Sharp. And jealous as a barren Wife, 

Heart. Agreed, | £3 
Bell. Well; *Midſt of theſe dreadful Denunciations, and 
withſtanding the Warning and Example before me, I 
dmmit my felt to laſting Durance. | 25 
Belis, Priſoner, make much of your Fetters. . 
Bell. Frank, Will you keep us in Countenance? 

Vain. May | preſume to hope fo great a Bleſſing? 


r Friends Experience firſt. | 

Zell, O my Conſcience ſhe dares not conſent, for fear 
> ſhou'd recant. [ Aſide.] Well, we ſhall have your Com- 
ny to Church in the Morning ----- May be it may get 
du an Appetite to ſee us fall roo before ye. Setter, did 
ot you tell me? | 
Setter, They're at the Door: II] call *em in, 


A DANCE. 


Bell, Now ſet me forward on a Journey for Life 

ome take your Fellow Travellers. Old George, I'm ſorry 

d ſee thee ſtill plod on lone. | 
Heart, With gaudy Piumes and gingling Bells made 

roud, 

The youthful Beaſt ſets forth, and neighs aloud, 

A Morning-Sun his Tinſe.l d Harneis gilds, 

And the firſt Stage a Dowa-Hill Grecn-iword yie ds. 


; __ Whu 
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cre is a Fatality in Marriage F or I find I'm reſolute. 


Aram. We had better take the Advantage of a little of 
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What rugged Ways attend the Noon of Life! 
(Our Sun declines,) and with what anxious Strife, 
What Pain we tug that galling Load, a Wife. 

All Courſers the firſt Heat with Vigour run; 

But *ris with Whip and Spur the Race is won, 

- f | ¶Exeunt On 


N 
! 


3 


ri Lo. UE 
© © Spoken by Mrs. Barry. 


A a raſh Girl, who will all Hazards run, 
And be enjoy d, tho ſure to be undone; 
Socon as her Curioſity is over, | 
 $Pould give the World ſhe could her Toy recover: 
80 fares it with our Poet; and I'm ſent 

To tell you, he already does repent. | 

Would you were all as forward, to keep Lent, 

Now the Deeds done, the Giddy-thing has Leiſure 
To think oi Sting, that's in the Tail of Pleaſure. 
Meihinks I hear him in Conſideration ! 

- What will the World ſay ? Where's my Reputation? 
Now that's at ſtake . No Fool, tis out o Faſhion. 
If loſs of that ſhould follow want of Wit, 

How many undone Men were in the Pit! 

My that's ſome Comfort, to an Author's Fears, 

If he's an Aſs, he will be Try'd by s Peers, 

But hold - am exceeding my Commiſſion; 

My Buſineſs here, was humbly to Petition; 

But we're ſo us d to rail on theſe Occaſions, 

I could not help one Trial of your Patience: 

For *tis our way (you know ) for fear 0th worſt, 

Iv be beforehand ſtill, and cry Fool firſt, 

How ſay you, Sparks? How do you ſtand affected: 

IT ſwear, young Bays within, is fo dejected, 

*Tword grieve your Hearts to fee him; ſhall I call him? 
But then jou cruel Criticks would ſo maul him! 
Yet, may bs, youll encourage a Beginner; 

But how ? Fuſt as the Devil does a Sinner, 
Flamen and Wits are us d e en much at one, | 
ow gain your End, and damn em when you've done. 
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To the Right Honourable 


£ % 
CHARLES MONTAGUE; 
One. of the. 


Lords of the Treaſury. 


more worthy your Acceptance; and 
that my Dedication, of it to you, 
might be more becoming that Ho- 
| nour and Eſteem which J, with every 
Body who is ſo fortunate as to know you, have 
for you. It had your Countenance when yet un- 
known; and now it is made publick, it wants 
your Protection. | 

| would not have any Body imagine, that I think 
this Play without its Faults, tor I am Conſcious of 
ſeveral. I confeſs I deſign'd (whatever Vanity or 
Ambition occaſion'd that Deſign) to have written 
atrue and regular Comedy : but I found it an Un- 
dertaking which put me in mind of Sadet mul- 
um, fruſtraque laboret auſus idem. And now to 
mike Amends for the Vanity of ſuch a Deſign, 1 
© confeſs both the Attempt, and the imperfe& ; 
A3 Perfor- 


h Heartily wiſh this Play were as per- 
8 fect as I intended it, that it might be 
Veg | 75 | 


y 
Re 
ce 


The Epiſtle Deaicatory. 


Performance. Yet I muſt take the Boldneſs to ſay, 
J have not miſcarry'd in the whole; for the Me- 
chanical part of it is regular. That I may ſay with 
as little Vanity, as a Builder may ſay he has built 
Houſe according to the Model laid down before 
him; or a Gardner that he has ſet his Flowers in a 
Knot of ſuch or ſuch a Figure. I deſign'd the 
Moral firſt, and to that Moral I invented the Fable, 
and do not know that I have borrow'd one Hint 
of it any where. I made the Plot as ſtrong as! 
could, becaufe it was ſingle, and I made it ſingle, 
becauſe I would avoid Confuſion, and was te- 
lolved to preſerve the three Unities of the Drama, 
Sit, this Diſcourſe is very impertinent to you, 
whoſe Judgment much better can diſcern the 
Faults, than'l can excuſe them; and whole Good. 
nature, like that of a Lover, will find out thoſe 
hidden Beauties (if there are any fuch) which i 
word be great Immodeſty for me to diſcover, | 
think I don't ſpeak improperly when I call you x 
Lover of Poetry; for it is very well known fhe 
has been a very kind Miſtreſs to you; ſhe has not 
deny'd you the laſt Favour; and ſhe has been fruit. 
ful to you in a moſt beautiful HTue----- If I break 
off abruptly here, I hope every Body will under 
{tand that it is to avoid a Commendation, Which, 
as it is your Due, would be moſt eaſy for me to 
pay, and too troubleſome for you to receive. 
I have, ſince the Adding of this Play, harken'd 
after the Objections which have been made to it; 
for J was Conſcious where a true Critick might 
have put me upon my Defence, 1 was prepared 
for the Attack; and am pretty confident I could 
have vindicated ſome Parts, and excuſed others; 
and where there were any plain Miſeatriages, | 
would moſt ingenuouſly have confeſs'd em. But 
J have not heard any thing ſaid ſufficient to Ra 
a voke 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

ſay, roke an Anſwer. That which looks moſt like am 
Vie-WMObjcction,, does not, relate in particular to this 
vith play, but to all or moſt that ever have been writ- 
It ten; and that is Soliloquy. Therefore J will an- 
ore wer it, not only for my own ſake, but to ſave 
n a Mothers the Trouble, to whom it may hereafter be 
the Objected. 

dle, Igrant, that for a Man to Talk to himſelf, ap- 
int WE pears abſurd and unnatural; and indeed it is ſo in 
s moſt Caſes; but the Circumſtances. which may at- 


le tend the Occaſion, make great Alteration. It often- 

te- times happens to a Man, to have Deſigns which 

na, require him to himſelf, and in their Nature cannot 

d, admit of a;Contident. Such, for certain, is all Vil> | 
the any; and other leſs miſchievous Intentions may be 
od- very improper to be Communicated to a ſecond 

ole i Perſon. In ſuch a Caſe therefore the Audience 


muſt obſerve, whether the Perſon upon the Stage 
takes any notice of them at all, or no. For if he 
ſuppoſes any one to be by, when he talks to. him- 
ſelf, it is monſtrous and ridiculous to the laſt de- 
gree. Nay, not only in this Caſe, but in any Part 
of a Play, if there is expreſſed any Knowledge of 
an Audience, it is inſufferable. But otherwiſe, 
when a Man in Soliloquy reaſons with himſelf, 
and Pro's and Cox's, and weighs all his Deſigns: 
We ought not to imagine that this Man either talks 
to us, or to himſelf; he is only thinking, and 
thinking ſuch Matter as were inexcuſable Folly in 
him to ſpeak. But becauſe we are conceal'd: Spec- 
tators of the Plot in Agitation, and the Poet finds 
It neceſfary to let us know the whole Myſtery of 
lis Contrivance, he is willing to inform us of this 
PFaſon's Thoughts; and to that end is forc'd to 
LY make uſe of the Expedient of Speech, no other 
better way being yet invented for the Communica- 
on of Thought, 

. A 4 - Another 
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honeſt Man, who has an entire Confidence in one 


the Play. 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Another very wrong Objection has been mad 
by ſome who have not taken Leiſure to diſtinguiſh 
the Characters. The Hero of the Play, as they 
are pleas'd to call him, (meaning Mellefont) is: 
Gull, and made a Fool, and cheated: Is ever 
Man a Gull and a Fool that is deceiv'd? At tha 
rate I'm afraid the two Claſſes of Men will be re 
duc'd to one, and the Knaves themſelves be at: 
loſs to juftify their Title: But if an Open-hearte( 


whom he takes to be his Friend, and whom he 
has oblig'd to be ſo; and who (to confirm him in 
his Opinion) in all Appearance, and upon ſeveri 
Trials has been ſo: If this Man be deceiv'd by the 
T reachery of the other; muſt he of neceſſity com- 
mence Fool immediately, only becauſe the other 
has prov'd a Villain? Ay, but there was Caution 
given to Mellefont in the firſt Act by his Friend 
Careleſs, Of what Nature was that Caution! 
Only to give the Audience ſome Light into th 
Character of Maskwell, before his Appearance; 
and not to convince Mellefant of his Treachery; 
for that was more than Careleſs was then able iv 
do: He never knew Maskwell guilty of any Vil 
lany; he was only a ſort of Man which he did 
not like. As for his ſuſpecting his Familiarity with 
my Lady Touchwood : Let 'em examine the An 
ſwer that Mellefont makes him, and compare i. 
with the Conduct of Mastwell's Character through” 


I would beg 'em again to look into the Charade 
of Maskwell before they accuſe Mellefont of Weak: 
neſs for being deceiv'd by him. For upon ſumming 
up the Enquiry into this Objection, it may be found 
they have miſtaken Cunning in one Character, tu 
Folly in another, 


But 
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But there is one thing, at which I am more con- 
ned than all the falle Criticiſms that are made 
bon me; and that is, ſome of the Ladies are of- 
nded. I am heartily ſorry for ir, for 1 declare I 
ould rather diſoblige all the Criticks in the 
orld, than one of the fair Sex. They are con- 
ned that I have repreſented ſome Women Vi- 
ous and Affected: How can I help it? It is the 
ulinels of a Comick Poet to paint the Vices and 
ollie» of Human-kind; and there are but two 
nes, Male, and Female, Men, and Women, 
hich have a Title to Humanity: And if I leave 
ne half of them out, the Work will be imperfect. 
ſhould be very glad of an Opportunity to make 
y Compliment to thoſe Ladies who are offended : 
ut they can no more expett it in a Comedy, than 
be Tickled by a Surgeon, when he's letting em 
lood. They who are Virtuous or Diſcreet, ſhould 
ot be Offended; for - ſuch Characters as theſe 
[tinguiſh hem, and make their Beauties more 
ning and obſerv'd : And they who are of the 
her kind, may nevertheleſs paſs for ſuch, by 
ging not to be diſpleas'd, or rouch'd with the 
Vi ere of this Comedy. Thus have they alſo wrong- 
qi accus'd me of doing them a Prejudice, when 
have in reality done them a Service. 

You will pardon me, Sir, for the Freedom I 
ie of making Anſwers to other People, in an 
illle which ought wholly to be ſacred to you: 
ut fince I intend the Play to be ſo too, I hope I 
ay take the more Liberty of Juſtifying it, where 

i in the Right. 

[ muſt now, Sir, declare to the World, how 
nd you Have to my Endeayours; for in re- 
id of what was well meant, you have excus'd 
nat was ill perform'd. I beg you would con- 
ve the lame Method in your Acceptance of this 
A Dedication. 


The Es iſtte Dedicatory. 

Dedication. I know no other way of makiiy 
Return to that Humanity you ſhew'd, in protect 
an Infant, but by Enrolling it in your Servi 
now that it is of Age and come into the Woy 
Therefore be "by, to accept of this as an! 
knowledgment of the Favour you have ſhe 
me, and an Earneſt of the real Service and G 
titude of, 


S1 A, Tp 
Your Moft Obliged, 


Hamble Servani, 
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To my Dear Friend 
On his COMEDY, call'd, 


The DouBLEe-DEALER. 


7 ELL then; the promis d Hour is come at laſt; 
The preſent Age of Wit obſcures the paſt : 
Strong were our Sires; and as they Fought they Writ, 

Coqwring with Force of Arms, and Dint of Wit 3 
Theirs was the Giant Race, before the Flood; 

And thus, when Charles Return d, our Empire ſtood, 
Like Janus, he the ſtubborn Soil manur'd, 

With Rules of Husbaudry, the Kankneſs cur'd : 
Tan'd us to Manners, when "the Stage was rude ; 
And boiſt'rous Engliſh Wit, with Art indu d. 

Our Age was cultivated thus at length; 

But what we gain'd in Skill, we loſt in Strength, 
Our Builders wore, with Wart of Genius, curſt; 

The Second Temple was nat like the Firſt : 

'Tiil You, the beſt Vittuvius, came at length, 

Our Beauties equal; but exc I our Strength. 

Firm Dorique Pillars found Your ſolid Baſe: p 0 


The fair Corinthian crowns the higher Space; 

Thus all below is Strength, and all above is Grace. 

In eaſy Dialogue is Fietcher's Praiſe: 

He mov'd the Mind. but kad no Pow'r to raiſe, 
Great Johnſon did &y Strength of Fudgment pleaſe: 
Net doubling Fletcher's Force, he wants his Eaſe. 

In diff ring Talents both adorn'd their Age; 

Ore for the Study, tother for the Stage, 

But both to Congreve juſtiy ſhall ſubmit , 

One match d in Fudgment, beth o er: mateh d in I ĩt. 


Gay 
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Dr Him all Beauties of this Age we ſee, 
Etherege his Conrtſhip, Southern's Purity; 
The Satire, Wit, and Strength of Manly Wickerly, 
All this in blooming Youth you have Atchiev d; 
Nor are your foil'd Contemporaries griev' d; 
o much the Sweetneſs of your Manners move, 
We cannot Envy you, becanſe we Love. 
Fabius might-joy in Scipio, when.ke ſam 
A Beardleſs Conſul made againſt the Law, 
And join his Sufſrage to the Votes of Rome; 
Though he with Hannibal was overcome. 
Thus old Romano bow d to RaphaePs Fame; 
And Scholar to the Youth he taught, became. 
Oh that your Brows my Laurel had fi;ſlahi'd,. 
Well bad I been Depos'd, if You had Reign'd ! 
The Father had deſcended for the Son; 
For only You are lineal to the Throne, | 
Thus when the State one Edward did defoſe; 
A Greater Edward in his Room aroſe. 
But now, not I, but Poetry is curs'd ; 
For Tom the Second Reigns, like Tom the Firſt, 
But let em not miſtake my Patron's Part; 
Nor call his Charity their own Deſert. 
Yet this I Propheſy; Thou ſhalt be ſeen, 
Do with ſome ſhort Parentheſis between.) 
High on the Throne of Wit ; and ſeated there, 
Not mine (that's little) but thy Laurel wear. 
Thy firſt Attempt an early Promiſe made, 
That early Promiſe this has more than paid, 
So bold, yet ſo judiciouſiy you dare, 
That. — 140 Praiſe + D be Regular: 
Time, Place and Action, may with Pains be wrought, 
But Genius muſt be born; and never can be taught, 
This is Your Portion; this Your Native Store; 
Heav'n, that but once was Prodigal before, 
To Shakeſpear gave as much; ſhe-cowd not give him mort, 
Maintain your Peſt: That's all the Fame you need; 
Jor tis impoſſible jou ſhon'd proceed. 
Already. I. am worn With Cares and Age; 


Aud juſt abandoning th Ungrateful Stage: 
4 Unfprofitably 


rfitably kept at Heav'ns Expence, 

e a Rent charge on his Providence: 

You, whom ev'ry Muſe and Grace adorn, 
m 1 foreſee to better Fortune born, 

kind to my Remains; and oh defend, 

aint your Fudgment, your departed Friend! 
ot th inſulting Foe my Fame purſue; 
ſhade thoſe Laurels which deſcend to You : 
d take for Tribute what theſe Lines expreſs ; 
merit more; nor cou d my Love do leſs, 


TG Mr. CON GRE VE. 


Spoken by Mrs, Bracegirdle. 


M OORS have this Way (as Story tells) to know 
Whether their Brats are truly got, or no; 

Into the Sea, the New-boru Babe is thrown, 

There, as Inſtinf directs, to ſwim, or grown, 

A barbayous Device, to try if Spouſe 

Has kept religioufly ker Nuptial Vows, 


Such are the Trials, Poets make of Plays: 
Only they truſt to more inconſtant Seas; 
So does our Author, this his Child commit 
To the tempeſtuous Mercy of the Pit, 
To know if it be truly born of Wit. 


Criticks auaunt; for you are Fiſh of Prey, 
And feed, like Sharks, upon an Tufant Play. 
Bs ev'ry Monſter of the Deep away ; 

Let's have a fair Trial, and a clear Sea. 


Let Nature work, and do not Damn too ſoon, 
For Life will ſtruggle long, ere it ſank. down: 
And will at leaſt riſe thrice. before it drown. 
Let us conſider, had it been our Fate, 

Thus hardly to be prov'd Legitimate ! 
J will not ſay, we'd all in Danger been, 
Were each to ſuffer for his Mother's Sin: 
But by my Troth I cannot avoid thinking, 

Ho nearly ſome good Men might have ſcap d ſinking, 
But, Heavn be prais'd, this Cuſtom is confin d 
Alone to tht Offsfring of the Muſes kind: 


PROLOGUE. 


Chriſtian Cuckolds are more bent to Pity; 

know not one Moor- Hatband in the City. 
h good Man's Arms the Chopping Baſtard thrives,. 
y he thinks all his own that is his Wroes. 


Whatever Fate is for this Play deſign'd, 

be Toet's ſure he ſhall ſome Comfort find: 

w if his Muſe has play d him falſe, the worſt 
bat can befall him, is, to be drvoro'd; 

mm Husbands judge, if that, be to be Cars d. 


1 


Ne 
2 


- N 
* * „ 
. 


Dramatis Perſons: : 
ES 


"i | Maskwell, A Villain; 'pretended Friend 

WW. to Mellefont, Galant to Lady Touch-p Mr. Bettertqy, 
i ( wood, and in Love with Cynthia. | 
HY. = Lord Touchwood, Uncle to Mellefont. Mr. Kyna/ton, 
[1.58 7 Melle font, promiled to, and in Love Mr. William, 


| >, . C _ = 


N -. with Cynthia, 

| 1 Careleſs, his Friend. Mr. Verbrugy 
Lord Froth, A Solemn Coxcomb. Mr. Bowman, 

| e Brick, A pert Coxcomb. Mr. Powell. 
Sir Paul Plyant, An Uxorious, Fooliſh, 


q Jac old Knight; Brother to Lady 3 Mr. Degget. 
Fo. 0 wood, and Father to Cynthia. | N 


. W OM E N. 


| | l Lady Tokchweod, In Love with Mellefont. Mrs. Barrey. 


1 Cynthia, Daughter to Sir Paul by aT | . 
1 | former Wife, promiſed to Mellefont. — Brac gn 
A, Lady Froih, A great Coquet; Preten- 4 

x b * der to Poetry, Wit, and Learning. 5 Mrs, A | 
| i... Lady Plyant, Inſolent to her Husband & Mrs. Leigb. 
1 and eaſy to any Pretender. F 
9 i t | ; { 
i 1 

1 l Chaplain, Boy, Foot men, and Attendants. | 
144 N 2 
4; : 
Tes CE NE, A Gallery in the Lord Tad 
| HR_ wood's Houſe with Chambers adjoiifing. . 
I | H 
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rich. f 
JoUBLE-IDDEALER. | 
ECT 1. ͤ ͤ al 

u, aller) in the Lord Touchwood's Houſes | 


with Chambers adjoining. 


'r Careleſs, Croſſing the Stage, with bit Han || 
lover, and Sword in his Hands; as juſt riſen | 
am Table: Mellefont following him. | 


MEeLLEFONT. 


E D, Ned, whither ſo faſt? What, turn'd 
Flincher! Why, you wo'not leave us? 

Care. Where are the Women? I'm wea- 
12) ry of guzling,and begin to think them the 
better Company. ne 
2 Mel. Then thy Reaſon ſtaggers, and thou'rt 


ire. No, Faith, but your Fools grow noiſy——and if 

an muſt endure the Noiſe of Words without Senſe, I 

k the Women have more Muſical Voices, and become 
ſenſe better. | 

el, Why, they are at the end of the Gallery; vetir'd 
heir Tea, and Scandal; according to their Ancient 
tom, after Dinner, But I made a Pretence to | 
y you, becauſe I had ſomething to ſay to you in pti- * 
and 1 am not like to have many Opportunities this 

nung. 5 | | * {EET 51 


— — 

W 
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Care. And here's this Coxcomb moſt critically con 
mterrupt ou. ter 
SCENE IL 

[To them] Brisk. 


Brist. Boys, boys, Lads, where are you? What, do 
give ground? Mortgage for a Bottle, ha? Careleſs, th 
your Trick; you're always ſpoiling Company by leavingſior 
Care. And thou art always ſpoiling Comp my by 
ing into't. | : | 

Brick, Pooh, ha, ha, ha, I know you envy me, $ 
proud Spite, by the Gods! and burning Envy — H, 
Jjudg'd by Mellefont here, who gives and takes Rail 
better, you or I, Pſhaw, Min, when I ſay you { 
Company by leaving it, I mean you leave no Body for 
Company to leugh at. I think there I was with you, 


Mell. O' my Word, Brisk, that was a home thruf, 
have ſilenc'd him. 

Friis. Oh, my Dear Melleſont, let me periſh, if thou 
not the Soul of Converſation, the very Eſſence of 
and Spirit of Wine. The Duce take me, if there m 
three good Things ſaid, or one underſtood, fince thy 
putation from the Body of our Society. He, | th 
that's pretty and metaphorical enough: I'gai 1 could! 
have ſaid it out of thy Company; —Careef,, ha? 
Care. Hum, ay, what is't? 

; Brick. O, Mon Cœur! What is't! Nay gad Pi] po 
you for want of Apprehenſion: The Duce take me 
tell you. SES. . | 

Mel. No, no, hang him, he his no Taſte, —| 
dear Brick, excuſe- me, I have a little Buſineſs, 

Care. Prythee get thee gone; thou ſee'ſt we are ſeri 
| Mell. We'll-come immediately. if you'll but go in, 
4 keep up good Humour and Senſe in the Company: N 
thee do, they'll fall zfleep elſe. 
Brisk. Fgad fo they will—— Well I will, I wil', ga) 
mall command me from the Zenith to the Nadir, —» 
the duce take me if I ſay a good thing till you com 
But pr y thes dear Rogue, make haſte, pr'ychee make h 
iha!l burſt clſe, — And yonder your Uncle, my 

; 5 f Touch 


ond; ſwears he'll diſinherit y»o, and Sir Paul Plant 
tens to diſclaim you for a Sonn- L] ]Óand my Lord 
h won't dance at your Wedding to Morrow; 
he Duce take me, I won't write your Epithelamiuni— 
ſee whar a Conditiom you're like to be brought to. 
dl, Well, IM fpeak but three Words, and' follow you. 
1k, Enough, enough, Careleſs, bring your Appre- 
jon long with you . 
S'C E N:E. IL 

Mellefont, Carclefs, 


Aft. pert Coxcomb. 

ll. Faith tis a good. naturd Coxcomb, and has very 
taining Folſie: You muſt be more human to him; 
js juncture, it will do me Service; Pl} tell you, I 
ad have Mirth̃ continbed this Day at any rate; tho“ 
nce purchaſe Foliy, and Attention be paid with Noiſe: 
e are Times when Senſe may be unſeaſonable, as well 
rh. Pr'ythee do thou wear none to Day; but al- 
Brick to have Wit, that thou may'ſt ſeem a Fool, 

. Why, how' now, why this extravagant Propoſſ- 
I wo” D . : 
el O, I would have no room for ſerious Deſign for 


ice keep my Lady Tonchwood's' Read from working: 
Hell is not more buſy than her Brain, not contains 
e Devils, than that IMaginations. 
#7, I thought your' Fear ef her had been over Is. 
o Morrow appointed for your Marriage with Cynthia 
ber Father Sir Paul Plyant, come to ſettle the Wri- 
5 this Day, on purpoſe ? | 3 : 
. True; but you ſhall judge whether 1 have not 
ſon to be alarni'd; None beſides yoo, and Mabel, 
acquainted with the Secret of my Aunt Touchwood's 
ent Paſſion for me. Since my firſt Refuſal of her 
Ireſſes, ſhe has endeayour'd to do me all ill Offices 
d my Uncle; yet has managed em with that Subrilty,. 
to him they have born the Face of Kindneſs; while 
Malice, like a dark Lanthorn, only ſhone upon me, 
e it was directed. Still it gave me leſs Perplexity to- 
ent the Succeſs of her Diſpleaſure, than to avoid the- 
| ah Importunities 


- . 
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jealous of a Plot. 1 would have Noiſe and Imper- 
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Importunities of her Love; and of two Evils, I tha 
my fclf favour'd in her Averſion: But whether urg 
her Deſpair, and, the ſhort Proſpect of Time ſhe {ay 
accompliſh her Deſigns; whether the Hopes of Reue 
or of hey Love, terminated in the View of this my 
riage with Cynthia, I know not; but this Morning 
ſurpriz'd me in my Bed.—— 

Care. Was there ever ſueh a Fury! *cis well Natur 
not put it into her Sex's Power to raviſu.— Well, 
us! proceed. What follow'd? 

Mel. What at firſt amaz'd me; for I look'd to ha 
her in all the Tranſports of a ſlighted and revengeful 
man: But when I expected Thunder from her Voict 
Lightning in her Eyes; I ſaw her melted into Tears 
huſh'd into a Sigh. It was long before either of usſp 
Paſſion had ty'd her Tongue, and Amazement mine. 
In ſhort, the Conſequence was thus, ſhe omitted not 
that the moſt violent Love could urge, or tender W 
expreſs; which when ſhe ſaw had ne effect, but fi 
pleaded Honour and Nearneſs of Blood to my Uncle;t 
came the Storm I fear'd at firſt: For ſtarting from 
Bed-fide like a Fury, ſhe flew to my Sword, and 1 
much ado I prevented her doing me or her ſelf a Mile 
Having dilarm'd her, in a Guſt of Paſſion ſhe left me, 
in a Reſolution, confirm'd by a thouſand Curſes, not 
cloſe her Eyes, till they had ſeen my Ruin. 

Care. Exquiſite Woman! But what the Devil doe 
thick, thou haſt no more Senſe, than to get an Heir upon 
Body to diſinherit thy ſelf: for as I take it this Settled 
upon you, is, with a Proviſo, that your Uncle have 
Children. 

Mel. It is {>, Well, the Service you are to do me, 
be a Pleaſure to your ſelf; I muſt get you to engage 
Lady Hlyazt all this Evening, that my pious Aunt may 
work her to her Intereſt. And if you chance to ſe 
her to your ſelf, you may inc ine her to mige. vi 
handſom, and knows it; is very filly, and thinks ſhe 
Senſe, and has an old fond Husband. 

Care. I contels a very fair Foundation, for a Love 
kuild upon. 

- Mel, For my Lord Froth, he and his Wife * | 
5 ciet 
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I tho ty taken vp, with admiring one another, and Brixk's 
2 try, as they call it, I'll obſerve my Uncle my elf; 
Da Jack Maskwell has promiſed me, to watch my Aunt 


rowly, and give me notice upon any Suſpicion, As 
vir Paul, my wiſe Father-in-law that is tobe, my Dear 
thia has fuch a ſhare in Ris Fatherly Fondneſs, be would 
e make her a Moment uneaſy, to have her happy here- 


Y So, you have mann'd your Works: but I wiſh 
may not have the weakeſt Guard, where the Enemy 
rongeſt, - | 

ll, "Magkwell, you mean; pr'ythee why ſhould you 
ect him? | 5 

ve. Faith I cannot help it, you know I never lik d 


E. lam a little ſuperſtitious in Phyſiognomy. 
1 noo He has Obligations of Gratitude, to bind him to me; 
r V bependence upon my Uncle is through my Means. 
wt 88 Upon your Aunt, you mean. | 
ice. My Aunt! 


we. 'm miſtaken if there be not a Familiarity be- 
1 them, you do not ſuſpect : Notwithſtanding her Paſ- 
for you, 1 9 
d, Pooh, pooh, nothing in the World but his Deſign 
o me Service; and he endeayours to be well in her 
m, that he may be able to effect it. 
re, Well, I ſhall be glad to be miſtaken; but, your 
t's Averfionin her Revenge, eannot be any way ſo effe- 
Willy ſhewn, as in bringing forth a Child to diſinherit 
She is handſom and cunning, and naturally wanton, 
well is Fleſh and Blood at beſt, and Opportunities be- 
n them are frequent. His Affection to you, you” 
confeſſed, is grounded upon his Intereſt, that you 
tranſplanted; and ſhould it take Root in my Lady, 
t ſee what you can expect from the Fruit. | 

. I confeſs the Conſequence is viſible, were your 
icions juſt, But ſee, the Company is broke up, 
meet em. | 


a" SCENE IV. 


em] Lord Touchwood, Lord Froth, Sir Paul Plyant, 
and Brisk. 


| Toych, Out upon't, Nephew—Leaye your Father- 
RE 1 
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1 and me to maintain our Ground againſt 


Peop 

_= 1 beg your Lordſhip's perdon—We Were juf 
turning. 

Sir Paul. Were you, Son? Gadsbud much bettet 
is— Good ſtrange! I ſwear l'm almoſt tiply—t, 
Bottle would have been too powerful for me, as 
can be it would. We wanted your Company, but 
ria Where is he? Iſiear and yaw, he's a m 
cetious Perſon and the beſt Company. And my 
Froth, your Lordthip is ſo merry a Man, he, he, 2 

Ld. Froth. O oy, Sir aul. what do yqu mean? q 
O barbarous! I'd as lieve you call'd me Fool. 

Sir Paul. Nay, I proteſt.and.vow now, tis true; 
Mr. Brist jokes, your Lordſhip's Laugh does ſo be 
you, he, he, he. 

Ld. Frath. Ridiculous!-Sir Paul. re range ly 
taken, I find Champagnetis powerful. I aſſure you 
Paul, I laugh at no Body $ Jeſt bur my OWn, or a La 
J affure you, Sir Paul. 

Brick, How? how, my Lqrd? hat. affr ont my4 
Let me periſh, do I never ſay any thing worthy 

dat? 

Lad. Froth.: O foy, don't miſapprebend. me, { dont 
ſo, tor I often ſmile at your Conceptions. But tha 
nothing more ui becomins a Man otiQuality, thu 
Laugh; tis ſuch a vulgar Expreſſionof the dtaſſionl 
Body can lauνë. Then eſpetialy to daugh. at the e 
an inferior Pcrion, ot hen any body, elie of the 
Quality does not laugh. with once; ridiculous! To be 
ed with what pleaies the Croud! »Now ? when I 
Lalways laugh alone. 1 
Brit. l ſuppale hat's becauſe. vou laugh at-your 
Jets, 'gad, ha, ha; ha. 

Id. #8. He, he, ehe, your Railley pro 

me to a Smile. 

Brisk. Ay, my Lord, it's a ſign I hit youdm tbe x 
if you ſhew em. 

Ld. roth. He, he, he, 1 ſwear that' $ 4 very. ve un 
eun't forbear; | 


Cſt x 
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1. U find a Quibble bears more ſway in your Lord- 
Face, than a Jeſt. | | 


re juf 

f g, and drink a Diſh of Tea, to ſettle our Heads. 
ter Ir Paul. With all my Heart. Mr. Brisk, you'll come 
or call me when you joke, I'll be ready to laugh 


ttinently. 
"SCENE v. 

Mellemont, Careleſs, Lord Froth, Brisk. 

But does your Lordſhip never ſee Comedies? 
. Froth, O yes, ſometimes, — But I never laugh, 
y, No? 

. Froth, Oh, no. Never laugh indeed, Sir. 

. No! why what d'ye go there for? | 
roth. To diſtinguiſh my ſelf from the CommonaE 
id mortify.the- Poets; the Fellows grow fo coceit- 
vben any of their fooliſh Wit prevails upon the Side- 
I ſwear, he, he, he, 1 have often conſtrain'd 
Inclinations to laugh,. — he, he, he, to avoid giving 


my Encouragement, | 
by You are cruel to your ſelf, my Lord, as well as 
ious to them. 


done. Froth. I confeſs I did my ſelf ſome Violence at 
then but now I think I have conquer d it. | 
WW. Let me (periſh, my Lord, but there en 


n!.col particular in the Humour; tis true, it makes again 
e e and I'm. ſorry for ſome Friends of mine that write, 
the I'gzd, I love to be.maliciaus.—Nay, duce take me 


mond with a Diamond; no other Way, Lgad. 


you fſaund out the Wit. 

& Wit ln what? Where the Depifs the Wit, in 
kwphing when. a Man has a mind, tot? 80 
uk, . O Lord, why can't ycu find it out? Why there 
Lain the not laughing Don't you apprebend me? —= 
Lord, Careleſs is a, very honeſt Fellow, but hark'ye, — 


ref Wunder ſtand, me, ſomewhat heavy, a little Thallow, or 


F | 
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Tuch. Sir Paul, if you pleaſe we'll retire to the 8 


's Wit in't too - And Wit myſt be foil'd'by Wit; cut 
. Froth, Oh, I thought you would not be long, be- 


Why Lil tell you. now, ſuppoſe now you . come |. 
PF 


F my Wife ſhall ſupply you. Come, Gentlemen, a 2 


ge 7 
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poſe, as I was ſaying, you come up to me bolding 
Sides, and laughing, as if you would Well —| 
ay and ask the Cavſe of this immoderate Mirth 
.You laugh on till, and are notable to tell me—Still 
grave, not ſo much as ſmile. 
Care. Smile, no, what the Devil ſhould you ſmi 
when you ſuppoſe I can't tell you! 
Brisk. Pſhaw, pſhaw, pr 


ythee don't interrupt 
But I tell you, you ſhall tell me——at laſt 
ſhall be a great while firſt, 88 "TY 
Care. Well, but pr'ythee don't let it be a great 
becauſe I long to have it over, | 
Brisk. Well then, you tell me ſome good Jeſt, ot 
witty Thing, laughing all the while as if you were 
to die and I hear it, and look thus. Would nc 
be diſappointed? of ade, 
Care. No; for if it were a witty Thing, I ſhouli 
expect you to underſtand it. ge on 
Id. Froth. O foy, Mr. Careleſs, all the World 
Mr. Brisk to have Wit; my Wife ſays, he bas a preat 
J bope you think her a udge, | | 
Brisk. Poob, my Lord, his Voice goes for nothing 
1 can't tell how to make him apprehend.#-Take it ti 
Way. Suppoſe I ſay a witty thing to you? © 
Care. Then I ſhall be diſappointed indeed. 
Nel. Let him alone, Brist, he is obſtinately bent 
to be inflrufted. | 
_ Brick, I'm ſorry for him, the dace take me. 
Mel. Shall we go to the Ladies, my Lord? 
Ld. Froth, With all my Heart, methinks we are 
litude without em. 
Mel, Or, what ſay you to another Bottle of Champ 
Ld, Froth. O, for the Uniyerſe, not a Drop more ye: 
ſeech you. Oh Intemperate! I have a fluſhing 
Face already. [ Takes out a Potket-Glaſs, and lou nc 
Brisk. Let me ſee, let me ſee, my Lord, I brok 
_ Glaſs that was in the Lid of my Snuff. Box. Hum! i 
take me, I have encourag'd a Pimple here too. 
[Takes the Glaſs and 
Ld. Froth, Then you muſt mortify him with a! 


yo > 


is Company coming, 
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ing SCENE VI. 
— Lady Touchwood, and Maskwell. 
irth 


L. Toweh, I'll bear no more. are falſe and ungrates 
come, I know you falſmſee. 

Mask. I have been frail, I confeſs, Madam, for your 
dyſhip's Service. | 

L. Touch, That I ſhould truſt a Man, whom I had known 
ry his Friend! | 
ak, What Friend have I betray'd? Or to whom ? 

L Touch, Your fond Friend Mellefont, and to me; can 
deny it? | 

ak, I do not. 

L. Touch, Have you not wrong'd my Lord, who has 
na Father to you in your Wants, and given you Be- 
? Hive you not wrong'd him in the higheſt manner, 
his Bed ? | 
ſack, With your Ladyſhip's help, and for your Service, 
[told you before. I can't deny that neither. — Any 
ug mere, Madam? | 

, Touch. More! Audacious Villain. O, what's more, 
oſt my Shame. Have you not diſhonour'd me? 
Mak, No, "ag deny; for I never told in all my Life: 
that AccuſRion's anſwer'd; on to the next. 

L. Touch, Death, do you dally with my Paſſion? Inſo- 
t Devil! But have a care. Provoke me not; for, by 
Eternal Fire, you fhill not ſcape my Venge; nce. 
m Villain! How unconcern'd he ſtands, confeſſi- g 
xhery, and Ingratirude! Is there a Vice mere black! 
01 have Excuſes, thouſands for my Faults; Fire in 
Temper, Paſſions in my Soul, apt to ev'ry Proyoca- 
1; oppreſſed at once with Love, and with Deſpair. 
a ſedate, a thinking Vilhin, whoſe black Blood rung 
perately bad, what Excuſe can clear! 

Bk. Will you be in Temper, Madam? I would not 
not to be heard. I have been [Se walks about diſorder 4] 
ery great Rogue for your ſ{zke, and you reproach me 
dit; Tam ready to be a Rogue ſtill, to do you Ser- 
; aid you are flinging Conſcience and Honour in my 
oe, to rebate my Inclinations. How am I to behave 


gelt? You know I am ycur Creature, my Life md 
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Fortune in your Power; to diſoblige you, brings ms, 
tain Ruin. Allow it, I would betray you, I Wyon! 
be a Traitor to my ſelf: I don't pretend to Honeſty 
cauſe you know 1 am a Raſcal: But I would cory 
you from the Neceſſity of my being firm to you. 
L. Touch. Neceſſity, Impudence! Can no Gratitud 
cline you, no Obligations touch you? Haye not my} 
tune, and my Perſon been ſubjected to your Pleiſ 
Were you not in the Nature of a Servant, and haye 
I in effect made you Lord of all, of me, and of my L 
Where is that bumble Love, the Languiſhing, that {4 
ration, which once was paid me, and everlaſtingly engg 
Mask. Fixt, rooted in my Heart, whence nothing 
remove em, yet youm—— 
L. Touch, Yet, what yet? | 
Ma:k, Nay, miſconceive me not, Madam, when | 
J have had a Gen'rous, and a Faithful Paſſion, which 
had never favour'd, but through Revenge and Pole e. 
L. Touch, Ha! | 
Mask. Look you, Madam, we are alone, — Pray 
'tain your ſelf, and hear me. You know you loyd 
Nepbew, when I firſt figh'd for you; I quickly found 
an Argument that I Lov'd; for with that Art you 1 
your Paſſion, twas imperceptible to all but Jealous 
This Diſcovery made me bold, I confeſs it; for by i 
thought you in my Power. Your Nephew's Scorn 
you, added to my Hopes; I watch'd the Occaſion, 
took you, juſt Repulſed by him, warm at once, wiſja» 
Love aud Indignation; your Diſpoſition, my Argum L. 
and happy Opportunity, accomplifh'd my Deſign; I Mink 
the yielding Minute, and was bleſt. How 1 have Il 
you ſiace, Words have not ſhewn, then how fh 
Words expreſs ? ed ; a 
L. Touch, Well, mollifying Devil! — And have! 
met your Love with forward Fire? . 
Mask. Your Teal I grant was ardent, but mifpliffch 
"there was Revenge in view; that Woman's Idol h 
f1'd the Temple of the God, and Love was made \\ | 
Worth ip. A Son and Heir would have edg'd Hir 
1c!/sjont upon the Brink of Ruin, and left him aoecns 
eu to catch at for Prevention. 
Lie, | LT 
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L, Touch, Again, provoke me! Do you wind me like a 
num, only to route my own ſtilld Soul for your Diver. 
on? Confufion ! 

Maik. Nay, Madam, I'm gone, if you relapſe, What 
eeds this? I ſay nothing but what you your ſelf, in open 
Jours of Love, have told me, Why ſhould you deny it? 
ay, how can you? Is not all this preſent Heat owing to 
e fame Fire? Do you not love him ſtill? How have I 
is Day offended you, but in not n_—_ off his Match 
ith Cynthia? Which ere to Morrow ſhall be done. 
ad you but Patience. 

L. Touch, How, what ſaid you, Maikwell, — Another 
price to unwind my Temper? 

Mack, By Heay'n, no; 1 am your Slave, the slave of 
your Pleaſures; and will not reſt till 1 bave given you 
ace, would you ſuffer me. 

L. Touch, O, Mazkwell, in vain I do diſguiſe me from 
ee, thou know ſt me, knoweſt the very inmoſt Windings 
d Receſſes of my Soul.—Oh Mellefont ! I burn; mar- 
d to Morrow! Deſpair ſtrikes me. Vet my-Soulknows 
hate him too: Let him but once be mine, and next inn 
gediate Ruin ſeize him, 

Mast. Compoſe your ſelf, you'fhall poſſeſsand ruin kim 
0, — Will that pleaſe you? | 

L. Touch, How, how? Thou dear, thou 9 vil 
in, how ? 

- You have already been tampering with my Lady 


zum L "Duck, I have: She is ready for any Impreſſion I 
If unk fir, 
ve H Mack, She muſt be throughly perſuaded, that Mellefone 


es her, 

L. Touch, She is ſo credulous that way naturally, and 
les him ſo well, that ſhe will believe it faſter than I can 
ſuade her. But I don't ſee what you can propoſe from 


nifpunWch a crifling Deſign; for her firſt converfing with Mel- 
Bin, will convince her of the contrary.” 

4 Ml Mak, I know it.——1 don't depend upon it. But ir 
d ye 


ll prepare ſomething elſe; and gain us Leiſure to la a 
onger Plot: If gain a little me, I "_ not want 
dutrivance. | 


B 2 "ay 
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One Minute gives Invention to deſtroy, 
What to rebuild, will à whole Age employ. 


A 


ACT n. SCENE Lf 
Laa Froth and Cynthia. 


Eynt. | NDEED, Madam! Is it poſſible your Ladyſ 
| could have been ſo much in Love? 

L. Froth, I could not ſleep; I did not fleep one Wir 
for three Weeks together. | 

Cynt. Prodigious! I wonder, want of Sleep, and Wh 

much Love, and ſo much Wit as your Ladyſhip has, 
-not turn your Brain, 

L. Froth. O my dear Cynthia, you muſt not rally yi 
Friend, —— But really, as you ſay, I wonder too, Im 
But then I had a Way. — For between you and I, Ih 

Whimſies and Vapours, but I gave them Vent. * 

Out. How pray, Madam? f 

L. Froth. O I writ, writ abundantly, Do jt 
never write? | 

nt. Wrie, what? fe 

L. Troth. Songs, Elegies, Satires, Encomiums, Put 
gyricks, Lampoons, Plays, or Heroick Poems. 

. Cynt. O Lord, not I, Madam; I'm content to be 
eourteous Reader, Cy 

L. Froth, O Inconfiſtent! In Love, and not write! 
my Lord and I had been both of your Temper, wet 
never come together. O bleſs me! What a ſad thin 
would that have been, if my Lord and I ſhould nei 
have met?! | 

Cynt. Then neither my Lord nor you would ever he 
met with your Match, on my Conſcience. 

L. Froth. O' my Conſcience no more we ſhould; th 
ſay'ſt right —— For ſure my Lord Froth is as fine a Ge 
tleman, and as much a Man of Quality! Ah! Nothing 
all of the common Air, —— I think I may ſay he wi 
nothing, but a blue Ribbon and a Star, to make him (hit 
the very Phoſphorus of our Hemiſphere. Do you und: 

ſtand thoſe two hard Words? If you don't, I'll exp 
EET - 7? f | 


* * 


Cu 
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nt. Ves, yes, Madam, I'm not fo Ignorant, — At 
if | won't own it, to be troubled with your Inſtruc- 

dns. | [ Aſide. 
L Froth, Nay, I beg your Pardon; but being deriv'd” 
om the Greek, I thought you might have eſcap'd the 
ymology. But I'm the more amaz'd, to find you 
Woman of Letters, and not write! Bleſs me! how can 
elefont believe you love him? 

Out. Why Faith, Madam, he that won't take my 
ford, ſhall never have it under my Hand. 

L. Froth. I vow Mellefont's a pretty Gentleman, but 
ethinks he wants a Manner. | 

Cynt. A Manner! What's that, Madam? 

L. Froth. Some diſtinguiſhing Quality, as for Example, 
bell air or Brillant of Mr. Brick; the Solemnity, yet 
mplaiſance of my Lord, or ſomething of his own that 

Would look a little Fe-ne-pay quoyſh; he is too much a Me- 
xrity, in my Mind, 

nt. He does not indeed affect either Pertneſs or For- 

Ity ; for which I like him: Here he comes, 

L. Froth,, And my Load with him: Pray obſerve the 


ICTENCE,e 
8 C E N. E. II. 
[To them] Lord Froth, Mellefont, and Brisk. 


nt. Impertinent Creature! I could almoſt be y 
th her now, LAſide. 
L. Froth, My Lord, I have been telling Cynthia, how 
uch I have been in love with you; I ſwear | have; l'm 
It aſham'd to own it now; Ah! it makes my Heart leap, 
ow, I figh when I think on't: My dear Lord! Ha, ha, 
do you remember, my Lord? 
[Squeezes him by the Hand, looks kindly on him, ſighs 
and then laughs out. | 
Id. Froth. Pleaſant Creature! perfectly well, ab! that 
ok, ay, there it is; who could refit! twas fo my 
tart was made a Captive firſt, and ever fince bas been 
Love with happy Slavery. | 
. Froth. O that Tongue, that dear deceitful Tongue! 
pt charming Soſtneſs in your Mien and your Expreſſiqn, 
| then your Bow! Good my Lord, bow as you did 
| | ö; . - _ 
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when I give you my Picture, here ſuppoſe this my Pe! 
ture — [Gives him a Pocket. Glaſs.) Pray mind my Lori 
ah! he bows charmingly; nay, my Lord, you ſhan't k 
it ſo much; I ſha!l grow jealous, I vow now. t 
[He bows profoundly low, then kiſſes the Gli 
a Froth. I ſaw my ſelf there, and kiſs'd it for you 
ſake. | 
L. Froth, Ab! Galantry to the laſt Degree — Mr. Brik 
you're a Judge; was eyer any thing ſo well bred as m 
Lord? 
Brisk. Never any thing; but your Lady ſhip, let m 
periſh. 
L. Froth. O prettily turn'd again; let me die but yo 
have a great deal of Wit: Mr. Mellefont, don't you thinl 
Mr. Brisk has a World of Wit? <> oy 
. Mel, O, yes, Madam, 
Brit. O dear, Madam 
L. Froth. An infinite deal! 


Brist. O Heav'ne, Madam ty 
L. Fro0:h. More Wit than any Body. IC 
Brisk. I'm everlaſtiogly your 1 duce tall 

me, Madam. | ENT | 
Ld. Froth, Don't you think us a happy. Couple? a 
Cynt. 1 vow, my Lord, I think you the happieſt"! 
Couple in the World, for you're not only happy in off 

another, and when you are together, but happy in yo 
ſelves, and by your ſelves. | * 
Id. Froth, 1 hope Mellefort will make a good HusbadY, © 

too. - | | 

Cynt. Tis my Intereſt to believe he will, my Lord. 1 
Ld. Freth. D'ye think hell Love you as well as J do m Fl 
Wife? Im afraid not. Fl: 
Cyrt. I believe he'il love me better. L 
Ld. Froth. Heav'ns! that can never be; but why dee 


you think ſo? | 
Cynt. Becauſe be has not ſo much reaſon to be fon 
of himſelf. 
Ld. Froth, O your humble Servant for that, dear M 
d m; well, Mellefont, you'll be a happy Creature. 
Mel. Ay, my Lord, I ſhall have the ſame Reaſon ft 
my Happineſs that your Lordſhip has, I fhall think 1 


{clt happy. 
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Ld. Froth. Ah, that's all. | 
Brick. [to Lady Froth.] Your Ladyſhip is in the right; 
toad I'm wholly tura'd into Satire. I confeſs I write 
t ſeldom, but when I do— keen Iambicks Vgad, Bur 
Lord was telling me, your Ladyſhip has made an Eſſay 
ward an Heroick Poem. | 

L. Froth, Did my Lord tell you? Yes I yow, and the 
adject is my Lord's Love to me. And what do you 
ink I call it? I dare ſwear you won't gueſs —— The Sil- 
bub, ha, ba, ha, 

Brick, Becauſe my Lord's Title's Froth, 1'gad ; ba, ha, 
z duce take me very à propos and ſurprizing, ha, ha, ha. 
L. Froth, He, ay, is not it? And then I call my 
ord Spumoſo; and my ſelf, what d' ye think I call my felt ? 
Brick, Lactilla may be, —— gad I cannot tell. 

L. Froth. Biddy. that's all; juſt my own Name,- 

Brick, Biddy! Vgad very pretty — Duce take me if 
dur Lady ſhip has not the Art of ſurprizing the moſt 
nurally in = World, — I hope you'll make me happy 
| communicating the Poem, | 

L. Froth, O, you muſt be my Confident, I muſt ask 
our Advice, IS go | | 
Erick, 'm your humble Servant, let me periſh, —— I 
teſume your Ladyfhip has red Boſu? -_ 
L. Froth. O yes, and Rapine, and Dacier upon Ariſtotle 
nd Horace. My Lord, you mult not be jealous, I'm 
mmunicating all to Mr. Brisk. 

Ld, Forth, No, no, I'll allow Mr. Brisk; have you no- 
ling about you to ſhew him, my Dear? | 

L. Froth, Yes, I believe I have. Mr. Brick, come 
Fill you go into the next Room? and there Ii] ſhew you 
hat I have. | | | 
Ld. Froth, I'll walk a Turn in the Garden, and come 


o you. 
Mellefont, Cynthia. 
Mel. You're thoughtful, Cynthia ? | 
Ont. I'm thinking, tho* Marriage makes Man and 
Nite one Fleſh, it leaves em till two Fools; and they be- 
me more conſpicuous by ſetting off one another, 
B 4 Mel. 
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Mel. That's only when two Fools meet, and their Fq 
tics are oppos'd. 

nt. Nay, I have known two Wits meet, and by f 
Oppoſition of their Wit, render themſelves as ridiculous; 
Fools, *Tis an odd Game we're going to Play at: Wh 
think you of drawing Stakes, and giving over in time? 

Mel. No, hang't, that's not endeavouring to win, be 
cauſe it's poſſible we may loſe ; fince we have ſhuffic 
and cut, let's &en turn up Trump now, 

Cynt. Then I find it's like Cards, if either of us have! 
good Hand it is an Accident of Fortune, 

Mel. No, Marriage is rather like a Game at Bowl: 
Fortune indeed makes the Match, and the two nearef 
and ſometimes the two fartheſt are together, but tt 
Game depends intirely upon Judgment. 

Cynt. Still it is a Game, and conſequently one of u 
mult be a Loſec. | 

Mel. Not at all; only a friendly Trial of Skill, and the 
Winnings to be laid out in an Entertainment. _— What 
here, the Muſick! — Oh, my Lord has promiſed th 
Company a new Song, we'll get em to give it us by the 
way. [ Muſicians croſſing the Stage] Pray let us have th 
I of you, to practiſe the Song, before the Company 
car it. 


M. 


SONG, 


| I. 
C Ynthia frowns when-e er I woe her, 
Yet ſhe's vext if I give over; 

Much ſhe fears I ſhould undo her, 

But much more to loſe her Lover: 

Thus, in doubting, > x 7 

And not winning, thus fhe loſes. 

II. 

Pr'3thee, Cynthia, look behind you; 

Age and Wrinkles will dertake you; 

Ten too late Deſire will find you, 

When the Power muft forſake you: 

Think, O think ot ſad Condition, 

To be paſt, yet wiſh Fruition. 


— 
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Mel. You ſhall have my Thanks below. | 
{To the Muſick, they go aut. 


Fa 


A SCENE IV. 
0 [To them] Sir Paul Plyant and Lady Plyant. 


dir Paul. Gads bud! I am provok'd into a Fermenta- 
u, as my Lady Froth ſays; was ever the like read of in 
pry ? 
LP, Sir Paul, have Patience; let me alone to rattle 
m up. | | 
dir Paul. Pray your L1dyſhip give me leave to be angry 
PIl rattle him up I warrant you, PI] firk him with 
tlorari. | 
L. P. You firk him, I'll firk him my ſelf; pray, Sir 
, hold you contented, 
ut. Bleſs me, what makes my Father in ſuch a Paſ- 
! never ſaw him thus before. 
ai Paul. Hold your ſelf contented, my Lady Plyant, — - 
the dad Paſſe>n coming upon me by Inflation, and I cannot 
; theſWmit as formerly, therefore give way. | 
. thi L p. How now! will you be pleaſed to retire, and — + 
pan ir Paul. No marry will I not be pleaſed; I am pleaſed 
be angry, that's my Pleaſure at this time. | 
Mel. What can this mean! 
L. P. Gids my Life, the Man's diſtracted, why how 
w, who are you? What am I? Slidikins can't I go- 
nyou? What did I marry you for? Am 1 not to be 
flute and uncontrolable? Is it fit a Woman of my 
it, and Conduct, ſhould be contradicted in a Matter 
this Concern? - | 
dr Paul. It concerns me, and only me; — Beſides, - 
aot to be govern'd at all times. When I am in Tran- 
ö llity, my Lady Plyant ſhall command Sir Paul; but 
ten I am provok'd to Fury, I cannot incorporate with 
fence and Reaſon, — as ſoon may Tigers match with 
gers, Lambs with Lambs, and every Creature couple 
th irs Foe, as the Poet ſays. 
L. P. He's hot-headed till! *Tis in vain to talk to 
„ but remember I have a Curtain- Lecture for you, 
diſobedient, headſtrong Brut | 2 
B Sir 
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Sir Paul. No, *tis becauſe I won't be Headſtrong, 
cauſe I won't be a Brute, and have my Head fortify't 
that I am thus exaſperated, — But I will protect my H 
nour, and yonder is the Violator of my Fame. 
I.. P. *Tis my Honour that is concern d. and the Vit 
lation was intended to me. Your Honour! You ha 
none but what is in my keeping, and I can diſpoſe of i 
when I pleaſe — therefore don't provoke me. 

Sir Paul. Hum, gads-bud ſhe ſays true — Well, m 
Lady, march on, I will fight under you then: I am co 
vinced, as far as Paſſion will permit, 

[L. Plyant and Sir Paul come up to Mellefor 

L. P. Inhuman and treacherous 
Sir Paul, Thou Serpent and firſt Tempter of Woma 
kind, | 

Cyr. Bleſs me! Sir; Madam; what mean you? 

Sir Paul. Thy, Thy, come away Thy, touch him noſe: 
come hither, Girl, go not near him, there's nothing b 
Deceit about him; Snakes are in his Peruke, and 
==> of Nilus is in his Belly, he will eat thee 1 
alive, | 

L. P. Diſhonourable, impudent Creature! 

Mel. For Heav'n's ſake, Madam, to whom do yi 
direct this Language 

L. P. Have | behay'd my ſelf with all the Decom 
and Nicety, befitting the Perſon of Sir Paul's Wife? Ha 
I preſery'd my Honour as it were in a Snow-Houſe {FF 
theſe three Years paſt? Have I been white and unſully M 
even by Sir Paul himſelf? ant 

Sir Paul. Nay, ſhe has been an invincible Wife, even 
me, that's the truth on't. | 

L. P. Have I, I ſay, preſerv'd my ſelf, like a fair Sh 
of Paper, for you to make a Blot upon ? ——— 

Sir Paul, And ſhe ſhall make a Simile with any W 
man in England, 

Mel. I am ſo amaz'd, I know not what to ſay. 

Sir Paul. Do you think my Daughter, this pretty Cre 
ture; gads-bud ſhe's a Wife for a Cherubin! Do 30 
think her fit for nothing but to be a ſtalking Horſe, 
ſtand before you, while you take aim at my Wife; G 
bud I was never angry before in my Life, and I'i] neff. 

: — 2M 
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2, de Mel. Hell and Damnation! This is my Aunt; ſuch 
tity ice can be engendred no where elſe. 

1y Hol L. P. Sir Paul, take Cynthia from bis Sight; leave me 
ſtrike him with the Remorſe of his intended Crime. 
Out. Pray, Sir, ſtay, hear him, I dare affirm he's In» 
cent. | 1 
Sir Paul. Innocent! Why hark'ee, come hither Thy, 
Wee, I had it from his Aunt, my Siſter Touchwood, ——, 
bud he does not care a Farthing for any thing of 
but thy Portion, why he's in love with my Wife; 
would have tantaliz'd thee, and made a Cuckold of 
lefongiyy poor Father. and that would certainly have broke 
Heart — Pm ſure if ever I ſhould have Horns, they 
ould kill me; they would never come kindly, I ſhould 
of *em, like a Child, that was cutting his Teeth —— 
ſhould indeed, Thy — therefore come away; but Pro- 
dence has prevented all, therefore come away, when [ 
ad you. 


Ont. I muſt obey, 


S NV. 


Lady Plyant, Mellefont. 


L. P. O, Such a thing! the Impiety of it ſtartles me 
corul wrong ſo good, fo fair a Creature, and one that loves 
Wu tenderly — tis a Barbarity of Barbarities, and no- 
ag could be guilty of it — * 
Mel. But the greateſt Villain Imagination can form, I 
mt it; and next to the Villany of ſuch a Fact, is the 
lany of aſperſing me with the Guilt. How?*which 
iy was I to wrong her? For yet I underſtand you not. 
L. P. Why, gads my Life, Couſin Mellefont, you can- 
t be ſo peremptory as to deny it; when I tax you with 
o your Face; for now Sir Paul's gone, you are Corum 
uns, 

Mel. By Heay'n, I love her more than Life, or 
L. P. Fiddle, faddle, don't tell me of this and that, and 
ry Thing in the World, but give me Mathemaculer De- 
he ſtra ion, anſorer me directſy —— But l have not Pa- 
nce — Oh! The Impiety of it, as I was ſaying, and 
E voparallcll'd Wickedneſs! O merciful Father! _ 
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could you think to reverſe Nature fo, to make the Dy 

ghter the Means of procuring the Mother? 
Mel. The Daughter to procure the Mother ! 
L. P. Ay, for tho' I am not Cyathia's own Mother, 

am her Father's Wife; and that's near enough to make 

Inceſt. e 

Mel. Inceſt! O my precious Aunt, and the Devil 
Conjunction. ro 14 

L. P. O reflect upon the Horror of that, and then 
Guilt of deceiving every Body; marrying the Daugbte 
only to make a Cuckold of the Father; and then ſeduci 
me, debauching my Purity, and perverting me from t 
Road of Vertue, in which I have trod thus long, a 
never made one Trip, not one faux pas; O conſider i. 
what would you have to anſwer for, if you ſhould pt 
voke me to Frailty? Alas! Humanity is feeble, Heay 

- knows! very feeble, and unable to ſupport it ſelf. 

Mel, Where am 1? Is it Day? and am I awake? M 
dam — | 

L. P. And no Body knows how Circumſtances r 
happen together, — To my thinking, now I could rei 
the ſtrongeſt Temptation, —— But yet I know, tis in 

oſſible Br me to know whether I could or not, there 

no Certainty in the Things of this Life. 

Mel. Madam, pray give me leave to ask you one Qu 
tion. 

L. P. O Lord, ask me the Queſtion, I'II ſwear Vir 
fufe it; I ſwear I'll deny it — therefore don't ask m 
nay you ſhan't ask me, I ſwear I'll deny it. O Gemi 
you have brought all the Blood into my Face; I warrat 
I am as red as a Turky-Cock; O fy, Couſin Mellefont! 

Mel. Nay, Madam, hear me; I mean 
L. P. Hear you, no, no; I'll deny you firſt, and h 
you afterwards. For one does not know how on 

Mind may change upon hearing. — Hearing is one 
the Senſes, and all the Senſes are fallible; I won't trug, 
my Honour, I aſſure you; my Honour is infallible at 
uncomatible. : 

Mel, For Heav'a's ſake, Madam, 
L. P, O name it no more Bleſs me, how can 5. 
talk of Heav'n! and have ſo much Wickedneſs in vod, 2 
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Wert? May be you don't think it a Sin,. They fay 

ne of you Gentlemen don't think it a Sin. May be - 
no Sin to them that don't think it ſo; Indeed, if 1 
not think it a Sin — But ſtill my Honour, if it were 
rake Wh Sin, — But then, to marry. my Daughter, for the 
yen ency of frequent Opportunities, — Ill never con- 
it to that, as ſure as can be, I'll break the Match. | 
Mel, Death and Amazement, Madam, upon my- 


jees : 
Lee. Nay, nay, riſe up, come you ſhall fee my Good- 
ure. I know Love is powerful, and no Body can 
u his Paſſion: *Tis not your Fault; nor I ſwear it is 
t mine, —— How can I help ir, if I have Charms? And 


Jer w can you help it, if you are made a Captive? I ſwear 
pri pity it ſhould be a Fault, —— But my Honour, 
lea el, but your Honour too — but the Sin! — well but 


t Neceſſity — O Lord, here's ſome Body coming, I 
re not ſtay. Well, you muſt conſider of your Crime; 
| ſtrive as much as can be apainſt it, — ſtrive be ſurs 
But don't be melancholick, don't deſpair, - But never 
nk that I'll grant you any thing; O Lord, no; — But 
fure you lay aſide all Thoughts of the Marriage, for 
MW | know you don't love Cynthia, only as a blind for 
ur Paſſion to me; yet it will make me Jealous, — O 
jd, what did I ſay? Jealous! no, no, I can't be jealous, 
[ muſt not love you, therefore don't hope. 
t don't deſpair neither, — O, they're coming, I muſk 


. 


| Mellefont a/one. - 

Mel. L after a Pauſe. ] So then, — ſpite of my Care 
Foreſight, I am caught, caught in my Security, —— 
t this was but a ſhallow Artifice, unworthy of my 
rchiavilian Aunt: There muſt be more behind, this is 
me firſt Flaſh, the priming of her Engine; Deſtraction 
bys bard, if not moſt preſently prevented. : 


* 

SCENE VII. 

[To him] Mask well. 
vel. Maskwell, welcome, thy Preſence is a view of 
vo, appearing to my ſhipwrack'd Hopes: The —_ 
ail 4+ | a 
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ul has rais'd the Storm, and her Minifters have done tb 
Work; you ſee the Veſſels are parted. 
Mask. I know it; I met Sir Paul towing away C 
thia: Come, trouble not your Head, [ll join you togett 
ere to Morrow Morning, or drown between you in i 
Attempt. | 

Mel. There's Comfort in a Hand ſtretchd out, to « 

that's ſinking; tho' nc'er ſo far off, | 

Mask. No linking, nor no Danger. Come, chi 
up; why you don't know, that while I plead for q 
your Aunt has given me a retaining Fee; — Nay, I. 
your greateſt Enemy, and ſhe does but Journey-Wc 
under me. Nin 

Mel, Ha! How's this? 

Mask, What d'ye think of my being employ'd in 
Execution of all her Plots? Ha, ha, ba, by Heay'n | 
true; I have undertaken to break the Match, I haye 
dertaken to make your Uncle diſinherit you, to get] 

. turn'd out of Doors; and to—— Ha, ba, ha, I can'tt 
you for Laughing, —— Oh ſhe has open'd her Heart 
me, —— I am to turn you a grazing, and to — Ha, rr. 
ha, marry Cynthia my ſelf ; there's a Plot for you. 

Mel. Ha! O ſee, I ſee my riſing Sun! Light breaks th 
Clouds upon me, and I ſhall live in Day — O my M1 
well! How ſhall I thank or praiſe thee; Thou haſt o Du 
witted Woman. — But tell me, how could'ſt thou thi, 
get into her Confidence? — Ha! How? But was it | 
Contrivance to perſuade my Lady Plyant to this extra 
gant Belief? | | 

Mask. It was, and to tell you the Truth I encourig 
it for your Diverſion: Tho' it made you a little une 
for the preſent, yet the Reflexion of it muſt needs 
entertaining, — I warrant ſhe was very violent at firſt, 

Mel. Ha, ha, ha, ay, a very Fury; but I was moſt Wi! 
fraid of her Violence at laſt, —— If you had not come Wh 
you did, I don't know what ſhe might have attempteol h 

Mask. Ha, ha, he, I know her Temper, — Well, y 
muſt know then, that all my Contrivances were b 
Bubbles; *cill at laſt I pretended to baye been long ſecre 
in love with Cynthia; that did my Buſineſs; that cony 
cd your Aunt, I might be truſted; fince it was as = 
| ters 
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ne tet as hers to break the Match: Then, ſhe t be 
ſealouſy might qualify me to aſſiſt her in her 
vay e. And, in ſhort, in that Belief, told me the Secrets 
together Heart. At length we made this Agreement, if I 
2 in G@opliſh her Deſigns (as Itold you before) ſhe has en- 
to put Cynthia with all her Fortune into my Power. 
4, She is moſt gracious in her Fayour, — Well, god 
Jack, how haſt thou contrived? - — * 
(zk. I would not have you tay to hear it now; for 
or yt know, but ſhe may come this Way; I am to 
7, I at ber anon; after that, II tell you the whole Matter; 
- WoWhere in this Gallery an Hour hence, by that time I 
pine our Conſultation may be oyer. 
„ I will; *tiil then Succeſs attend thee. 
in 


= SCENE VII. 


ye Maskwell alone. 


et rin then, Succeſs will attend me; for when I meet 
nt I meet the only Obſtacle to my Fortune. Cynthia 
eart y Beauty gild my Crimes; and whatſoever I commit 
» WTreachery or Deceit, ſhall be imputed to me as a Me- 
Treachery, what Treachery? Love cancels all the 
ds of Friendſhip, and ſets Men right upon their firſt 
Indations, | 
Puty to Kings, Piety to Parents, Gratitude to Benefac- 
„ and Fidelity to Friends, are different and particular 
: But the Name of Rival cuts 'em all aſunder, and is 
Feral Acquittance — Rival is equal, and Love like 
ath an univerſal Leveller of Mankind. Ha! But is there 
ſuch a Thing as Honeſty? Yes, and whoſotyer has 
tbout him, bears an Enemy in his Breaſt: For your 
feſt Man, as I take it, is that nice, ſcrupulous, conſci- 
ous Perſon, who will cheat no Body but himſelf; ſuch 
ther Coxcomb, as your wiſe Man, who is too hard 
all the World, and will be madea Fool of by no Body, 
Wi bimſclf; Ha, ha, ha: Well for Wiſdem and Honeſty, 
eme Cunning and Hypocriſy; ob, tis ſuch a Pleaſure, 
nele- for fair-fac'd Fools! Then that hungry —_— 
edulity will- bite at any thing - Why, let me ſee, I have 
ame Face, the ſame Words and Accents, when. I ſpeak 
at I do think; and when I ſpeak what Ido OR 


ta « 


„ cht 


40 The DoußIE-DEATEx. 
the very ſame — and dear Diſſimulation is the only 
not to be known from Nature. | 

Why will Mankind be Feols, and be deceiv d! 
And wih are Friends and Lovers Oaths believ/d? 
When, each, who ſearches ſtrictly bis own Mind. 
May ſo much Fraud and Power of Baſeneſi find. 


er HK SCENE | 
Lord Tonchwood, and Lady Touchwocd. 


1. 1. Lord, can you blame my Brother Phan 

he refuſe his Daughter upon this Provocatio 
The Contract's void by this unheard of Impiety. 
Id. T. I don't believe it true; he has better Principle 
Pho, 'tis Nonſenſe. Come, come, I know my Lady i 
ant has a large Eye, and won'd centre every Thing in 
own Circle; *tis not the firſt tire ſhe has miſtaken | 
ſpe& for Love, and made Sir Paul jealous of the Civility 
an undeſigning Perſon, tte better toteſpeak his Security 
her unfeigned Pleaſures. 

L. T. You cenſure hardly, my Lord; my Siſter's 
nour is very well known. 

Ld. T. Yes, I believe I know ſome that have been 
miliarly acquainted with it. This is a little Trick wroug 
by ſome pitiful Contriver, envious of my Nephew's | 
rit, 

I. T. Nay, my Lord, it may be fo, and J hope it: 
be found fo: But that will require ſome time; for in ſi 
a Caſe as this, Demonſtration is neceſſary. 

Ld. I. There ſhould have been Demonſtration of 
cen rary too, before it had been beliey d—.. 

L. T. So J ſuppoſe there was. 

Ld T. How? Where? When? 

L. T. That I can't tell; nay I don't ſay there was 
4 am willing to believe as favourably of my Nephew 

can. 

Ld, T. I don't know that.- [ Half 4 

L. T. How? Don't you believe that, ſay you, my L. 

Ld. T No, I don't ſay ſo—T confeſs 1 am trouble! 
find you ſo cold in his Defence, , 
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r nis Defence! Bleſs me, wou'd you have me de- 


a1 ill Thin 

. T. You believe it then? | 

T I don't know; I am very unwilling toſpeak my 
wohts in any thing that may be to my Coulin's Dit- 
nage; beſides, I find, my Lord, you are prepared to 
je an ill Impreſſion from any Opinion of mine which 
tt conſenting with your own: But ſince I am like to 

|. WihpeAecd in the End; and tis a Pain any longer to diſ- 
le, I own it to you; in ſhort I do believe it, nay, and 

od. Niere any thing worſe, if it were laid to his Charge— 

[ — me my Reaſons, my Lord, for they are not fit 

told you. 

. T. I'm amaz'd, here muſt be ſomething more than 

my in this, [Aſide.] Not fit to be told me, Madam? 

en have no Intereſts, wherein I am not concern'd, 

onſequently theſame Reaſons ought to be convincing- 

e, which create your Satisfaction or Diſquiet. 

T. But thoſe which cauſe my Diſquiet, 1 am willing 

remote from your hearing. Good my Lord, dont 


me. 
I. Don't oblige me to preſs you. 

I. Whatever it was, *tis paſt: And that is better to 
known which cannot be prevented; therefore let me 
cu to reſt ſatisfy's | | 

I. When you have told me, I will 

J. You won't. 

T. By my Life, my Dear, I will. 

I, What if you can't. | 

T. How? Then I muſt know, nay I will: No more 
l charge you tell me—By all our mutual Peace 
ne; upon your Duty | 
I. Nay, my Lord, you need ſay no more, to make 
my Heart before you, but don't be thus tranſport- 
- mpoſe your ſelf: It is not of Concern, to make 
le one Minute's Temper. Tis not indeed, my Dear, 
by this Kiſs you ſhan't be angry. O Lord, I wiſh+ 
ot told you any thing. Indeed, my Lord, you 
nghted me. Nay, look pleas'd, I'll tell you. 
I. Well, well, 3: ＋— | 

. Nay, but will you be calmm—indeed it's nothing 
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Id. T. But what? | 


L. T. But will you promiſe me not to be angry—\ p 
you muſt Not to be angry with Mellefont—l dare c 
he's ſorry—and were it to do again, would not F 
J — T. Sorry, for what? Death, you rack me wi +; 

Clay. | 

L. TI. Nay, no great Matter, only— Well 1 have yt ; 
Promiſe, =-— Pho, why nothing, only your Nephew ih ; 

a mind to amuſe himſelf, ſometimes with a little Gi, | 
try towards me, Nay, I can't think he meant any thi | 
ſeriouſly, but methought it look'd odly. 

Ld. T. Confuſion and Hell, what do I hear! 

L. T. Or, may be, he thought he was not enough; 
kin to me, upon your Account, and had a mind to cr. 
a nearer: Relation on his own; a Lover you. know, n 
Lord— Ha, ha, ha, Well but that's all Now you hy 4 
it; well remember your Promiſe, my Lord, and i | 
take any Notice of it to him, M, 

Ld. T. No, no, no—Damnation ! 

L. I. Nay, I ſwear you mult not — A little bam 
Mirth— Only miſphc'd, that's all— But if it were mol. 
*tis over now, and all's well, For my part, 1 have fo lit 
it; and ſo has he, I hope--for I have not heard any the 
from him theſe two Days. | * 

Ld. T. Theſe two Days! Is it ſo freſh? Unnatuta . p. 
lain! Death, I'll have bim ſtripp'd and turn d naked out WM: 
my Doors, this Moment, and let him rot and periſh I. 
ceſtuous Brute! m 

L. T. O for Heav'n's fake, my Lord, you'll ruin me 0 


you take ſuch publick Notice of it, it will be a Tovyn-tal 
Con ſider your own and my Honour —nay, I told yt 
you would not be ſatisfied when you Knew it. 

Ld. T Before I've done, I will be ſatisfy'd. Ungri 
ful Monſter, how long? 

L. T. Lord, I don't know: I wiſh my Lips had groꝶ 
together when I told you —— Almoſt a Twelyemonti- 
Nay, I won't tell you any more, till you are your kh 
Pray, my Lord, don't let the Company fee you in tit 
Diſorder Yet, I confeſs, I can't blame you; for I thu 
I was never ſo ſurpriz d in my Life= W ho woll 
have thought my Nephew could have ſo * i 


. 


The DovbIE-DRAL ER. 43 


due ſ— But will you go into your Cloſet, and recover 
r Temper. Vil make an Excuſe of ſudden Buſineſs to 
Company, and come to you, Pray, good dear my 
d, let me beg you do now: I come immediate!y, 
tell you all; will you, my Lord? 

d. T. 1 will-I am mute with Wonder, 

. Well, but go now, here's ſome body coming. 

d. T. Well, I go—You won't ſlay, for I would 
more of this. 

T. I follow inſtantly=—So, 


GR N E IL 


Lady Touchwood, Maskwell. 


Mask. This was a Maſter · Piece, and did not need my 
p—tho' I ſtood ready for a Cue to come in and con- 
n all, had there been Occaſion. 
I. Have you ſeen Mellefont? | 
Mask. J have; and am to meet him here about this time, 
J. Hovz does he bear his Diſappointment? 

Mack. Secure in my Aſſiſtance, he feem'd not much af- 
ed, but rather laugh'd at the ſhallow Artifice, which 
little time muſt of Neceſlity diſcover. - Yet he is ap- 
henſive of ſome farther Deſign of yours, and has 1 
d me to watch you, I believe he will hardly be able 
prevent your Plot, yet I would have you uſe Caution 
d Expedition, | | 
L. T. Expedition indeed; for all we do, muſt be per- 
mid in the remaining Part of this Ev'ning, and before 
Company break up; leſt my Lord ſhould cool, and 
ve an Opportunity to talk with him privately——My 
d muſt not ſee him again. | 
Mask. By no Means; therefore you muſt aggravate my 
ord's D. ſpleaſure to a Degree that will admit of no Con- 
ence with him. What think you of mentioning me? 
L.T. How? 
Mak. To my Lord, as having been privy to Mellefont's 
hgn upon you, but ſtill uſing my utmoſt Endeayours 
diſſuade him: Tho? my Friendſhip and Love to him 
made me conceal it; yet you may fay, I threatned the 
xt time be attempted any thing of that kind, to'diſco- 
rit to my Lord, . | 

a L. * 
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L. T. To what end is this? 

Mask. It will confirm my Lord's Opinion of my | 
n-ur and Honeſty, and create in him a new Confidey 
in me, which (ſhould this Deſign miſcarry) will be iſ 
ceſſary to the forming another Plot that I have int 
Head To cheat you, as well as the reſt. [4 

L. T. I'll do it Pl] tell him you hindred him on 
from forcing me, | 

Mask. Excellent! Your Lady ſhip has a moſt improji 
Fancy. You had beſt go to my Lord, keep him as | 
as you can in his Cloſet, and I doubt not but you ur. 
mould him to what you pleaſe; your Gueſts are ſo em 
ged in their own Follies and Intrigues, they l miſs neitt 
of you: 

L. T. When ſhall we meet? — At eight this Eveni 
in my Chamber; there rejoice at our Succeſs, and tej t 
way an Hour in Mirth. 

Mask. I will not fail. 


e I. * 


Maskwell alone. 


Mask. I know what ſhe means by toying away an Ha 
well enough. Pox I have loſt all Appetite to her; yet eat t 
fine: Woman, and 1 loy'd her once. But I don't kno 
fince I have been in a great meaſure kept by her, t 
Caſe is alter'd; what was my Pleaſure is become my [ 
ty: And I have as little Stomach to her now as if | w 
her Husband, Should ſhe ſmoke my Deſign upon Cy 
I were in a fine pickle. She has a damn'd penetrati 
Head, and knows how to interpret a Coldneſs the ig 
Way; therefore I muſt diſſemble Ardour and Ecſtaſy,th 
reſoly'd: How eaſily and pleaſantly is that diſſembled h 
fore Fruition! Pox-on't that a Man can't drink with 

enching his Thirft. Ha! yonder comes Aeli 
thovgheful. Let me think: Meet her at eight—hum 
hz! By Heav'n I have it— If I can ſpeak to my Lord wh 
fore—Was it my Brain or Proyidence? No matter whit 
I will deceive em all, and yet ſecure my ſelf, ta 
lucky Thought! Well, this Double-Dealing is a Jet 
Here he comes, now for me. 

' [Maskwel| pretending not to ſee him, walks by him, 6 
_ - ſpeaks as it were to himſelf. S CEN 


Ss C: ENCES; 
! [To him] Mellefont muſing. 
be k. Mercy on us, what will the Wickedneſs of this 
in orld come to? . 
el. How now, Fack? What, ſo full of Contemplati- 
n that you run over! 

Mask. I'm glad you're come, for I could not contain 

ſelf any longer: And was juſt going to give vent to a 
ret, which no Body but you ought to drink don. 
uur Aunt's juſt gone from hence. | | 

ll, And having truſted thee with the Secrets of her 
], thou art villanouſly bent to diſcover em all to me, 

: 

Mask. I'm afraid my Frailty leans that way——But I 
t know whether I can in Honour diſcoyer em all, 

Mell. All, all Man, what you may in Honour betray 

as far as ſhe betrays her ſelf, No tragical Deſign up- 

my Perſon, I hope. * 

Mask. No, but it's a comical Deſign upon mine, 

el. What doſt thou mean? 
Ha Mak, Liſten and be dumb, we have been bargaining 2 
beifhhat the Rate of your Ruin 

Mel. Like any two Guardians to an Orphan Heireſs— 
„ell. 

Mask. And whereas Pleaſure is generally paid with Mif- 

ef, what Miſchief I do is to be paid with Pleaſure, 

Mel. So when you've ſwallow'd the Potion, you ſweet- 

your Mouth with a Plumb. 

Malk. You are merry, Sir, but I ſhall probe your Con- 
it ution. In ſhort, the Price of your Bauiſnment is te 
Wl paid with the Perſon of 
oy Mel. Of Cynthia, and her Fortune — Why you forget 
gu told me this before. 

Mak. No, no—5So far you are right; and I am, as an 
aeſt of that Bargain, to have full and free Poſſeſſion of 
e Perſon of ——— your Aunt. 
el. Hal Pho, you trifle. 

Mak. By this Light, I'm ſerious; all Raillery 2'2art—I 

ew twould ſtun you: This Evening at eight ſhe will re- 

ve me in her Bed-Chamber, | 
FO | 1 
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. . Mel, Hell and the Devil, is ſhe abandow'd of all Gra 
hy the Woman is poſſeſs d 

Mast. Well, will you go in my ſtead? _ _ ., 
Mel. By Heay'n into a hot Furnace ſooner. | 
Mask. No, you would not—It would not be ſo conm 

nient, as I can order Matters, 

Mel, What d'ye mean! 57 | 

Mask. Mean? Not to diſappoint the Lady I aſſure ya 

Ha, ha, ha, how gravely he looks—Come, come, | 
won't perplex you. *Tis the only Thing that Provyidend 
could have contriv'd to make me capable of ſerving ya, 
either to my Inclination or your own Neceſſity, 

Mel. How, how, for Heay'n's ſake, dear Maskwell? 

Mask. Why thus—T'll go according to Appointment 

you ſhall bave Notice at the critical Minute to come 1 
- Curprize your Aunt and me together: Counterfeit a Rax 

_ "apainſt me, and I] make my Eſcape through the pri 

Faſſage from her Chamber, which VI! take care to len 
ofen: Twill be bard, if then you can't bring her to a 
Conditions. For this Diſcovery will diſarm ber of! 

Defenct, and leave her entirely at your Mercy: Nay, ſt 

muſt ever after be in awe of bu. 2 

Mel, Let me adore thee, my better Genius! By Heay'il 
think it is not in the Power of Fate to diſappoint my Hop 

My Hopes, my Certaint )): 

Nas. Wel, I'll meet you here, within a Quarter 

eight, and give you Notice, RR 

Mel. Good Fortune ever go along with thee, 


SCENE V. 


Mellefont, Careleſs, 
Care. Melleſont, get out oh! Way, my Lady PH 
coming, and | ſhall never ſucceed while thou art in fig! 
——Tho* ſhe begins to tack about; but I made Loye 
eat while to no purpoſe. _.. p35 119 
Mel, Why, what's the Matter? She's convinc'd d 
I don't care for her. $7 . 
Care. I can't get an Anſwer from her, tl 
does not begin with her Honour, or ber Virt 
her Religion, or ſome ſuch Cant. Then ſhe | 
told me the whole Hiſtory of Sir Paul's nine 1 
7 Cour (hi 


| * 
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-xictſhip; bow he has lain for whole Nights t 
3001 the Stalrs, before her Chamber - Door; and that the 
aun Favour he received from her, was a Piece of an eld 
Scarlet Petticoat for a Stomacher ; which ſince the Day 


yerted into a Night-Cap, and wears it ftill with much 
Solemnity on bis Anniverſary Wedding-Night. 

Mel, That I have ſeen, with the Ceremony thereunto 
belonging - For on that Night he creeps in at the Bed's Feet 
like a gulf d Baſſa that has marry'da Relation of the Grand 


Did not ſhe tell you at what a Diſtance ſhe s him 
He has confeſs'd to me that but at ſome certain times, 
hat is I ſuppoſe when ſhe apprehends being with Child, 
be never has the Privilege of ufing the Familiarity of a 
uband with a Wife. He was once given to ſcrambli 


e has him ſwaddled up in Blankets, and his Hands and 
cet {wath'd down, and ſo put to Bed; and thet® he 
is with a great Beard, like a Raſfan Bear upon 
drifc of Snow, You are very great with him, 
wonder he never told you his Grievances, he will 
warrant you. | 

Care, Exceſſively fooliſh!-—But that which gives me 


ations ſhe has reſiſted, 


0a Man that ſhe has overcome Temptations, is an Ar- 
wment that they were weakly offer'd, and a Challenge 
him to engage her more irreſiſtibly. *Tis only an enhan- 
ug the Price of the Commodity. 
any Cuſtomers have underbid her ? 
Care. Nay, I don't deſpair —Bat ſtill ſhe has a grudg- 
Ip io you I talk d to 
s Maſquerade, when Em fatisfy'd ſhe knew me, and 
had no Reaſon to complain of my Reception; but I find 
men dre not the ſame bare-faced and in Maske. 


. ; 
Mel 'Tis a Miſtake, for Women may moſt properly 
E kl to be unmask'd when they wear Vizors; for that 


of bis Marriage, he has, out of a Piece of Galantry, con- 


gor, and that Night be has his Arms at Liberty: 


with his Hands, and gang in his Sleep; and ever fince 


poſt Hopes of her, is her telling me of the many Temp- 
Mel, Nay, then you have her; for a Woman's brlgging 


y telling you how. " 


r Yother Night at my Lord 


va Vizor dilguiſes their Iaclinations as much as their 


** 
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i | Sir Paul. Gads-bud, ſhe's a fine Perſon 


thoſe Advantages: I know my awn Imperfcaions- 
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ecures them from Bluſhing, and being out of County 
nance, and next to being in the Dark, or alone, they x 
moſt truly themſelves ina Vizor Mask. Here they com 
Pill leave you, Ply her cloſe, and by and by clap a Bu 
doux into her Hand: For a Woman never thinks a M 
truly in Love with her, till he has been Fool enough oi 
think of her out of her Sight, and to loſe ſo much ti 
to write to her. 


Nr VE 


Careleſs, Sir Paul and Lady Plyant. 
: Sir Paul. Shan't we diſturb your Meditation, Mr, 
2%: You wou'd be private? Ve 
Care. You briog that along with you, Sir Paul, U 
Mall be always welcome to my Privacy. 
Sir Paul. O, ſweet Sir, you load your humble Seryn 
both me and my Wife, with continual Favours. 
I. F. Sir Paul, what a Phraſe was there? You wil 
making Anſwers, and raking that upon you, which on 
to lie upon me: That you ſhould have fo little Breed 
to think Mr. Carele{ did not apply himſelf to me. 
what have you to entertain any Bodies Priyacy? I ſm 
and declare in the Face of the World I'm ready to bh 
For your Ignorance. 
Sir Paul. I acquieſce, my Lady; but don't ſnub fo | 
IA u 
I.. P. Mr. Careleſs, if a Perſon that is wholly illi 
might be ſuppoſed to be capable of being quality! 
make a ſuitable Return to thoſe Obligations which 
are pleaſed to confer upon one that is wholly incapabl 
being qualify'd in all thoſe Circumſtances, I'm fut 
ſhou'd rather attempt it than any thing in the Wa 
[Comrreſres. | for I'm {ure there's nothing in the We 
that I would rather. ¶ Courieſies] But I know Mr. Ca 
is ſo great a Critick and ſo fine a Gentleman, that 
iwpoſi;ble for me. 
Care. O Heay'os! Madam, you confound me. 


1 


L. P. O Lord! Sir, pardon me, we Women bave 


at tho ſame time you muſt give me leave to declare i 


* / 
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ace of the World that no Body is more ſenſible of Fa- 
ours and Things; for with the Reſerve of my Honour, 
aſſure you, Mr. Careleſs, I don't know any thing in 
he World I would refuſe to a Perſon ſo meritorious ———« 
ou'll pardon my Want of Expreſſion, 

Care, O your Ladyſhip is abounding in all Excellence, 
priicularly that of Phraſe, 

L. P. You are fo obliging, Sir. 

Care. Your Ladyſhip is ſo charming. 

Sir Paul. So, now, now; now, my Lady. 

L P. So well bred. - 

Care. So ſurprizing. | | 

L. P. So well dreſt, ſo bonne mine, ſo eloquent, ſo un- 
lected, fo eaſy, fo free, ſo particular, ſo agreeable —-— 
Sir Paul, Ay, fo, fo, there, 

Care. O Lord, I beſeech you, Madam, dont. 

L. P. So gay, ſo graceful, ſo good Teeth, ſo fine Shape, 
ine Limbs, ſo fine Linen, and I don't doubt but you 
e a very good Skin, Sir. 

Care, For Heay'ns fake, Madam m quite out of 
untenance, | 
Sir Paul. And my Lady's quite out of Breath; or elfc 
ſhould hear— Gac's-bud, you may talk of my Lady 


are. O fy, fy, not to be named of a Day—My Lady 
his very well in her Accompliſhments—But it is 
nmy Lady Plyant is not thought of——lf that can 
be. 


P. O you overcome me — That is fo exceſſive, 

Ir Paul, Nay, I ſwear and vow that was pretty, - 
are. O Sir Paul, you are the happieſt Man alive, Such 
dy ! that is the Envy of her own Sex, and the Admi- 
dn of ours. 

paul. Your humble Servant, I am I thank Heav'n 
ice way of living, as I may ſay, peacefully and hap» 
and J think need not envy any of my Neighbours, 
d be Providence — Ay, truly, Mr, Careleſs, my La- 
great Bleſſing, a fine, diſcreet, well-ſpoken Woman 
v ſhall ſee— If it becomes me to ſay ſo; and we live 


C very 


= 
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very comfortably together; ſhe is a little haſty ſometime; 
and ſo am I; but mine's ſoon over, and then I'm ſo ſorry 
—O, Mr. Careleſs, if it were not for one thing 


SCENE VII. 


Careleſs, Sir Paul, Lady Plyant, Boy with a Letter, 


U. P. How often have you been told of that, you Jack 
anapes? | | 
Sir Paul, Gad ſo, gad's- bud Tim. carry it to 
Lady, you ſnould have carry'd it to my Lady firſt. 
Boy. Tis directed to your Worſnip. 
Sir Paul. Well, well, my Lady reads all Letters firſt 
Child, do ſo no more; d'ye hear, Tim. 
Boy. No, and pleaſe you. 


SCENE VII. 
Careleſs, Sir Paul, Lady Plyant. 


Sir Paul. A Humour of my Wife's, you know Won 
have little Fancies—But as I was telling you, Mr, Ca 
leſs, if it were not for one thing, I ſhould think my 
the bappicſt Man in the World; indeed that touches t 
near, very near. 


are, What can that be, Sir Paul? 
Paul, Why, 1 have, I thank Heav'n, a very ple 
ful Fortune, a good Eftate in the Country, ſome Hou 


in Town, and ſome Mony, a pretty tolerable perſonal 
ſtate; and it is a great Griet to me, indeed it is, Mr, 
lei, that I have not a Son to inherit this Tis tr 
have a Daughter, and a fine dutiful Child ſhe is, rhoug 
lay it, bleſſed be Providence I may fay; for indeed, 
Careleſs, I ara mightily beholden to Providence—A 
unworthy Sinner — But if I had a Son, ah, thats 
Affliction, and my only Affliction; indeed I cannot rel 
Tears when it comes in my Mind. 53 
Care. Why, methinks that might be eaſily remedi 
my Lady's a fine likely Woman 
Sir Paul. Oh, a fine likely Woman as you ſhall {et 
2 Day=—Indecd ſhe is, Mr. Careleſs, in al 
als, | 


, . Tonga 
* 
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Care. And I ſhould not have taken you to have been 
ſo old 
dir Paul. Alas, that's not it, Mr. Careleſs; ah! that's not 
it; no, no, you ſhoot wide of the Mark a Mile; indeed 
you do, that's not it, Mr. Careleſs; no, no, that's not it. 
Cie. No, what can be the Mitter then? 
Sir Paul. You'll ſcarcely believe me, when I ſhall tell 
you—my Lady is fo Nice——lt's very ſtrange, but it's 


ſhe would touch a Man for the World At leaft not a- 
ove once a Year; I'm ſure I have found it ſo; and alas, 
what's once a Year to an old Man, who would do good 
| bis Generation? Indeed it's true, Mr, Careleſs, it breaks 
u Heart — I am her Husband, as I may lay; though 
unworthy of that Henour, yet I am her Husband 
ut ala5-a-day, I have no more Familiarity with her Per- 
-s to that Matter than wirk my owa Mother 
ao indeed. 

Care. Alas-a-day, this is a lamentable Story; my Lady 
ut be told ont; ſhe malt i' faith, Sir Paul; tis an Inju- 
o the World. | by 
Sir Paul. Ah! would to Heav'n you, would, Mr, Care- 
; you are mightily in her Favour. 

Cars, | warrant you, what we muſt have a Son ſome 
If or other. | 

ir Paul. Indeed, I ſhould be mightily bound to you, if 
could bring it about Mr. Careleſs. 

LP, Here, Sir Paul. it's from your Steward, here's a 


[To them] Lord Froth, Cynthia: 


K Paul. How does my Girl? come hither to thy Fa” 
poor Lamb, thou'rt melancholick, 
roth. Heav'n, Sir Paul, you amaze me, of all 


C2 ; - a 


ue: Too true ſhe's ſo very Nice, that I don't believe 


um of 600 Pounds; you may take fifty of it for tbe 
balf Year. [Gives him the Letter. 


n * 


win the World Vou are never pleas d but when we - 
U upon the broad Grin; all Laugh and no Company; 
len cis ſuch a Sight to ſee ſome Teeth Sure youre 
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a great Admirer of my Lady Whifler, Mr. Sneer, and Si 
Laurence Loud, and that Gang, 

Sir Paul. I vow and ſwear ſhe's a very merry Womy, 
but, IT think ſhe laughs a little too much. 

Ld. Froth. Merry! O Lord, what a Character that 
of a Woman of Quality — You have been at my Lag 
Whifler's upon her Day, Madam? 

nt. Yes, my Lord I muſt humour this Fool, A 

Ld. Froth. Well and how ? hee! What is your Senle (| 
the Converſation? 

O © moſt ridiculous, a perpetual Conſort of laugh 
ing without any Harmony; for ſure, my Lord, to laug 
out of Time, is as diſagreeable as to fing out of Time « 
out of Tune, : 

Ld. Froth. Hee, hee, hee, right; and then, my Lid 
Whifler is fo ready ſhe always comes in three Bars ty 
ſoon— And then, what do they laugh at? For you kn 
laughing without a Jeſt is as impertinent; hee! as, a- 

Cynt. As dancing without a Fiddle, | 

Ld. Froth, Juſt Yiaith, that was at my Tongue's end, 

Om. But that cannot be properly ſaid of them, for! 
think they are all in good Nature with the World, al 
only laugh at one another; and you muſt allow they hy 


all Jefts in their Perſons, though they have none in th [ 

Converſation. | the 

Ld. Froth. True, as I'm a Perſon of Honour c. 

Heav'us fake let us facrifice em to Mirth a little; B 
| [Enter Boy and whiſpers Sir pu 


Sir Paul. Gads ſo— Wife, Wife, my Lady Plyant 
have a Word. | 
L. P. 'm buſy, Sir Paul, I wonder at your Imp 
nence en. He 3d 
Care. Sir Paul, harkee, I'm reaſoning the Matter jt 
know; Madam,—-if your Ladyſhip pleaſe, we'll diſcon 
of this in the next Room. | 
Sir Paul. O ho, I wiſh you good Succeſs, I wiſh ; 
ood Succeſs. Boy, tell my Lady, when ſhe has do 
I would ſpeak with her below. os 


10 | SCENT 
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SN 
Cynthia, Lord Froth, Lady Froth, Brisk. . 
L. Froth. Then you think that Epiſode between Suſans 
che Dairy. Maid, and our Coach-Man is not amiſs; you 
know, I may ſuppoſe the Dairy in Town, as well as in 
the Country, : 

Brick, Incomparable, let me periſh—Bat then being 
an Heroick Poem, had not you better call him a Charioteer? 
Charioteer ſounds great; beſides yovr Ladyſhip's Coachman 
having a red Face, and you comparing him to the Sun 
And you know the Sun is call'd Heav'us Charioteer. 

L. Froth. Oh, infinitely better; I'm extremely beholden 
to you for the Hint; ſtay, we'll read over thoſe half a 
Score Lines again, ¶ Pulls out a Paper.) Let me ſee here, 
you know what goes before the Compariſon, you 
know, [ Reads] 


For as the Sun ſhines ev'ry Day, 
So of our Coachman I may ſays 


Brick. I'm afraid that Simile won't don wet Weather 
—PÞecauſe you ſay the Sun ſhines ev'ry Day. 
L. Froth, No, for the Sun it won't, but it will do for 
the Coach-m2n, for you know there's moſt Occaſion for 
Coach in wet Weather. 3 
Brisk. Right, right, that ſaves all. | 
L. Froth. Then I don't ſay the Sun ſhines all the Day, 
but that he peeps now and then, yet he does ſhine all the 
Day too, you know, tho? we don't ſee him. : 
— Right, but the Vulgar will never comprehend 
at, | 
L. Froth. Well, you ſhall hear—Let me ſes. 
Reads] For as the Sun 2 ery Day, 
So, of our Coach man I may ſay, 
He ſhems his drunken fiery Face, 
Fuſt as the Sun des, more or leſs. | 
Brick, That's right, all's well, all's well. More or le. 
L. Froth [reads] And when at Night his Labour's dont, 
Then too, like Heav'ns Charioteer the Sun: 
Charioteer does better. | 
_Y 03 


with her Gums bare, and her Mouth open —— 
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Into the Dairy he deſcends, 

And there bis Whipping ard his Driving end; 
There he's ſecure from Danger of a Bilk. 
His Fare is paid him, and he ſets in Milk. 
For Suſan, you know, is Thetis, and ſoã — 

Brisk, Incomparable well and proper, Igad But! 
have one Exception to make Don't you think Bik (| 
know its good Rhyme) but don't you think Bill and Far 
too like a Hackney Coachman? - 

L. Froth. I ſwear and vow I'm afraid ſo— And yt 
our Fehu was.a Hackney Coachman, when my Lon 
took him, — 

Brisk. Was he? I'm anſwer d, if Fehu was a Hackney 
Coachman — You may put that in the marginal Not 
tho?, to prevent Criticiſm — Only mark it with a ſmil 
— wa and fay,—— Febu. was formerly a Hacke 

man. 

L. Freth, I will; you'd oblige me extremely to wit 
Notes to the whole Poem. $75 

Brist. With all my Heart and Soul, and proud of tht 
vaſt Honour, let me periſh. 

L4. Froth. Hee, hee, hee, my Dear, have you done— 
won't you join with us, we were laughing at my Lady 
Whifler, and Mr. Sneer. 

L. Froth.—— Ay my Dear —— Were you? Oh filthy 
Mr. Sneer; he's a nauſeous Figure, a moſt fulſamick Fop 
foh He ſpent two Days together in going abou 
Covent-Garden to ſuit the Lining of his Coach with bi 

Complexicn. 
Lad. Froth. O filly! yet his Aunt is as fond of bim, a 
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f ſhe had brought the Ape into the World her ſelf. 


Brick. Who, my Lady Toothleſs; O, ſhe's a mortifying 8 - 
Spectacle; ſhe's always chewing the Cu] like an old EY =” 
nt. Fy, Mr. Brisk, Eringo's for her Cough, . 
L. Froth. I have ſeen her take 'em half chew'd out of 7 
her Mouth, to laugh, and then put 'em in again — Foh, 1. 
Ld. Froth. Foh. | L4 
L. Froth. Then ſhe's always ready to laugh when Sud 
offers to ſpeak — And fits in Expectation of his no Jeet. 


Brik, 
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Brick, Like an Oiſter at low Ebb, I'gad — Ha, ha, ha. 

nt. Aſide.] Well, I find there are no Fools ſo incon- 
ßaerable in themſelves, but they can render other People 
contemptible by expoſing their Infirmities. " 

L. Froth. Then that t other great ſtrapping Lady ——1 
eint hit of her Name; the old fat Fool that paints ſo ex- 
orbitantly. = . 

Brie, I know whom you mean —— But duce take me 
| can't hit of her Name neither — Paints d'ye fay? Why 
ſhe lays it on with a Trowel —— Then ſhe has a great 
Beard that briſtles through it, and makes her look as if 
ſhe were plaiſter'd with Lime and Hair, let me periſh, 

L. Froth. Oh you made a Song upon her, Mr. Brisk. 

Brick, He? egad, ſo I did —— My Lord can ſing it. 

Cyat. O good my Lord let's hear it. 

Brist. Tis not a Song neither — It's a ſort of an Epi- 
vam, or rather an Epigrammatick Sonnet; I don't know 
what to call it, but it's Satire. Sing it, my Lord, 

Ancient Phillis has young Graces, 

I a ſtrange thing, but à true one; 

Shall T tell you how? : 


She her ſelf makes her own Faces, 
And each Morning wear! 4 new one; 


We Where's the Wonder now ? 
JOU! 


Frick, Short, but there's Salt in't; my way of Writing 
pad, 


S CE N E. XL 


[ To them] Footman. 


12 . ,h. How now? 
EY . Your Ladyſhip's Chair is come. 
L. Froth, Is Nurſe and the Child in it? 
1 Foot. Yes, Madam. | 
FOUR 1. /h. O the dear Creature! Let's go ſee it, 
LA. Freth, | ſwear, my Dear, you'll ſpoil that Child, 
ith ſending it to and again fe often, this is the ſeyeath 
Ws the Chair has gone for her to Day, | 

C + L. Froth, 
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L. Froth O-law, I ſwear it's but the fixth —— and 
han't ſeen her theſe two Hours The poor dear Cres 
ture —— I ſwear, my Lord, you don't love poor littl 
Sapho —— Come, my dear Cynthia, Mr. Brick, we'll go 
ſee Sapho, tho my Lord won't. | 

Cyne. I'll wait upon your Ladyſhip. 

Brick. Pray, Madam, how ois Lady Sapho? 

L. Froth. Three Quarters, but I ſwear ſhe has a Woh 
of Wit, and can fing a Tune already. My Lord, won! 
you go? Won't you? What not to ſee Sah? Pray, my 
Lord, come ſee little Saph. I knew you cou'd not ſtay, 


SCENE XII. 


Cynthia alone. 


. Cynt, Tis not ſo hard to counterfeit Joy in the Dep! 
of Affliction, as to diſſemble Mirth in Company of Fool 
Why ſhould I call em Fools? The World think 
better of em; fer theſe have Quality and Education, Wi 
and fine Converſation, are receiy'd and admir'd by th: 
World — If not, they like and admire themfelyes —- e 
And why is not that true Wiſdom, for tis Happineſi: ou 
And for ought I know, we have miſzpply'd- the Name un 
all this while, and miſtaken the Thing: Since ( 


If Fappineſs in ſelf-coment is plac, 
The Wiſe are Wretched, and Fools only Bleſs'd, 


ACT I. SCENE I 
. Mellefont and Cynthia. | 
Cynt. J Heard him loud as I came by the CJoſet-Door 
and my Lady with him, but ſhe ſcem'd to mo- 

gerate his Paſſion. __ | 

Mel. Ay, Hell thank her, as gentle Breezes moderate 
Fire; but I ſhall counter-work her Spells, and ride thi 
Witch in her own Bridle, onſor 
Cynt. It's impoſſible; ſhe'll caſt beyond you fil] lony, 
Vil ay my Life it will never be a Match, | 
Mel. What? | | lady 7 


* 
12. 
* 
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Cynt. Between you and me. | | 

Mel, Why ſos» 

Cynt, My Mind gives me it won't — becauſe we 
ae both willing; we each of us ſtrive to reach the Goal, 
and hinder one another in the Race; I ſwear it neyer does 
well when the Partics are ſo agreed — For when People 
walk Hand in Hand, there's neither overtaking nor meet- 
ing: We Hunt in Couples where we both purſue the 
ſame Game, but forget one another; and *tis becauſe we 
are ſo near that we don't think of coming together. 

Mel. Hum, gad I believe there's ſomething in't 
Marriage is the Game that we hunt, and while we think 
that we only have it in View, I don't ſee but we have it 
in our Power, | 

Ot. Within reach; for Example, give me your Hand; 
you have look d through the wrong End of the Perſpec- 
tive all this while; for nothing has been between us but 
our Fears. 

Mel. I don't know why we ſhould not ſteal out of the 
Houſe this very Moment and marry one another, with- 
out Conſi deration or the Fear of Repentance, Pox o For- 
tune, Portion, Settlements and Jointures, | 

Cynt. Ay, ay, what have we to do with em; you 
know we marry for Love. | 
Mel, Love, Love, down-right very villanous Love. 

Out. And he that can't live upon Love, deſeryes to die 
0 a Ditch, — Here then, I give you my Promiſe, in 
ite of Duty, any Temptation of Wealth, your Iacon- 
ancy, or my own Inclination to change —— 

Mel, To run moſt wilfully and unreaſonably away with 

ne this Moment, and be married. | po 

Cy. Hold —— Never to marry any Body elle, 

Mel. That's but a kind of Negative Conſent —— Why, 
du won't balk the Frolick? 2 

Ont. If you had not been fo aſſured. of your own Con- 
ut 1 would not — — But tis but reaſonable that fince I 


lony, he ſhould give me a very evident Demonſtration 
bis Wit: Therefore kt me ſee you undermine. m/ 
ly Touchxo0d, as you boaſted, and force her to give her 
Alert, and then e 
C F Mel, 


maſent to like a Man without the vile Conſideration of 


— 
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Mel. I! do't. | 

Cyne. And l'll do't. | 
Mel. This very next enſuing Hour of eight a Clock, i 
the laſt Minure of her Reign, unleſs the Devil aſſiſt her iy 
propria perſona, 

Om. Well, if the Devil ſhould aſſiſt her, and your Pla 
miſcarry. | * | | 

Mel, Ay, what am I to truſt to tben? 

Om. Why if you give me very clear Demonſtration 
that it was the Devil, III allow for irreſiſtible Odds. Bu 

if 1 find it to be only Chance, or Deſtiny, or uuluch) 
Stars, or any thing but the very Devil, I'm inexorable 
Day ſtil il keep my Word; and live à Maid for you 
ike. 

Mel. And you won't die one, for your own, fo {il 
there's Hope. 
Ot. Here's my Mother-in-law, and your Friend Card 
tefs, 1 would not have em ſee us together yet. | 


SCENE I. 
- Careleſs and Lady Plyant, 


L. P. I Swear, Mr. Careleſs, you are very alluring 
And fay ſo many fine Things, and nothing jis ſo moyin 
to me as a fine Thing. Well, I muſt do you this Juſlic 
and declare in the Face of the World, never any Bod 
gain d ſo far upon me as your ſelf; with Bluſhes I mul 
own it, you have ſhaken, as I may ſay, the very Fou 
dation of my Honour —— Well, ſure if I eſcape your In 

artunities, 1 ſhall value my ſelf as long as I live, 
wear, | 
Care. And deſpiſe me. [ Sighin 

L. Pp. The laſt of any Man in the World, by my Purity 
now you make me ſwear — O Gratitude forbid, that 
ſhould ever be wanting in a reſpectſul Acknowledgme 
of an intire Reſignation ef all my beſt Wiſhes, fo t 
+ Perſon and Parts of fo accompliſh'd a Perſon, whoſe M 
challenges much more, I'm ſure, than my illiterate Pri 
can deſcription | | . 

Care. | In a whining Tone.) Ah Heay'ns, Madam, . 


ruin me with Kindneſs; your charming Tongue pu 


— 7” —_ _ 


— —— — 
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the Victory of your Eyes, while at your Feet your poor 
Adorer dies. ; 

L. P. Ah! Very fine. | 

Care, [Still whining.] Ah why are you ſo Fair, fo be- 
witching Fair? O let me grow to the Ground here, and 
feaſt upon that Hand; O let me preſs it to my Heart, my 
E trembling Heart, the nimble Movement ſhall inſtru your 
pulſe, and teach it to alarm Deſire. | 
[Zoons Im almoſt at the end of my Cant, if ſhe does not yield _ 

quickly, (4ſide.) 

L. P. G that's ſo paſſionate and fine, I cannot hear it 
am not ſaſe if I ſtay, and muſt leave you. 

Care, And muſt you leave mel. Rather let me languiſh 
out a wretched Life, and breathe my Soul beneath your 


1 ſay the ſame Thing over again, and can't help it. | i 
| ( Aſide.) . 
Cam L. P. I ſwear I'm ready to languiſh too O my 


Honour! . Whither is it going? I proteſt you have given 
me the Palpitation of the Heart. 

Care, Can you be ſo cruel. 

L. P. O rife I beſeech you, ſay no more till you riſe 
— Why did you kneel ſo long? I ſwear I was fo tranſ- 
ported, 1 did not fee it, >— Well, to ſhew you how far 
you have gain'd upon me; I aſſure you if Sir Paul ſhould ' 
die, of all Mankind there's none I'd ſooner make my 
ſecond Choice. | | 

Care. O Heav'a! I can't out- live this Night without 
your Favour —— 1 fee] my Spirits faint, a general Damp- 
deſs over-ſpreads my Face, a cold deadly Dew already. 

ats through all my Pores, and will to Morrow waſh 
me E ever from your Sight, and drown me in my 
omb. 
L. P. O you have conquer'd, ſweet, meking, moving 
bir, you have conquer'd —— What Heart of Marble can 
ain to weep, and yield to ſuch fad Sayings. — [Cries. 
Care. I thank Heav'n, they are the ſaddeſt that I ever 
id —— Oh! [I ſhall never contain Langhter. (Aſide.) 
L. P. Oh, I yield my felt all up to yaur uncontrollable ” 
mbraces —— Say, thou dear dying Man, when, where, 
id bow. —— Ab, there's Sir Faul. | 


r_ 
joving 
uſtic 


— 


60 The DovsLe-DEALER, 
Care, *Slife, yonder's Sir Paul, but if he were not come; 


I'm fo tranſported I cannot ſpeak —— This Note will in- 
form you, ; | [Gives her a Note, 
SCENE III. 

Lady Plyant, Sir Paul, Cynthia. 

Sir Paul. Thou art my tender Lambkin, and ſhalt dg 
what thou wik But endeavour to forget this Mellefore, 

On. I would obey you to my Power, Sir; but if! 
have not him, I have ſworn never to marry. 

Sir Paal. Never to marry! Heav'ns forbid; muſt J 
neither have Sons nor Grandſons? muſt the Family of 
the Plyants be utterly extin& for want of Iſſue Male, Oh 
Impicty! But did you ſwear, did that ſweet Creature 
ſwear! ha? How durſt you ſwear without my Conſent, 
ab? Gads-bud, who am 1? 

Cynr. Pray don't be angry, Sir, when I ſwore, I had 
your Conſent; and therefore I ſwore. 

Sir Paul. Why then the revoking my Conſent does an: 
nul, or make of none effect your Oath: So you may un- 
ſwear it again —— The Law will allow it. 

Cynt. Ay, but my Conſcience never will, 

Sir Paul. Gads · bud no matter for that, Conſcience and 
Law never go together; yon muſt not expect that. 

L. P. Ay, but Sir Paul, I conceive if ſhe has ſworn, 
d'ye mark me, if ſhe has once ſworn; it is moſt unchri- 
ſtan, inhuman, and obſcene that ſhe ſhou'd break it, — WM: | 
II make up the Match again, becauſe Mr. Careleſs ſaid it 

would oblige him. | [ Aſide, 
Sir Paul. Does your Ladyſhip conceive fo —— Why | 
was of that Opinion once too —— Nay if your Lady ſbip 
conceives ſo, I'm of that Opinion again; but I can nei- 
ther find my Lord nor my Lady to know what they in- 
tend. | | 

L. P. Tm ſatisfy'd that my Couſin Mellefont has been 
much wrong'd. 75 
_ Cynt. [ Aſide.] I'm amaz d to find her of our fide, for 
Tm ſure ſhe lov'd him. 3 
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L. P. I know my Lady Touchwood has no Kindaeſs 


hat Aellefont had never any * more than a profound 
geſpect —— That he has own'd' himſelf to be my Ad- 
wirer *cis true, but he was never ſo preſumptuous to en- 
ertain any diſhonourable Notions of Things; ſo that if 
this be made plain I don't ſee how my Daughter can 
in Conſcience, or Honour, or any thing in the World 
dir Paul. Indeed if this be made plain, as my Lady your 
Mother ſays, Child | ad 

L. P. Plain! I was inform'd of it by Mr. Careleſs ——— 
And I aſſure you Mr. Careleſs is a Perſon —— that has a 
moſt extraordinary Ref and Honour for you, Sir Paul. 

nt. [ Aſide.) And for your Ladyſhip too, I believe, 
arelſe you had not chang'd Sides fo ſoon; now 1 begin 
to find it, | Joe 15h. 

Sir Paul. I am much obliged to Mr. Careleſi really, he is 
a Perſon that I have a great Value for, not only for that, 
but becauſe he has a great Veneration for your Ladyſhip, 

L. P. O las, no indeed, Sir Paul, tis upon your Ace 
dont. 9 wor”. | I": 
dir Paul. No I proteſt and vow, I have no Title to his 
teem, but in having the Honour to appertain in ſome 
eaſure to your Lady Nip, that's all. 5 
L. P. O law now, I ſw 


20, ou re too modeſt, Sir Paul. 

hr: Sir Faul. It becomes me, when there is any Compari- 

— WW made, between | 

id it L. P. O fy, fy, Sir Paul, you'll put me out of Couns” 
[ſide ance —— Your very obedient and affectionate Wife; 

by rs all —— And highly honour'd in that Title. 

lip Sir Paul. Gads-bud I am tranſported! Give me leave to 

nei⸗ i your Ladyſhip's Hand. | 


Om. That my poor Father ſhould be ſo very filly! _ 
3 [ {fide 
L. P. My Lip indeed, Sir Paul, I ſwear you ſhall | 
| [He kifſes her, and bows very low. © 
ar Paul. T humbly thank your Ladyſhip——1 don't 


* 


for him; and beſides I have been inform'd by Mr. Careleſs, ©. 


ear and declare, it ſhan't be ſ% 


ow whether 1 fly on Ground, or walk in} Air — Gads- 
; ſhe was neyet thus before — Well, I muſt own | 
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So now I can read my own Letter under the Cover of 
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ſelf the moſt beholden to Mr. Careleſs —— As ſure as cin 
be this is all bis doing, —— ſomething that he has ſaid; 
well, tis a rare thing to have au ingenious Friend. Well 
your Lady ſhip is of Opinion that the Match may go for- 
ward, | 

L. P. By all means —— Mr, Careleſs has ſatisfy'd me of 
the Matter. TR 

Sir Paul. Well, why then, Lamb, you may keep your 
Oath, but have a care of making raſh Vows; come hither 
to me, and kiſs Papa. : 

L. P. I (wear and declare, I am in ſuch a twitter to 
read Mr. Careleſs his Letter, that I can't forbear any longer 
— But though I may read all Letters firſt by Preropative, 
yet Til be ſure to be unſuſpected this time. Sir Paul. 

Sir Paul. Did your Ladyſhip call? | 

L. P. Nay, not to interrupt you, my Dear — Only 
lend me your Letter, which you had from your Steward WF * 
to Day: I would look upon the Account again; and may 
be increaſe your Allowance. 

Sir Paul. There it is, Madam; Do you want a Pen and WW 
Ink ? [ Bows and gives the Leun. 

L. P. No, no, nothing elſe, | thank you, Sir Paul 


his. BN W 
Sir Paul. He? And wilt thou briag a Grandſon at nine ” 
a MM 


Months end He? A brave chopping Boy. — I 
ſettle a thouſand Pound a Year upon the Rogue as ſoon Wi!" 
as ever he looks me in the Face, I will Gads-bud, I' 
overjoy'd to think 1 have any of my Family that wil 
bring Children into the World, For I would fain have 
ſome _Reſemblance of my ſelf in my Poſterity, he Thy? 
Cau't you contrive that Affair, Girl? Do Gads-bud, think 
on thy old Father; heh? Make the young Rogue as like 35 
as you can. | | A q 
ut. I'm glad to fee you ſo merry, Sir. 3 
Sir Paul. Merry, Gads-bud I'm ſerious, P11 give thee 4 
gool. for every Inch of him that reſembles me; ah thi iT 
Eye, this left Eye! A thouſins Pound tor this left Eye % 
is has done Execution ia its im, Girl; why thou hak Er 


my Leer, Huſſy, juſt thy Father's Leer, — Let it be 


traut 


— 
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tranſmitted to the young Rogue by the help of Imaging» 
tion; why 'tis the Mark of our Family Thy; our Houſe js 


difti-guiſh'd by a lavguiſhing Eye, as the Houſe of Auſtis 


js by a thick Lip. — Ab! when 1 was of your Age, Huſ- 
ſp, 1 would. bave beld fifty to one, I could have drawn 
my own Picture—-— Gads-bud I could hive done 
not ſo much as you neither. but nay, don't 
bluſh 

Cynt. 1 don't bluſh, Sir, for I yow I don't underſtand —- 

Sir Paul. Pſhaw, Pſhaw, you fib, you Baggage, you do 


nice, Gads-bud don't learn after your Mother-in-law m 

Lady bere : Marry Heav'n forbid that you ſhould fo 

low her Example, that would ſpoil all indeed. Blefs ug, 
if you ſhould take a Vagarie and make a raſh Reſolution 
on your Wedding Night, to die a Maid, as ſhe did; all 
were ruin'd, all my Hopes loft —— My Heart would 
break, and my Eſtate would be left to the wide World, 
he? I hope you are a better Chriſtian than to think of 
ing a Nun; he? Anſwer me? 33 


af Out. l'm all Obedience, Sir, to your Commands. 

| L. P. [Having read the Letter.) O dear Mr. —_ 
ber be writes charmingly, and he looks charmingly, 
mm LBC has charm'd me, as much as I bave charm'd him; 
end fo 1 tell bim in the Wardrobe when tis dark. G 
71 Wcimine! I hope Sir Paul has not ſeen both Letters, 
* [Puts the wrong Letter haſtily up, and gives him her own. 
vo" 24%, bere's your Letter, to Morrow Morning Plt 
wil kitle Accounts to your Advantage. | 
mn | SCENE lu. 

bink [To them] Brisk. 


Brizk. Sir Paul, Gads- bud you're an uncivil Perſon, let 
me tell you, and all that; and I did not think it had been 


1 you, 


Lr Paul. O Law, what's the matter now? I hope you 

z thil e not angry, Mr Brisk. 
2 Brick, Duce take me I believe you intend to marry 
u ha Jour Daughter your ſelf; you're always brooding over — 
| — 5” Mp 
cl 2 


under ſtand, and you ſhall underſtand; come don't be ſo 
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Ike an old Hen, as if ſhe were not well hatch'd, I'gad, 


he? | 
Sir Paul. Good ſtrange! Mr. Brisk is ſuch a merry fa 


cetious Perſon, he, he, he. No, no, I haye done with 
ker, I have done with her now. 

Brisk. The Fiddles have ſtay'd this Hour in the Hal! 
and my Lord Eoth wants a Partner, we can never begiq 
without her. 

Sir Paul, Go, go, Child, go, get you gone and dance 
and be merry, I'll come and look at you by and by, — 
Where's my Son Mellefont ? | 
I. P. Fl ſend him to them, I know where he is 

Brisk. Sir Paul, will you ſend Careleſs into the Hall i 

ou meet him. 

Sir Paul. I will, I will, fl go and look for him on 


; ſe. 
n SCENE v. 


Brisk alone. 

Brisk. So now they are all gone, and I have an Oppor 
tunity to practiſe.—— Ah! My dear Lady Froth! She's: 
moſt engaging Creature, if ſhe were not ſo fond of tha 
damn'd coxcombly Lord of hers; and yet I am forced to 
allow him Wit too, to keep in with him — No matter, 
ſhe's a Woman of Parts, and I'gad Parts will carry ber 
She ſaid ſhe would follow me into the Gallery — Noy 
to make my Approaches —— Hem hem! Ah Ma- [ Bows] 
dam Pox on't, why ſhould I diſparage my Parts by 
thinking what to ſay ? None but dull Rogues think; witty 
Men, like rich Fellows, are always ready for all Expences; 
while your Blockheads, like poor needy Scoundrels, ar 


forced to examine their Stock, and forecaſt the Charges of 


the Day. Here ſhe comes, I'll ſeem not to ſee her, and 


try to win her with a new airy Invention of my ow! 


hem! 


S CEN EE VI. 
[To him] Lady Froth. 


' . [Brisk Sings, walking about] I'm ſick with Love, ha, h 


ha, pr ythee come cure me. 
. I'm ſic with, &c, 


n 
? OE | TY \ * Ir \ * 2 7 1 
* * J - N 


O ye Pow'rs! O my Lady Froth, my Lady Froth! My 
Lady Froth! Heigho! Break heart; Gods I thank you. 
| [Stands muſing with his Arms a-croſs. 
| I. Froth. O Heav'ns, Mr. Brisk! What's the Matter? 


Servant ; — The Matter, Madam? Nothing, Madam, 
nothing at all 'gad. I was fallen into the moſt agreeable 
Amuſement in the whole Prevince of Contemplation : 
That's all (Lil ſeem to conceal my Paſſion, and that 
will look like Reſpect.) [ dfade. 

L. Froth. Bleſs me, why did you call out upon me ſo 
loud ? 

N O Lord I Madam! I beſeech your Lady ſnip — 
when ? | 

L. Froth, Juſt now as I came in, bleſs me, why don't 
jou know it? 

Brick. Not I, let me periſh —— But did 1! Strange! I 
conteſs your Ladyſhip was in my Thoughts; and 1 was 
u fort of Dream that did in a manner repreſent a very 


* pleaſing Object to my Imagination, but — but did I in- 
4 ie? —— To ſee how Love and Murder will out. But 
1 


did 1 really name my Lady Froh? | 
L. Froth, Three times aloud, as I love Letters — But 
did you talk of Love? O Parnaſſus! Who would have 
thought Mr. Brick could have been in Love, ha, ha, ha. 
0 Heay'ns I thought you cou'd have no Miſtreſs but the 
ine Muſes. | | - 
Erie, No more I have Igad, for I adore em all in 
jour Ladyſhip—— Let me periſh, I don't know whether 
b be ſplenerick, or airy upon't; the Duce take me if I 


$ wade the Diſcovery. 
L. Froth, © be merry by all means — Prince Vol/axs 
Love! Ha, ha, ha. : 


k, ha, The Duce take me, I can't help laughing m 

„ ha, ha, haz yet by Heav'ns I have a violent Paſ- 

n for your Lady ſhip, ſeriouſly, 

L. Froth, Seriouſly ? Ha, ha, ha. cz 

&ri5k, Seriouſly, ha, ha, ha. Gad I have, for all I laugh. 
| | L. Froth; 
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Brik, My Lady Froth! [Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble 


in tell whether lam glad or ſorry that your Ladyſhip 


Brisk. O barbarous, to turn me into Ridicule! Yet, hay 


—  ———— 
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= K 50 Froth. Ha, ha, ha! What d'ye think I laugh at? Ha, 
na, ha. 

Brick, Me I'gad, ha, ha. i 
| L. Froth. No the Duce take me if I don't laugh at my 
p felf; for hang me if I have not a violent Paſſion for 
Mir. Brist, ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk. Seriouſly? | 

L. Froth. Seriouſly, ha, ha, ha. 
Brisk. That's well enough; let me periſh, ha, ha, hy 
| O miraculous, what a happy Diſcovery. Ah my dex 
= Charming Lady Froth! 
# L. Froth, Oh my adored Mr, Brisk! IT Emöraa. 


. 


[To them] Lord Froth. 

Lg. Foth. The Company are all ready — How now! 
Brisk. Zoons, Madam, there's my Lord, [ Sofzly to her 
L. Froth. Take no notice —— but obſerve me 

| Now caft off, and meet me at the lower end of the 
Room, and then join Hands again; I could teach my Lord 
| this Dance purely, but I vow, Mr. Brisk, I can't tell how 
to come ſo near any other Man. Oh here's my Lord 
now you ſhall ſee me = it — him. f 
| etend to prattiſe part of a Country Dae 

Ld. 12 | hor there's _ harm yet — But] 
don'c like this Familiarity. [ Aft 
L. Froth. —— Shall you and I do our cloſe Dance, t. 
ſhew Mr. Brick? ci 
Ld, Froth. No, my Dear, do it with him. iter 
L. Froth, I'll do it with him, my Lord, when you an 
out of the way. . 0 
| Brick, That's = I'gad, that's good, Duce take me 
enn hardly hold laughing in his Face. Ae 
| Ld. Froth, Any other time, my Dear, or we'll daoce i n 
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| below. end! 
1 L. Froth. With all my Heart. bo þ 
. Brisk. Come my Lord, I'll wait on you — My charng wh 
| ing witty Angel! [To hi 
\ | L. Froth. We ſhall have whiſpering time enough, youlſ '2 | 


''] Know, fince we are Partners. Nit 
TW | SCEN 
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SCENE VIII. 1 


Lady Plyant, and Careleſs. 

L. P. O Mr. Careleſs, Mr. Careleſs, Pm ruin d, I'm 
undone. 

Care. What's the Matter, Madam? 

L. P. O the unlucky'ſt Accident, I'm afraid I ſhant 
live to tell it you. 

Care. Heav'n forbid! What is it? 

L. P. I'm in ſuch a Fright; the ſtrangeſt Quandary and 
Premunire! I'm all over in a univerſal Agitation, I dare 
ſwear every Circumſtance of me trembles, _— O your 
Letter, your Letter! By an unfortunate Miſtake, I haye 
given Sir Paul your Letter inſtead of his own, 

Care, That was unlucky. 

L. P. O yonder he comes reading of it, for Heav'ns 
ike ſtep in here and adviſe me quickly, before he ſees, 


SCENE IX. 


Sir Paul with the Letter. 


vir Paul. O Providence, what a Conſpiracy have I 
liſcover'd —— But let me ſee to make an end ont. 
Reads, ] Hum — Afier Supper in the Wardrobe by the Gal. 
„ If Sir Paul ſhould ſurtrixe us, I have a Commiſſim 
m him to treat with you about the very Matter of Fat; 
nter of Fact! Very pretty; it ſeems then I am con- 
ding to my own Cuckoldom; why this is the very 
uterous Potition of taking up Arms by my Authority, 
unt my Perſon! Well, let me ſee — Lill then I languiſh 
Expectation of my adored Charmer, 4 
11488 Dying Ned. Careleſs, 

- bud, would that were matter of Fact too. Die and 
Gmn'd for a Juda: Maccabeus, and Iſcariot both, O 
endſhip! What art thou but a Name! Henceforward 
do Man make a Friend that would not be a Cuckold: 
hom ſoever he receives into bis Boſom, will find the 
to his Bed, and there return his Careſſes with Inte- 
to his Wife, Have I for this been pinion'd Night 
Night fer three Years paſt? Have I been ſwath'd in © 
Blankets 
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Blankets till I have been even depriv'd of Motion? Have! 
approach'd the Marriage Bed with Rev erence as to: 
facred Shrine, and deny'd my ſelf the Enjoyment of law- 
1 ful Domeſtick Pleaſures to preſerve its Purity, and muſt! 
1 now find it polluted by 3 Iniquity? O my Lady 
1 Plyant, you were chaſle as Ice, but you are melted now, 
; and falſe as Water. But Providence has been conſtant 
to me in diſcovering this Conſpiracy; ſtill I am beholden 
. to Providence, if it were not for Providence, ſure poor 
N Sir Paul thy Heart would break. 


| | SCENE X. * 

= [ bim] Lady Plyant. 

1 L. P. So, Sir, I ſee you have read the Letter — Wel 
now, Sir Paul, what do you think of your Friend C 

| fs? Has he been treacherous, or did you give his Inſ- 

| lence a Licence to make Trial of your Wife's fuſpea« iy" 

| Virtue? Dye ſee here? [Snatches the Letter as in Ag 

Look, read it? Gad's my Life if I thought it were o, | 

4 would this Moment renounce all Communication wid“ 

1 you. Ungrateful Monſter! He? Is it ſo? - Ay, I feet 

1 a Plot upon my Honour; your guilty Cheeks confeſs i: 
Oh where ſhall wrong'd Virtue fly for Reparation! ! 

de divorced this Inſtant. 

4k Sir Paul. Gads-bud what ſhall I ſay? This is the ſtrange 


| Surprize!-Why I don't know any thing at all, nor! gon 
I; | know whether there be any thing at all in the Work 7 
| | or no. | 

4 L. P. I thought I ſhould try you, falſe Man. I thy 5 


| never diſſembled in my. Life: Yet to make Trial of you 

4 pretended to like that Monſter of Iniquity, Careleſs, at 
17 found out that Contrivence to let you ſee this Lette 

1 which now 1 find was of your own inditing 10 

Heathen, I do; ſee my Face no more; II be diyord 

14 preſently. | 

. Sir Faul. O ftrange, what will become of me! —- I! 
| ſo amaz'd, and ſo overjoy'd, ſo afraid, and ſo- or 


hut did you give me this Letter on Purpo!-, r 
Did you? * | 


L. 
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L. P. Did 1? Do you doubt me, Turk, Sarazen? I 


bare a Couſin that's a Proctor in the Commons, III go 
: to him inſtantly. | 114i 
> Sir Paul. Hold, tay, I befeech your Ladyſhip — I'm | 4 


ſo overjoy'd, ſtay, I'll confeſs all, 


L. P. What will you confeſs, Jew ? : | 

Sir Paul. Why now as I hope to be ſaved, I had no 
Hand in this Letter —— Nay hear me, I beſeech your | 
Lalyſhip: The Devil take me now it he did not go be- i 
| 


yond my Commiſſion If I defired him to do any | | 
more than ſpeak a good Word only juſt for me; Gads-bud © 18 
only for papr Sir Faul, I'm an Anabaptiſt, or a Jew, or | 
what you pleaſe to call me. | 
L. P. Why is not here Matter of Fact? | 
Sir Paul. Ay, but by your own Virtue and Continency 


. . 1 N 
* that matter of Fact is all his own doing.—I confeſs I had 5 
a great Deſire ta have ſome Honours conferr'd upon me, *| 


a whichlic all in your Ladyfhip's Breaft, and he being a 
well-(poken Man, I defired him to intercede for me. 


** L. P. Did you ſo, Preſumption! Oh! he comes, the þ 1 
wi „in comes; I cannot bear bis Sight: ; = 
ee it | = 
Git ST C5 NS AL 0 | 'F 
8 \ _ Careleſs, Sir Paul. 1 


id all I could, but can'r prevail Then my Friendſhip to 
you has carry'd me a lit le farther in this Matter | 1 

Sir Paul. Indeed Well Sir I'll diſſemble with him a | - 
little, [ Aſede. | | h * 


| 
Care. Sir Paul, I'm glad I've met with you, gad J have | Þ} 
| 


k I Care, Why faith I have in my Time known honeſt 8 
1 estlemen abuſed by a pretended Coy neſs in their Wives, | [ | 
Ln ind I had a mind to try my Lady's Virtue— And when '3 111 


could not prevail for you, gad I pretended to be in Love 
(yy ſelf—but all in vain, ſhe would not hear a Word upon 
that Subject: Then I writ a Letter to her; I don't know | 
phat Effects that will have, but I'll be. ſure to teil you | 11 
when 1 do, tho? by this Light I believe ber Vertue is im» | i | 


fepnable. Tr | 8 | 
Sr Paul, O Providence! Providence! What Diſcoveries | 
| 7" re 
| 
| 
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are here made? Why, this is better and more miraculous 
than the reſt, 

Care, What do you mean? | 

Sir Paul, I can't tell you, Pm ſo overjoy'd; come :. 
long with me to my Lady, I can't contain my ſelf; come 
my dear Friend. 

Care. So, ſo, ſo, this Difficulty's over. LA. 


SCENE NMI. 


| | Mellefont, Maskwell, from different Doors, 
8 Mel. Maskwell! I have been looking tor you— tis with⸗ 
| in a Quas/cr ot Eight. | 
Mak, My Lady is juſt gone into my Lord's Cloſet, you 
had bell ſteal in o her Chamber before ſhe comes, and lie 
concealed there, otherwiſe ſhe may lock the Door when 
we are together, and you not ealily get in to ſurprize us 
4 ; Mel. He? You ſay true. 
1 Mak. You had beſt make haſte, for after ſhe has made 
1 ſome Apology to the Company for her own, and my 
1 Lord's Abſence all this while, ſhe'll retire to her Chamber 
inſtancly. 
wel, I go this Moment: Now Fortune I defy thee, 


S CEN E XIII. 


Maskwell alone. 
Mask. I confeſs you may be allow'd to be ſecure is 
your own Opinion; the Appearance is very fair, but [ 
have an After-Game to play that ſhall turn the Table, 
and here comes the Man that I muſt manage. 


*#8'C E N E N. 


— 


; [To him] Lord Touchwood. hy, 
[ Ld. T. Maskwell, you are the Man I wiſh'd to meet buſ 
} Mask. | am happy to be in the way of your Lordſhip' | 


Commands. 
- Ld. T. 1 have always found you prudent and careful in 
any thing that has concern'd me or my Family. 
Mack. I were a Villain elſe I am bound by Duty and 
T1 | Gratitude 


— 
* 
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Gratitude, and my own Inclination, to be ever yqur Lord- 
ſhip's Servant. | ; 

Ld. T. Enough — You are my Friend; I know it: 
Yet there has been a thing in your Knowledge, which has 
copcern'd me nearly, that you have conceal'd from me. 

Math. My Lord! 

Ld, T. Nay, I excuſe your Friendfhip to my unnatural 
Nephew thus far — But I know you have been privy to 
bis impious Defigns upon my Wife. This Ev'ning ſhe 
zu tod me all: Her Geod-nature conceal'd it as long ag 
was poſſible; but he perſeveres ſo in Villany, that ſhe hag 
told me even you were weary of diſſuading him, though 
you have once actually hindered him from forcing her, 

Mask. 1 am ſorry, my Lord, I can't make you an An- 
wer; this is an Occaſion in which 1 would not willingly 
te ſilent. 

Ld. T. I know you would excuſe him—And I know 
u well that you can””, | PFs 

Mask. Indeed I was in Hopes t'had been a youthful 
ny WT Heat that might have ſoon boil'd over; but 
ber Ld. T. Say on, | | 

Mask. I have nothing more to fay, my Lord But 

v expreſs my Concern; for I think his Frenzy increaſes 

uly. . 

"1 T. How! Give me but Proof of it, Ocular Proof, 

nt I may juſtify my Dealing with him to the World, and 
hare my Fortunes. 

Mask. O my Lord! conſider that is hard: Befides, time 

yy work upon him Then, for me to do it? I have pre- 

d an everlaſting Friendſhip to him. | 
Ld. T. He is your Friend, and what am 1? 

Mask. Jam anſwered, | 
Ld. T. Fear not his Diſpleaſure; I will put you out of 
Is, and Fortune's Power, and for that thou art ſcrupu- 
ſly honeſt, I will ſecure thy Fidelity to him, and give 
Honour never to own any Diſcovery that you ſhall 
7 me. Can you give me a demonſtrative Proof? 
leak, 8 | 

Mak, I wifh I could not To be plain, my Lord, I 
tended this Ev'ning to have try d all Arguments to dii- 
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* ſuade him from a Deſign, which I ſuſpect; and if I h 
8 Wort ſucceeded, to have informed your Lordſhip of wht 


in that Lobby by my Lady's Bed-Chamber, I ſhall be abt 
to tell you more. 
Mask. My Duty to your Lordſhip makes me do a b 


| yond your Hopes. 


Juſt ready to ſpring under her Feet. But to my Poſt, 
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I knew. f 
Ld. T. I thank you. What is the Villain's Purpoſe? ; 
Mask. He has own'd nothing to me of late, and what1 

mean now, is only a bare Suſpicion of my own. If you 

Lordſhip will meet me a Quarter of an Hour hence therg 


Ld. T. I will. 


yere Piece of Juſtice,——— 3% 
Ld. T. I will be ſecret, and reward your Honeſty be, 


S EN E XV; 
SCENE opening, ſhews Lady Touchwood' 
| Chamber. 1 25 | 
Mellefont Solus. | 


Mel. Pray Heav'n my Aunt keep touch with her Aſſy: 
nation, Oh that her Lord were but ſweating behinl 
this Hanging, with the ExpeQtation of what I ſhall ſee= 
Hift, ſhe comes Little does ſhe think what a Mine 


[ Goes behind the Hangin 


S COE N E XVI. 


Lady Touchwoed. 


L. T. Tis Eight a Clock: Methinks I ſhould have fou 
him here, Who does not prevent the Hour of Love, oi 
ſtays the Time; for to be dully punctual, is too flows 
I was accuſing you of Nef lect. 8 


S CEN E XVII. 


Lady Touchwood, Mask well. 


i Mellefont abſconding. 
Mask. J confeſs you do reproach me when I ſee , 
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here before me; but tis fit I ſhould be (ill behitdd-lmng? 
ſtil to be more and more indebted to your Goodneſs. 

L. T. You can excuſe a Fault too well, not to have 
been to blame—A ready Anſwer ſhews: you were pre- 


1 0. 

2 Mask. Guilt is ever at a Loſs, and Confuſion waits up- 
os it; when Innocence and bold Truth are always romp 
Who Expreſſion) 

: L. T. Not in Love; Words are the weak'Support of 

old Indifference; Love has no Language to be heard, 

| Mask. Exceſs of Joy has made me ſtupid! Thus may my 
ie be ever clos d. [Ki/es ber.] And thus — Ob who” 
ld not loſe his Speech, upon Condition to have Joys 
ove it? 

L. T. Hold, let me lock the Door fir. 

[ Goes to the Door.” 

— That 1 believ'd; "was well I lete wed 


Open, 
* T. 80, — ſafe. 


x Kiſs 


Ml, And mey all Treachery be thus diſcover'd. ay — 
L. T. Ah! — 


Mak, Nay then, there's but one Way. I 


s EN E XVUL 
Lady Touchwood, Mellefont: 


Tx 


U Madam, you have no more Holes to your Burrough, 
U between you and this Sally-Port. 


1 Be Patient. 
J. Be damn'd, 


3 


Mail. and ſo may all your Pleaſures be, and ſecret as | 


Md. Villain! | [offers c draw." 


ld, Y you ſo, were you: provided for an "PSY 


I. Thunder ſtrike thee dead for this Deceitgyimme- 
Lightning blaſt thee, me and the whole World—Oh! IF 
W rack. my ſelf, play the Vulture to my own Heart, 
a for e n to me this m. 8 


ll, Conſider I wes you 3 the Hook; 3 you will bur | 
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_ flounder your ſelf a weary, and be nevertheleſs my Priſoner, 
L. T. I' hold my Breath and die, but Il be free. 
Mel, O Madam, have a care of dying unprepar'd, [ 

| doubt you have ſome unrepented Sins that may hang hep 

vy, and retard your Flight, 
L. T. O! what ſhall I do? fay? Whither ſhall I turn} 
Has Hell no Remedy? i 
Mel. None, Hell has ſery'd you ev'n as Heav'n has dong 
left you to your felf, — You're in a kind of Eraſmus Pars 
diſe; yet if you pleaſe you may make it a Purgatory ; and! 
with a little Penance and my Abſolution, all this may tur, 
to good Account. | 
L. T. LAſide.] Hold in my Paſſion, and fall, fall a litth 
thou ſwelling Heart; let me have ſome Intermiſſion 0 
this Rage, and one Minute's Coolneſs to diſſemble. 
| [ She wer 
Mel. You have been to blame.——T like thoſe Tear, 
and hope they are of the pureſt kind—Penitential Tears 
L. T. O the Scene was ſhifted quick before me—I ha 

not time to think I was ſurprized to ſee a Monſter i 

| the Glaſs, and now I find tis my ſelf; Can you have Mer 

5 cy to forgive the Faults I have imagin'd, but never put 

| in Practice O conſider, confider how fatal you har: 


been to e bave already killd the Quiet of this Li 
The Love of you was the firſt wand' ring Fire that et 
miſled my Steps, and while I had only that in View, 


| was betray d into unthovght of Ways of Ruin. 
A 
| 


Mel. May I believe this true? | 

L. T. O be not cruelly incredulous—— How can yt 
doubt theſe ſtreaming Eyes? Keep the ſevereft Eye of 
all my future Conduct; and if I once relapſe, let me nd 
hope Forgiveneſs, *twill ever be in your Power to ri 
me My Lord ſhall fign to. your Defires ; I will my f 
create your Happineſs, and Cynthia ſhall be this Nig 
your Bride—Do but conceal my Failings, and forgive, 

Mel. Upon ſuch Terms, I will be ever yours in e N 
honeſt Way. 
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SCENE XIX. 
Mukwell ſoftly introduces Lord Touchwood, and retires. 


Mak. I have kept my Word, he's here, but I muſt not 
e ſeen, 


8-C-E- NE XX. 
Lid) Touehwood, Lord Touchwood, Melle font. 
14, T. Hell and Amazement, ſhe's in Tears. 


Mel, Nay, I beſeech you riſe, 
L T. [Aloud] Never, never! I'll grow to the Ground, 


WE buried quick beneath ir, ere I'll be conſenting to ſo 
mrad a Sin as Inceſt! unnatural] Inceſt ! 

„. Ha! | | 
WS. 7. O cruel Man, will you not let me go I' for- 


ſe all that's paſt—O Heav'n, you will not raviſh me! 
Ml, Damnation! 


. 7. Monſter, Dog! your Life ſhall anſwer this 
ha Draws and runs at Mel. is held by Lady Touchwood. 

* L. T. O Heay'ns my Lord! Hold, hold, for Heap us 
* : 


. 
Mel. Confuſion, my Uacle! O the damn'd Sorcereſs. 
— 


see how wild he looks. pat 
e 098! By Heav'n 'twyere ſenſeleſs not to be mad, and 
ve ug ſuch Witchcraft, | 
o T. My Lord, you hear him, he talks idly. | 
MU . Hence from my Sight, thou living Infamy to 
Nig Name; when next I fee that Face, I'll write Villain 
we. with my Sword's Point. 

n & 


ld, Now, by my Soul, I will net go till I have made 


< (it poſſible) are greater though ſhe has all the 

Lof Hell her Servants, | 

T. Alas he raves! Talks very Pcetry For Heav'n's 
D 2 7 ſake 


L Touch. ¶ Kneeling | Eternal Bleſſings thank you— Ha! 
ly Lord liſt ning! O Fortune has o'erpaid me all, all! aus 
y own! [Alle. 
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L T. Moderate your Rage, good my Lord! He's mad, alas 
mad Indeed he is my Lord, and knows not what he 


WW my Wrongs— Nay, till I have made known yours, 
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ſake away my Lord, he'll either tempt you to Extray 
gance, or commit ſame himſelf. | 

Mel. Death and Furies, will you not hear me—Why 
by Heav'a ſhe laughs, grins, points to your Back; 1 
forks out Cuckoldom with her Fingers, and you're rus 
ning Horn-mad after your Fortune. 

[As ſpe is going ſhe.turns back and ſmiles at hin 

Ld. T. I fear he's mad indeed Let's ſend Maskwell u 
him. | | l wits. 
Mel. Send him to. her. | 

L. T. Come, come, good my Lord, my Heart akes ſi 
I ſhall faint if I ſtay. | 


SCENE XXL 


Mellefont alone. 


Mel. © I could curſe my Stars, Fate, and Chance; d 
Cauſes and Accidents of Fortune in this Life! But to whit 
Purpoſe? Yet, '{death, for a Man to have the Fruit eff 
his Laduſtry grow full and ripe, ready to drop into hi 
Mouth, and juſt when he hoids out his Hand to gate 
it, to have a ſudden Whirlwind come, tear vp Tis 
and all, and bear away the very Root and Foundation d 
his Hopes; What Temper can contain? They, talk offer 
ding Maskwell to me; I never had more need of him 
But what can he do? Imagination cannot form a fair 
and more plauſib'e Deſign than this of his which has ml 1; 
carried—O my precious Aunt, I ſhall never. thrife wih J 
out I deal with the Devil, or another Woman. M3 


Wamen like Flames have a deſtroying Pow'r, 4 
Ner to be quench'd, till they themſelves devaur, 
N SCENE ſm 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
Lady Touchwood and Mask well, 
LT, W As“ T not lucky? Ie 


Mask. Lucky! Fortune is your own, aud 


tis her Intereſt ſo to be; by Heav'n 1 believe you can 
e boatro! her Pow'r, and ſhe fears it; though Chance 
brought my Lord, *twas your awn Art that turn'd it to 
 WE\cvantage. 3 8 
r. *Tis true it might have been my Ruin — Bye 
onder s my Lord, I believe he's coming to find you, I“ 


SCENE II. 
| Mask well alone. 


u . So; 1 durſt not own my inttoduting my Lord, 
4 doogh it ſucceeded wel! for her, for ſhe would have fuſe 


xcoſe, My Lord is thoughtful— I' be ſo too; yet he 
Null know my Thoughts; or think he does: — 


SCENE III. 
{Td him] Lord Touchwood, 


Mask. What have I done? 

Ld, & Talking to himſelt! | ; 

Mak. Twas honeſt — and ſhall I be rewarded for it? 
lo, (was honeſt, therefore I ſhan't;—Nay, rather there-- 
vie | ought not; for it rewards it ſelf, . 

L. T. Unequalb'd Virtue! [ Aſide, 
Mk, But ſhould it be known! then I have loft a 
nend! He was an ill Man, and I have gain'd; for half 
u ſelf 1 lent him, and that I have recall'd; ſo I have 


othy Lord to whom 1 owe my ſelf. 05 
Ld. TI. Excellent Man! * _ [Afide. 
Maik. Yet I am wretched—O there is a Secret burns 
bin this Breaſt, which ſhould it once blaze torth, weuld 

| D 3 | ruin 
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ruin all, conſume my honeſt Character, and brand mw 
wich the Name of Villain, | 
Id. T. Ha! 

- Mak. Why da I love! Yet Heay'n and my wakin 

# Conſcience are my Witneſſes, I never gave one workit 

| i Thought a Vent; which might diſcover that I loy'd,nor em 

muſt; no, let it prey upon my Heart; for I would rate 
die, than ſeem once, barely ſeem, diſhoneſt : =O, ſhoul 
it once be known I love fair Cynthia, all this that 1 h 

done, would look like Rival's Malice, falſe Friendſhip t 

my Lord, and baſe Self-intereſt, Let me periſh firſt, a 
from this Hour avoid all Sight and Speech, and, if I cy 
all Thought of that pernicious Beauty, Ha! But whti 
my Diſtraction doing? I am wildly talking to my {| 
and ſome ill Chance might have directed malicious En 
this way. [Seems to ſtart, ſeeing my Lui 

Ld. TI. Start not—let guilty and diſhoneſt Souls ſtr 
at the Revelation of their Thoughts, but be thou fix'd, x 
is thy Virtue. 

Alas. I am confounded and beg your Lordſhip's Py 
oy for thoſe free Diſcourſes which I have had with u 
ſelf. 

L. T. Come, I beg your Pardon that I over- heard ya 
and yet it ſhall not need Honeſt Maskwell! thy and m 
good Genius led me hither Mine, in that I have di 
cover'd ſo much manly Virtue; thine, in that thou ſhalt hu 


due Reward of all thy Worth. Give me thy Hand- n 
Nepbew is the alone remaining Branch of all our ancienſdeec 
Family; him I thus blow away, and conſtitute tkee in l ber 
rom to be my Heir mu 

Mak. Now Heav'n for bid coal 


Ld. T. No more — I have reſolvd— The Writings une 
ready drawn, and wanted nothing but to be ſign'd, Wo 
have his Name inſerted — Yours will fill the Blau k es et! 
Il Will have no Reply Let me command this time 
for 'tis the laſt, in which I will aſſume Authority N 
hereafter, you ſhall rule where I have Power. A, 
Mask. | humbly would Petition 


Ld. T. Is't for your felt? — | Mask, pauſes.] I'll hear 
Mui 


nought for any Body el{e, 
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Malk. Then Witneſs Heav'n for me, this Wealth and 
Honour was not of my ſeeking, nor would I build my 
Fortune on another's Ruin: I had but one Deſire 

Ld. T. Thou ſhalt enjoy it If all I'm worth in 
Wealth or Intereſt can purchaſe Cynthia, the is thine. —— 
Pm fure Sir Pauls Conſent will follow. Fortune; li 
quickly ſhew him which way that is going. 

Mask. You oppreſs me with Bounty; my Gratitude is 
weak, and ſhrinks beneath the Weight, and cannot riſe to 
thank you What, enjoy my Love! Forgive the Tranſ- 
ports of a Bleſſing ſo unexpected, ſo unhop'd for, ſo un- 
thought of! 

Ld. T. I will confirm it, and rejoice with thee, 


SCENE IV. 


Maskwe!! alone. 


Mak, This is profp'rous indeed Why let him find me i 
out a Villain, ſettled in Poſſeſſion of a fair Eſtate, and fall 1 
Fruition of my Love, Ill bear the Railings of a loſing 
Gameſter Bur ſhou'd he find me out before! 
tis dangerous to delay — Let me think 
ſhou'd my Lord proceed to treat openly of my Marriage 
with Cynthia, all muſt be diſcover'd, and Mellefont can be 
no longer blinded. It maſt not be; nay, ſhou'd 
my Lady know it ay, then were fine Work in- 
deed! Her Fury wou'd ſpare nothing, tho* ſhe involy'd 
ber ſelf in Ruin. No, it muſt be by Stratagem— I 
muſt deceive Mellefont once more, and get my Lord to 
conſent to my private Management, He comes oppor- 
tunely Now will I, ia my old way, diſcover the 135 

Whole and real Truth of the Matter to him, that he may 8 
ot ſuſpect one Word on'r, 30 


No Maik like open Truth to cover Lyes, 
As to go Naked is the beſt Diſguiſe. 
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SCENE. v. 


[To him] Mellefont. 


Mel. O Maskwell, what Hope: ?I am confounded in a ma 
of Thoughts, each leading into another, and all ending in 
Perplexity. My Uncle will not ſee, nor hear me. 

Mask, No matter, Sir, don't trouble your Head, ally 
in my Power. * 

Mel. How ? For Heav'n's ſake? | 

Mask. Little do you think that your Aunt has kept he 
Word,. How the Devil ſhe wrought my Lord into thi 
Dotage, I know not; but be's gone to Sir Paul about my 
Marriage with Cynthia, and has appointed me his Heir, 

Mel. The Devil he has! What's to be done? 

Mazk. I have it, it muſt be by Stratagem; for it's in 
vain to make Application o him. J\think l have that in 
my Head that cannot fail: Where's Cynthia? 

- $4], In the Gardey. 1 | ? 

Mak. Let us go and conſu , my Lite for 5 

I cheat my tes | OT EO TK * 


SCENE I. 


Lord Touchwood, Lady Touchwood. 


| L. T. Ma:kwell your Heir, and marry Cynthia! 
| Ld. T. I cannot do too much for fo much Merit. 

| L. T. But this is a thing of too great Moment to be {6 
| ſuddenly reſolv d. Why Cynthia? Why muſt he be mar 
| ry'd? Is .here not reward enough in raiſing his low Fot- 
it 1 tune, but he muſt mix his Blood with mine, and wed my 
| Niece? How know you that my Brother will conſent, or ſhe! 
| Nay, he himſelt perhaps may have Aſſections other where, 
— 11 Le. T. No, I am convine'd he loves her. 
| if | L. TI. Maskwell. love Cynthia, impoſſible! 

4 Ld. T. I tell you, he confeſs'd it to me, | 

1 L. TI. Confufion! How's this! LA. 
I. Z. His Humility long ſtifled his Paſſion: And his 

4 


Love 


The Dovirt Dteater $i 
Love of Mellefont would have made him ſtill conceal it,— 
But by Encouragement, I wrung the Secret from bim; 
and know he's no way to be rewarded but in her, I'll de- 
fer my farther Proceedings in it, till you have confider'd 
it; but remember how we are both indebted to him, 


SCENE Vl. 


Lady Torchwood Alone. 
L. T. Both indebted to him! Ves, we are both in · 


with this oor! 5 of Treachery: It is impoſſible, it can- 
not be— He love Cynthia! What have I been Bawd to his 
Defigns, his Property only, a baiting Place! Now I ſee 
what made him falſe to Mellefont. Shame and Diſ- 
tration! I cannot bear it, oh! what Woman can bear to 
be a Property? To be kindle+ to a Flame, only to 
light him to another's Arms; oh! that I were Fire idee, 
that I might burn the vile Traitor. What ſhall 
y Defigns are loſt, my Leve unſated, my Revenge 
unfiniſh'd, and freſh cauſe of Fury from unthought- of 


Plazues, 


SCENE VIII. 


[To her] Sir Paul. 


Sir Paul. Madam, Siſter, my Lady Siſter, did you ſte 
my Lady my Wiſe? | 

L. T. Oh? Torture! | 

Sir Paul. Gads-bud, I can't find her high nor low 
0 WY where can ſhe be; think you? „ 
ſhe? L. TI. Where ſhe's ſerving yon, as all your Sex ought to 
ere, be ſervd; making you a Beaſt, Don't you know that 

you're a Fool, Brother ? | 

sir Paul. A Fool; he, he, he, you're merry—No, no, 
got I, I know no ſuch Matter. | 

L. T. Why then you don't know half your Happineſs, 


Ds Sir Paul. 


1 


l 4 © 
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&bted to him, if you knew all, Villain! Oh, I am wild 


1 do? How ſhall I think? I cannot think. 
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Sir Paul. That's a Jeſt with all my Heart, faith ani 
troth, But hark ye, my Lord told me ſomething of 
Revolution of things; I don't know what to make ont 
Gads-bud I muſt conſuls my Wife, —he talk 

of diſinkeriting his Nephew; and I don't know what,— 
Look you, Sifter, I muſt know what my Girl has te truſ 
to; or not a Syllable of a Wedding, Gads-bud— to ſhen 
you that I am not a Fool, | 

L. I. Hear me; conſent to the breaking off this Mar. 
- Tiage, and the promoting any other, without - conſulting 
me, and I' renounce all Blood, all Relation and Concern 
with you for ever. —nay, Pl be your Enemy, and 
purſue you to Deſtruction, III tear your Eyes out, and 
tread you under my Feet. 

Sir Paul, Why, what's the Matter now? Good Lord 
what's all this for? Pooh, here's a Joke indeed Why, 
where's my Wife? | 

L. TI. With Careleſs, in the cloſe Arbour; he may wart 
you by this time, as much as you want her. 

Sir Paul. O, if ſhe be with Mr, Careleſs, tis well e 
nough. 

L. T. Fool, Sot, inſenſible Ox! But remember whzt! 
faid to you, or you had better eat your own Horns, by 
this Light you bad, | 

Sir Paul. You're a paſſionate Woman, Gads-bud,--—— 
But to fay Truth, all our Family are Cholerick; I am tht 
only peaceable Perſon amongſt em. | 


SCENE IX. 


Mellefont, Miskwell and Cynthia. 


Mel. I know no other Way but this he has propos; hcl 
if you haye Love enough to run the Venture, err 
0pm. 1 don't know whether J have Love enough have 
but 1 find | have Obſtinacy enough to purſue whatever [MF ® N 
have once reſolv'd; and a true Female Courage to oppols 
any thing that reſiſts my Will, tho *twere Reaſon it ſelf. 
Mask. That's right, — Well, I'll fecure the Writings 
and run the Hazard along with bu. 


10 


Cit 


*t 
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Cynt. But how can the Coach and Six Horſes be got 
ready without Suſpicion ? | 

Mak. Leave it to my Care; that ſhall be ſo far from 
being ſuſpected, that it ſhall be got ready by my Lord's 
own Order. 

Mel. How? 

Mak, Why, I intend to tell my Lord the whole Matter 
ef our Contrivance, that's my way. 

Mel. I don't underſtand you. 

Mask. Why, I'll tell my Lord, I laid this Plot with 
you, on purpoſe to betray you; and that which put me 
upon it, was, the finding it impoſſible to gain the Lady 
any 22 way, but in the Hopes of her marrying you.— 

Mel. So 

Mask. So, why ſo, while you're buſied in making your 
ſelf ready, I'il wheedle her into the Coach; and inftead of 
you, borrow my Lord's Chaplain, and fo run away with 
der my ſelf, er = 

Mel. © I conceive you, you'll tell him fo? 

Mask. Tell him ſo! ay, why you don't think I mean 
to do ſo? | 

Mel. No, no; ha, ha, I dare ſwear thou wilt not. 

Mask. Therefore for qur farther Security, I would have 
you diſguis'd like a Parſon, that if my Lord ſhould have 
Curiofity to peep, be may not diſcover you in the Coach, 
but think the Cheat is carried on as he would haye ir. 

Mel. Excellent Maskwell) thou wert certainly meant for 
1 Stateſman or a Jeſuit, but thou art too hon ſt 
for one, and too pious for the other, 

Mak, Well, get your ſelves ready, and meet me ir half 
in Hour, yonder in my Lady's Dreſſing- Room; go by the 
back Stairs, and ſo we may ſlip down without being ob- 
ſery'd, — I'll fend the Chaplain to you with his Robes; I 
have made him my ow-n, — and ordered him to meet us 
to Morrow Morning at St. Albans; there we will ſam up 
this Account, to all eur Satisfactions. 

Md, Should I begin to thank or praiſe thee, I ſhould 
nale the little time we haves | 


SCENE 
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S GENE x. 
Cynthia, Maskwell. 


Mask. Madam, you will be rea'y? 
Cynt. I will be punctual to the Minute, [Gomg, 
Mack. Stay, I have a Doubt Upon ſecond Thoughts, 


- we bad better meet in the Chaplain's Chamber here, the 


corner Chamber at this end of the Gallery, there is. a back 
way into it, ſo that you need not come through this 
Door-——and a Pair of private Stairs leading down to the 
Stables It will be more convenient. 
Cynt. I am guided by you,—but Mellefont will miſtake, 
Mak. No, no, I il atter him immediately, and tell him, 
nt. 1 will not fail. 


SCENE XI. 


Maskwell alone. 


Mak, Why, qui vult decipi decipiatur.— Tis fio Fauk 
of mine, I have told 'em in plain Terms, how eaſy di 
for me to cheat em; and if they will not hear the Ser- 
pent's Hiſs, they muſt be ſtung into Experience, and fu- 
ture Caution.—— Now to prepare my Lord to conſent to 
this. But firſt I muſt inſtruct my little Lev! e; 
there is no Plot, publick or private, that can expect to 
proſper without one of them has a Finger in't, he promi- 
ſed me to be within at this Hour, — Mr. Saygrace, Mr, 


Saygrace, {Goes to the Chamber Door, and knicks, 
8 G E N E XI. 
Maskwell, Saygrace. 


Ir. Saygrace, looking out.] Sweet Sir, I will but pen 
the laſt Line of an Acroſtick, and be with you in the 
twinkling of an Ejaculation, in the pronouncing of an 
Amen, ot before you enk ä 


Mak, 


TR 
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Mack, Nay, good Mr. Saygrace, do not prolong the 
Time, by deſcribing to me the Shortneſs. of your Stay x 
uber if you pleaſe, defer the fiaiſning of your Wit, and 
Jt us talk about our Buſineſs, it ſhall be Tithes in your 


* [Enters] You ſhall prevail, I would break off in 


„e middle of a Sermon to-do you a Pleaſure, + 

$, Mask. You could not do me a greater, except 
e ee Buſineſs in hand — Haye you provided a Habit 
k for Mellefont ? | | 


Say. | have, they are ready in my Chamber, her 
— clean fiarch's Band — Cults. | "__ 
Mak. Good, let them be carry'd to him. have you 
cha the Gown Sleeve, that he may be puzzled, and 
yiſte time in putting it on? 

Sag. 1 have; the Gown will not be indued without 
erplexity. | X 

Lat. Meet me in half an Hour, here in your owe 
hamber, When Cymhia comes, let there be no Light, 
d do not ſpeak, that ſhe may not diſtinguiſh you from 
uuleſont. I'll urge haſte, to excuſe your Silence, 

g. You bare no more Commands? | 

Mask. None, your Text is ſhort. 

Sayg. But pithy, and I will handle it with Diſcretion. - 


3 Mack, It will be the firſt you have ſo ſery'd, 
8 SCENE XIII. 
Ni- 


Tord Touchwood, Ma:kwell. 


14. T. Sure I was born to be controlled by thoſe 1 
ould command: My very Slaves will ſhortly give me 
Wes how I ſhall-goyern then. 

Mak, Jam concern'd to ſee your Lordſhip difcont- 
by | +. | 
Ld. T. Have you ſeen my Wife lately, or diſoblig d 
* 


er 
Mak. No my Lord. What can this mean! 
| [ Aſide, 
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tell her of the Honours you delignd me? 


' + Mak. By Heav'n he meets my Wiſhes. LAſide.] Fen 
* 


Love will be inventing) which 1 thought to commu; 


4 ; 


— 


Ld. T. Then Mellefont has urg'd ſome Body to incenſ 
her Something ſhe has heard of you which carries be 
beyond the Bounds of Patience. 

Mask. This I fear'd. [4/ide.) Did not your Lordſi 


£9; T7" Yes: ; | 0 
Mask. Tis that; you know my Lady has a high $, 
rit; ſhe thinks I am-unworthy. VITAE u 
Id. T. Unworthy! Tis an ignorant Pirde in her g 
think ſo . Honeſty to me is true Nobility, Hoy 
ever, tis my Will it ſhall be ſo, and that ſhou'd be cop 
vincing'to her as much as Reaſon »By Hey ch 


Pll not be Wife-ridden; were it poſſible, it ſhould le 
done this Night. 


Things are impoſſible to willing Minds, 
Ld. T. Inſtruct me how this may be done, you ſul 

fee 1 want no Inclination, r 

Mask. I had laid a ſmall Defign for to Morrow (1 


cate to your Lordſhip But it may be as well don 


to Night. . ; 
Ld, T. Here's Company — Come this way, and tt 
me, 0 
L 


Careleſs and Cynthia. 
Care, Ts not that he, now gone out with my Lord! 


m—_— 
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SCENE xv. 
[To them] Mellefont, | 
Cynt. Did Maskwell tell you any thing of the Chaphain's 
Chamber? |} 
Mel. No; my Dear, will you get ready — the Things 
we all in my Chamber; I want nothing but the Habit. 
# Care. You are betray'd, and Maskwell is the Villain 1 
ways thought him, | TT | | 
Out. When you were gone, he ſaid his Mind was 


chang'd, and bid me meet him in the Chaplain's Room, 
pretending immediately ro follow you, and give vou 


- 


Notice, | 

Mel, How ! f 

Care. There's Saygrace tripping by with a Bundle under 
tis Arm — He cannot be ignorant that Maskwell means 
o uſe his Chamber let's follow and examine him. 


Mel, 'Tis loſs ot Time — I cannot think him falſe. 


S CEN E XVI. 


Cynthia, Lord Touchwood. 


Oynt. My Lord mufing ! | 
Ld. T. He has a quick Invention, if this were ſudden} 
cop Yet he ſays he bad prepar'd my Chaplain 
ueady, | | | 
Out. How's this! Now I fear indeed. 
5 IJ. Cynthia here! Alone, fair Couſin, and melan- 
(loly ? "_ 
Ont. Your Lordſhip was thoughtful. 
Ld. T. My Thoughts were on ſerious Buſineſs, not 
worth your hearing. | 
nt. Mine were on Treachery concerning you, and 
My be worth your hearing. e 
Ld. T. Treachery concerning me! pray be plain 
uk! What Noiſe! | 
Mack, [Withm,] Will you not hear me? 
L. I. [Within.)] No, Monſter ! Traitor! Noj 


n.. 


een 
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Cynt, My Lady and Maskwe!l! this may be lucky —< 
My Lord, let me intreat you to ſtand beking this Skreen, 
and liſten; perhaps this Chance may give you Proof d 
what you ner could have beliey'd from my Sufpiciong, 


SCENE XVI. 


Lady Touchwood with a Dagger, Maskwell: Cyntbi 
FR and Lord Touchwood abſcond, liſining. 


L. T. You want but Leiſure to invent freſh-Falſhood, 
and footh me to a fond Belief of all your Fictions; but! 
will ſtab the Lye that's forming in your Heart, and ſave: 
Sin, in pity to your Soul, 

Mask. Strike then —— Since you will have it fo, 

L. T. Ha! A ſteady Villain to the laſt! | 

Mask. Come, why do you dally with me thus? 

L. T. Thy ſtubborn Temper ſhocks me, and you kney 
it would — this is Cunning all, and not Courage; no 
know thee well: But thou ſhalt-miſstby Aim. 

Mask. Ha, ba, ba. 

L. T. Ha! Do you mock my Rage? Then this ſl 
puniſh your fond, raſh Contempt! Again Smile! 


- | [ Goes 10 ſir For 
And ſuch a Smile as ſpeaks in Ambiguity! | 
Ten thouſand Meanings lurk in each Corner of thi 
various Face, | 
O! That they were written in thy Heart, 
That I, with this, might lay thee open to my Sight! 
But then twill be too late to know 
Thou haſt, thou haſt found the only way to turn e 
Rage; Too well thou know'ſt my jealous Soul col 
never bear Unceriainty, Speak then, and tell me — 14 
are you ſilent? Ob, I am wilder'd in all Paſſions! But thi 
my Anger melts, [Weeps.] Here, take this Poniard, fd 
my very Spirits faint, and I want Strength to hold i 
thou haſt diſarm'd my Soul. - , [ Grues the Dag 
Ld T. Amizement ſhakes me— Where will this end 
Mask. So, tis well — let your wild Fury have a Veit 
and when you have Temper, tell me. 
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L. T. Now, now, now I am calm, and can hear you. 
Mack. C Aſide.] Thanks, my Invention; and now 'I 
have it for you. —— Firſt tell me what urg'd you to this 
Violence? For your Paſſicn broke in ſuch imperfect 
Terms, that yet I am to learn the Cauſe, | 
L. T My Lord himſelf ſurpriz'd me with the News, 
| ou were to marry Cynthia — That you had own'd your 
bose to bim, and his Indulgence would affiſt you to at- 
ain your Ends. | 
0 nt. How, my Lord! 4%, 
Ld. T. Pray forbear all Reſentments for a while, and let 
us hear the reſt. 17 
Mask. I grant you in Appearance all is true; I ſeem'd 
wnſenting to my Lord; nay, tranſported with the Bleſ- 
og But could you think that I, who had been hap» 
in your lov'd Embraces, could e er be fond of an in- 
lor Stavery ? | b.. 
Ld. T. Ha! O Poiſon to my Ears! What do I hear? 
| Ont, Nays good my Lord, forbear Reſentment, let us 
ear it out. * 
Ld. T. Yes, I will contain, tho? I cou'd burſt. 
Mask. 1 that had wanton'd in the rich Circle of your 


vr more than all the reſt; though I would give a Limb 
x every Look you cheaply throw away on any other 
dect of your Love; yet fo far I prize your Pleaſures 
er my own, that all this ſeeming Plot that I have laid, 
been to pratify your Taſte, and cheat the World, to 
bye a faithful Rogue to you. | | 

L. T. If this were true — But how can it be? 
Mask. 1 have fo contriv'd, that Mellefont will preſently, 
Ihe Chaplain's Habit, wait for Cynthia in your Dreſſing- 
oom: Bur I have put the Change upon her, that ſhe 
wy be otherwhere employ'd — Do you procure her 
lhti-Gown, and with your Hoods tied over your Face, 
et him in her ſtead; you may go privately by the back 
irs, and, unperceiv'd, there you may propoſe to re- 
date him in hisUncle's Favour, if he'll comply with your 
Rites; his Caſe is deſperate, and I believe he'll yield to 


4. 


forld of Love, cou'd be canfin'd within the puny Pro- 
mice of a Girl? No —= Yet tho? I dote on each laſt Fa. 


any 
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any Conditions, — If not, here take this; you may en 
ploy it better, than in the Heart of one who is nothig 
: When not yours. +... [Gives the Dagyy, 
L. T. Thou can'ſt deceive every Body, —— Nay, tha 
haſt deceiv'd me; but dis as I would wiſh, —— Tru 
Villain! T could worſhip thee, | 
Mask. No more. — it wants but a few Minutes of th 
_; and Aellefont's Love will carry him there before hi 
our. | 
L. T. I go, I fly, incomparable Maskwell! 


SCENE XVI. 
Maskwell, Cynthia, Lord Touchwood: 


-. Mak. So, this was a Pinch indeed, my Invention m 
upon the Rack; and made Diſcovery of her laſt Plot: | 
hope Cynthia and my Chaplain will be ready, Il prep 
for the Expedition. "3g 


; | 
S$S CENF AL 
Cynthia and Lord Rouchwood. 


Cynt. Now, my Lord? 

Ld. T. Aſtoniſhment binds up my Rage! Villany upal 
Vilany! Heay'ns, what a long Track of dark Deceith 
this diſcover'd! I am confounded when I look back, at 
want a Clue to guide me through the various Mazes 0 
unheard of Treachery. My Wife! Damnation! my Hei 

Cynt, My Lord, have Patience, and be ſenſible ho 
great our Happineſs is, that this Diſcovery was not mul 
too late, | 

Ld. T. I thank you, yet it may be ſtill too late, if v 
don't preſently prevent the Execution of their Plots; 
Ha, 1'il do't. Where's Mellefont, my poor injur'd Nephe! 
Ho ſhall I make him ample Satisfaction? — 

Cynt. I dare anſwer for him. | 

Ld. T. I do him freſh Wrong to queſtion his Forgit 

neſs; for I know him to be all Goodneſs, —— Yet n 
Wife! Damn her, — Shel] think to meet him in 
Dreſling-Room; —— Was't not ſo? And Maikwell 


* 
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exp2& you in the Chaplain's Chamber, — For once, Pl 
14d my Plot too, — let us hafte te find out, and inform 
my Nephew; and do you, quickly as you can, bring all 
the Company into this Gallery, — ll expoſe the Strum- 
pet, and the Villain. * c 
*$ ONE 

Lord Froth and Sir Paul. Wo 
Ld. Froth. By Heav'ns I have ſlept an Age — Sir Paul, 
what a Clock is't? Paſt Eight, on my Conſcience, -my 
Lady's is the moſt inviting Couch; and a Slumber there, 
s the prettieſt Amuſement! But where's all the Com- 
any? 

Sir Paul. The Company, Gads. bud, I don't know, m 

Lord, but here's the ſtrangeſt Revolution, all turn'd topſy 
uryy; as I hope for Providence, 
14, Frot h. O Heav'ns, what's the matter? Where's my 
Vite ? 
Sir Paul. All turn'd topſy turvy as ſure as a Gun. 
Id. Foth. How do you mean? My Wife! 
Sir Paul. The ſtrangeſt Poſture of Affairs! 
Li. Froth, What, my Wife? | ( 
Sir Paul, No, no, I mean the Family, — Your Lady's 
fairs may be in a very good Poſture; I ſaw her go into 
e Garden with Mr. Brick, 
Ld, Froth. How? where, when, what to do? | 
RS I ſuppoſe they have been laying their Heads 
Wrther, ; 
Ld. Froth, How? : 
Sir Paul. Nay, only about Poetry, I ſuppoſe, my Lord; 
miking Couplets, | 
Ld. Froth. Couplets. 
dir Paul. O, here they come. 


S C EN E-iAXE 


x 


* [To them] Lady Froth, Brisk. 

a Brick, My Lord, your humble Servant; Sir Paul yours, 
. the figgſt Night! | | 

erg L. Froth, 
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I.. Froth. My Dear, Mr, Brick and 1 have been St. 
g3zing, I don't know how long. 

Sir Paul. Does it not tire your Ladyſhip? are not 50 
- weary with looking up? OF 

L.. Froth. Oh, no, I love it violently, »—= My Dex, 
you're melancholy. | 
Ld. Froth. No, my Dear; I'm but juſt awake. 
L. Froth. Snuff ſome of my Spirit of Hartſhorn, 
Ld. Froth. Tve ſome of my own, thank you, ny 


e 1 

L. Froth, Well, 1 ſwear, Mr. Brick, you underſtood 
Aſtronomy like an old Egypiian. | 
Brisk. Not comparably to your Lady ſhip; you are tie 
very Cynthia of the Skies, and Queen of Stars. 

L. Froth. That's becauſe I have no Light, but what 
by Reflexion from you, who are the Sun, | 

Brick. Madam, you have Eclips'd me quite, let n 
periſn. I can't anſwer that. 

L. Froth, No matter, 
make an Almanack together. 

Briik. With all my Soul, — Your Ladyſhip has mid: 
me the Man in't already, I'm fo full of the Wounds whid 
you have piven. 

L. Froth. O finely taken! ſwear now you- are even 
with me, O Parnaſſus, you have an infinite deal of Wit. 
Sg Paul. So he has, Gads-bud, and ſo has your Lady 

ip, | 


Hark ee, ſhall you and | 


SCENE XXI. 
[To them] Lady Plyant, Careleſs, Cynthia, 


L. P. You tell me moſt ſurprizing things; bleſs me 
who would ever truſt a Man? O my Heart akes for fea 
they ſhould be all deceitful alike, 

Care. You need not fear, Madam, you have Charm 
to fix Inconſtancy it (elf. 

L. P. O dear, you make me bluſh, 

Ld, Froth, Come, my Dear, fhall we take leave of my 
Lord and Lady? 

nt. They'll wait upon your Lordſhip 17 

Fal 
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b. Mr. Brist, my Coach ſhall fet you down. 
All. What's the matter? | | 
0 LA great Shriek from the Corner of the Stage. 


, S CEB N E XXIII. 


To them] Lady Touchwood runs out affrighted, my 
| Lord after her, like a Parſon. : 


l.. O I'm betray'd. — Save me, help me. 

Ld. T. Now what Evaſion, Strumpet? 

L. T. Stand off, let me go. . | 
Ld, T. Go, and thy own Infamy purſue thee, — You 
re as you were all amazed, — I don't wonder at it, 
but too ſoon you'll know mine, and that Woman's 
tame. | 


SCENE, The Laſt. 


„ Touchw ood, Lord Froth, Lady Froth, Lady Plyant 
Sr Paul, Cynthia, Mellefont, Maskwell; Mellefont di/- 
quiſed in @ Parſon's Habit and pulling in Maskwell. 


Mel. Nay, by Heav'n you ſhall be feen, —— Careleſs, 
wr Hand; — Do you hold down your Head? Yes I am 
ur Chaplain, look in the Face of your injur'd Friend; 
tou Wonder of all Falſhood, a 
Ld. T. Are you ſilent, Monſter? 

Mel. Good Heav'ns! How I believ'd and lov'd this Man! 
Take him hence, for he's a Diſeaſe to my Sight. 

Ld. T. Secure that manifold Villain. : 
[Servants ſeize him. 


Care, Miracle of Ingratitude? bh 

rice, This is all very ſurprizing, let me periſh. | 

L. Froth, You know I told you Saturn look'd a little 

pre angry than uſual, 

Ld. T. We'll think of Puniſhment at Leiſure, but let 

t haſten to do Juſtice, in rewardiog Virtue and wrong'd 

Mocence, — Nephew, I hope I have your Pardon, and 

eie | 7 

Mel, We are your Lordſhip's Creatures, 
I Ld. T. 


* 
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Ld. T. And be each others Comfort; — Let me join 

your Hands. Unwearied Nights, and wiſhing Days 

| attend you both; mutual Love, lafting Health, and cir- 

cling Joys, tread round each happy Lear of your long 
Lives. : | | 


Let ſecret Villany from hence be warn d; 
HKowe'er in private Miſchiefs are conceiv d. 
Torture and Shame attend their open Birth; 
Like Vipers in the Womb, baſe Treachery lies, 
Still gnawing that, whence firſt it did ariſe; 
Ne ſooner born, bus the Vile Parent dies. 
oh. 90 8 | [Exeunt Omneg 
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Spoken by Mrs. Mountford. 


OU' D Poets but foreſee how Plays would take, 
Then they cou d tell what Epilogues to make; 


Iu that late Knowledge does much Hazard coſt, 
lll Dice are thrown, there's nothing won nor loſt. 

ll the Thief has ſlolſ n, he cannot — 

ſhther he ſhall eſcape the Law, or no. 

It Poets run much greater Hazards far, 

in they who ſtand their Trials at the Bar; 

Ie Law provides a Curb for its own Fury, 

Wu ſuffers Fudges to direct the Fury. 

t in this Court, what Diff rence does appear a 

x every one's both Fudge and Fury here 8 
y, and what's worſe, an Executioner. 

have a Right and Title to ſome Part, 

chogſing that in which he has moſs Art. 

It dreadful Men of Learning all Confound, 

WW: the Fable's good, and Moral ſound. 

It Vizor- Mass that are in Pit and Gallery, 

me, or Damn the Repartee and Ralle. 
Lady Criticks, who are better read, 

jure if Characters are nicely bred; 

le ſoft things are pen d and ſpoke with Grace: 
judge of Adion too, and Time, and Place; 
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ther to thank or blame their Audience moſt : : 
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EPILOGUE: 


n which we do mot doub; bus thiy'r diſcerning, - 
For that 5.4 kind of Aſſignation Learning! 

Beaus judge of Dreſs; the Witlings judge of Songs; 
The Cackoldom; of Ancient Right, to ts belings. © 
Thus poor Poets, the Favour are den d, 
Even to make Exceptions, when they're Try'd. 
"Tis hard that they muſs ev ry one admit: 
Methinks I fee ſome Faces in the Pit, 

Which muſt of Conſequence be Foes to Wit. 

udge, to Sentence may proceed; 
cannot Write, let him be freed 

um their Comempt, who cannot Read, 
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ted for J. TOxSON : And Sold bo W. Feaagts 
it Kowe's Head, the Corner of Wann in 
be Strand. M DCCXX XIII. 


To the Right Honourable . 


HARLES Farl of Dorſet 
and Midaleſea, 


„ Chamber las of bir Majeftly's Hoaſholds 
and Knight of the Mut Noble Order ef 
the Garter, Vc, 2 


v2 e 
n „ 
Long Poet is liable to the fame 
Vanity and Indiſcretion with a young 
Lover; and the Great Man who 
imiles upon one, and the Fine Wo- 
man who looks kindly upon bother, 
sdare both of em in Danger of having 

the Favour publiſh'd with the firſt” 
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Mortunity. a 
Bat ware HI be a different Motive, which will 
ile diſtinguiſh the Offenders. For tho? one 
ud have a Vanity in ruining another's Repnta- 
yet the other may only have an Ambition to 
nance his own. And I beg Leave, my Lord, 
may plead the latter, both as the Cauſe and 
ruſe of this Dedication. © .. © $7408 
N A 3 Whoever - 


4 * 8 = 


De Dedication.” 
Wboever is 3 2 alſo the Father af his Coup 
try; and as no body can diſpute your Lordſhip' 
Monarchy in Poetry; ſo all that are concern 
ought to acknowledge Your Univerſal Patronage 
And it is only preſuming on the Privilege of: 
Loyal Subject, that I have ventur'd to make this 
my Addrets of Thanks to Your Lordſhip ; which, 
at the ſame Time, includes a Prayer for You 
Protection 
I am not Ignorant of the Common Form d 
Poetical Dedications, which are generally made y 
of Panegyricks, where the Authors endeavour t 
diſtingutſh their Patrons, by the ſhining Characden 
they give them, above other Men. But that, ny 
Lord, is not my Buſineſs at this time, nor is You 
Lordſhip now to be diſtinguiſh'd. I am content 
with the Honour I do my ſelf in this Epiſtle; 
without the Vanity of attempting to add to, or 
explain your Lordſhip's Character. | 
[ confeſs it is not without ſome ſtruggling, tha 
I behave my ſelf in this Caſe, as I ought: For iti 
very hard to be pleaſed with a Subject, and je 
forbear it. But I chooſe rather to follow Pliny 
Precept, than his Example, when, in his Panegy 
rick to the Emperor Trajan, he ſays, + 


Nec minus confiderabo quid aures ejus pati poſſint 
Quan quid virtutibus debeatur. 


I hope I may be excug'd the Pedantry of a Quo 
tation, when it is ſo juſtly apply'd. Here are ſome 
Lines in the Print, (and which your Lordſhip read 
before this Play was Acted) that were omitted on 
. the Stage; and particularly one whole Scene in the 
Third Act, which not only helps the Deſign for- 
ward with leſs Precipitation, but alſo heightens the 
ridiculous Character of Foreſight, which indeed 
ſeems to be maim'd without it. But I found m 


ſelf in great Danger of a long Play, and was 0 


The Dedication. p 
to help it where I could, Tho? notwithſfand- 
ing my Care, and the kind Reception it had 
fomthe Town; I could heartily wiſh it yet ſhors 
ter: But the Number of different Characters repre- 
ſented in it, would have been too much crowded 
in leſs room. 

This Reflexion on Prolixity, (a Fault, for 
which ſcarce any one Beauty will atone) warns 
me not to be tedious now, anddetain Your Lord- 
ſhip any longes with the Trifles of, | 


MY LORD, | 
| Ag 5 
Dar Lordfpip's Moſt | 
Oledient and Moſt 
Y Humble Servant, 


William Congreve. 
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| The Freedom Man was born to, yon ue reſtor d, 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken at the Opening of the New Houſe, 
By Mr. BE TT ERTO N. 


HE Husbandman in vain renews his Toil, 
To cultivate each Tear a hungry Soil; 
And fondly hopes for rich and generons Fruit, 
When what ſhould feed the Tree, devours the Root : 
Th unladem Boughs, he ſees, bode certain Dearth, 
Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly Earth, 

So, the poor Hurband: of the Stage, who found - 
Their Labours loſt upon ungrateful Ground, 

This laſt and only Romedy have prov'd; 

And hope new Fruit from ancient Stocks remov'd. 
Well may they hope, when you fo kindly aid, 

Well plant a Soil which you ſo rich have made, 

As Nature gave the World 10 Man's firſt Age, 

So from your Bounty we receive this Stage; 


And to our World ſuch Plenty you afford, 
Tt ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord. 
But ſmce in Paradiſe frail Fleſh gave way, 
And when but two were made, both went aſtray; 
Forbear your Wonder, and the Fault forgive, 
If in. our larger Family we grieve / 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 
We who remain, would gratefully repay 
What our Endeavours can, and bring, this Day, 


The Firſt-fruit Offering, of a Virgin Flay, 


PROLOGUE, 


We hope tre s ſomething that may pleaſe each Taſte, 
And tho! of Homely Fare we make the Feaſt, 

Tot jon will find Variety at leaſt. FA N 
There's Humour, which for chearful Friends we got, 
And for the thinking Party there's a Plot. 

Woe ſomething too, to gratify Ill. nature, 

(lf there be any here) and that is Satire, 

1% Satire ſcarce dares grin, tis grown fo mild 

(r only ſhews its Trotha if it ſmil d. 

4 Aſſes Thiftles, Poets mumble Nit, 

4nd dare not bite, for fear of being bit. 

They hold their Pens, as Swords are held by Fools, 

{rd are afraid to uſe their. own Edge-Tools. 

Sie the Plain-Dealer's Scenes of Manly Rage, 

Nut one has dar d # laſh this Crying Age. 

This time, the Poet owns the bold Eſſay, 

It hopes there's un Ill manners in his Play: 

4 be declares by me, he has deſagnd © 

{front to none, hut frankly ſpeaks his Mind. 

4 ſhowd th enſuing Scenes not chance #0 hit, © 
le offers but this one Excuſe, 'twas writ 
ere your late Encouragement of Mit. 


x 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
. 


r Legend, Father to 9 Mr. U vb 
Talentine, Fallen under his Father's Diſ- , 2 
3 by his expenſive way of „ Mr. Zerterimm. 
iving, in Love vrith Angelica. e Weis ) 
Scandal, His Friend, 2 free Speaker. Mr. Smith, | 
Tattle, A half-witted Beau, vain of his HE tide) 
Amours, yet valuing himſelf fer Mr. Bowman.) 
Secrecy. | Nen 
"Ben, Sir Sampſon's younger Son, 5 


home bred, and half Sea bred, de- 
ſign d to marry Miſs Prue. 
Fore/ight, An illiterate old Fellow, 
peeviſn and. poſitive, ſuperſtitious, 
and pretending to underſtand Aſtro- Mr. Sandiard,/ 
bey, Palmiſtry, Phyſiognomy, O. C Wir. Sd, 
mens, Dreams, Cc. Uncle to A- es, 


Mr. Dogg: 
2 8 Hilo ) 


gelica. | 
Jeremy, Servant to Nalentine. | Mr. Bowen. 
Trapland. A Scrivener. | Mr. Triffuſs, 
Buckraws A Lawyer. Mr. Freeman. ö 
Dm 


Angelica, Niece to Foreſight, of a con- 
- fiderable Fortune in her own Hands. 


l Pt 
& * 
Mrs. Fore/ight, Second Wife to Foreſight. Mrs, Bowmas.. in 


rs. Bracigiru 
N: 7 


F 


i Vt Mrs. Frail, Siſter to Mrs. Foreſzght, a run 

4 | Woman of the Town, 2 | Mrs. _F 1 

i Mis Prue, Daughter to Foreſight by a u. 7 

_ former Wife, a filly aukward Coun- Mrs. 4yliff. 91 
try Girl. | 1 8 A 
| W Norie to Miſs. Mrs. Leigh. hes 
. |;  Femny. IS Mrs. Lamſes fine 
| A Stoward, Officers, Sailers, and ſeveral Servants. th 
1 It 
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ACT k SCENE A 


Valentine in his Chamber Reading. Jeremy waiting 
Several Books upon the Table. | 


VALENTINE, 


' Tere. Sir; 
F. Here, take away; III walk a turm 
0 75 and digeſt what I have read 
W Fere. You'll grow deviliſh fat upon this 
Paper Diet. 
| Aſide, and takmg away the Book. 

Val. And d'ye here, go you to Breakfaſt —— There's. | 
iPage doubled down in Epifterns, that is a Feaſt for an 
imperor, 

25 Was Fpietus a real Cook, or did he only, write: 
Receipts 7 * 

Pal. Read; read, Sirrah; and refine your Appetite; learn 
b live upon Inftruftion; feaſt your Mind, and mortify 
your Fleſhz Read, and take your Nouriſtrment in at your 
hes; ſnut up your Mouth, and chew the Cud of Under-- 
lating: So Epicletus ad viſes. 

Jere, O Lord! I have heard mech of bim, when'T: 
wüted upon a Gentleman at Cambridge: Fray N _ 
lit Egictetus ? 

al, A very rich Man,. Not worth a Gibt! 


12 


22 


Fere. Sir, you're a Gentleman, and probably underſtand 


Board- Wages. 
or any of theſe poor rich Rogues, teach you how to pay 
- your Debts without Mony? Will they ſhut up the Mouthy 


1 there fore reſolve to rail at all that have: And in that I but 


hate, for juſt ſuch another Reaſon; becauſe they abound 


Love than ever, and appear more notoriouſly her Admire 


Fal. Fl take ſome of their Trade out of their Hands, 


=, 4 x 1 | | - 
LDovr yo Love. 
Fre. Humpb, and ſo be has made a very fine Feaſt 


where there is nothing to be eaten. 
Val. Ves. 


this fire feeding: But if you pleaſe, I had rather be a 
Does your Epictetus, or your Seneca here, 


of your Creditors? Will Plate be Bail tor you? Or Diogenes 
becauſe he underſtands Confinement, and liv'd in a Tub, 
go to Priſon for you? 'Shfe, Sir, what do you mean, to 
mew your ſelf yp here with three or four muſty Books, 
in Commendation of Starvigg and Poverty? 

Val. Why, Sirrab, I have no Mony, you Know it; and 


follow the Examples of the wifeſt and wittieſt Men in al 
Ages; theſe Poets and Philoſophers whom you naturally 


in Senſe, and you are a Fool. 
Fere, Ay, Sir, I am a Fool, I know it: And yet, 
Heayv'n help me, l'm poor enough to be a Wit — But 


J was always a Fool, when 1 told you what your EW 7: 
pences would bring you to; your Coaches and your Lire. 
ties; your Treats and your Balls; your being in LovefWſun 
with a Lady, that did not care a Farthing for you in you on 
Rrofperity; and keeping Company with Wits, that cr e 
for nothing but your Proſperity; and now when you aſſoet. 
Poor, hate you as much as they do one another, ks 7 

Val. Well; and now I am poor, I have an Opportunii ! 
to be reveng d on them ail; I purſue Angelica with mot buſc 


in this Reſtraint, than when I openly riyal'd the rici 
Fops, that made Court to ber; fo ſhall my Poverty be 
Mortification to her Pride, and perhaps, make her com 
-p:onate the Love, which has principally reduc d me ti 
this lowneſs of Fortune, And tor the Wits, I'm ſure 
am in a Condition to be even with them — 
Fere. Nay, your Condition is pretty even with their 
that's the truth on't. 


# 
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ne. Now Heav'n of Mercy continue the Tax upon” 
aper; you don't mean to write! | | 5 
Jal. Yes, 1 do; I'll write a Play. £479 | | 
ze, Hem! —— Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a ſmall 
certificate of three Lines — only to certify thoſe whom 
may concern; That the Bearer hereof, Feremy Fetch by 
Name, has for the Space of ſevin Years truly and ſaitk- 
uly ferv'd Valentine Legend, Eſq; and that he is not now 
arn'd away for any Miſdemeanour; but does voluntarily 
) Whiſmiſs his Maſter from any future Authority over him — 
yal. No, Sirrah, you fhall live with me ſtill. 

Jere. Sir, it's impoſſible — T may die with you, ſtarve 
wich . or be damn'd with your Works: But to live, 
gen t 

dun to be canoniz'd for a Muſe, after my Deceaſe. 

hal. You are witty, you Rogue, I ſhall want your 


ly Wi; — VI] have you learn to make Couplets, to tag 
e ends of Acts: D'ye hear, get the Maids to Crambe in 


Evening, and learn the knack of Rhiming, you may 
give at the height of a Song, ſent by an unknown Hand, 
x2 Chocolate-Houſe. Lampoon. . - 
Fere. But Sir, is this the way to recover your Fathers 
our? Why Sir Sampſon will be irreconcikble, If your 
dunger Brother ſhou'd come from Sea, he'd never look 
yon you again. You're undone, Sir; you're ruin'd; 
ov won't have a Friend left in the World, if you turn 
het, —— Ah Pox confound that Wil”'s Coffee-Houſe, it 
u ruin'd more young Men than the Royal Oak Lottery 
— Nothing thrives chat belongs to't, The Man of the 
louſe would have been an Alderman by this time with 
uf the Trade, if he had ſet up in the City — For mx 
ut, 1 never fit at the Door, that I don't get double the 
tomach that 1 do at a Horſe Race. The Air upon Ban- 
lud Downs is nothing to it for a Whetter; yet I never 
& it, but the Spirit of Famine appears to me, ſometimes. 
ite a decay'd Porter, worn out with Pimping, and Sürry- 
Billet doux and Songs; not like other Porters tor Hire, 
ut tor the Jelt's ſake, Now like a thin Chairman, melted" 
den to half bis Proportion, with carrying a Poet upon 
liek, to vifis ſome great Fortune; and his Fare c he. 


ree Days, the Life of a Play, I no more expect it, 
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Paid him like the Wages of Sin, either at the Day of Mar 


riage. or the Day of Death, 
Pal. Very well, Sir; can you proceed? 
Fere. Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookſeller, with am 

terrify'd Countenance, that looks as if he had written for 
| himſelf, or were reſoly'd to turn Author, and bring the 
reſt of his Brethren into the ſame Condition. And laſt, 

in the Form of a worn- out Punk, with Verſes in her 
Hand, which her Vanity had prefer'd to Settlement; 

without a whole Tatter to her Tail, but as ragged as one 

of the Muſes; or as if ſhe were carrying her Linen to 

the Paper-Mill, to be converted into Folio Books, of 

Warning to all young Maids, not to prefer Poetry to good 
Senſe; or lying in the Arms of a needy Wit, before the 


| | ff - _Embraces of a wealthy Fool, 


SN E. A 


Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 

Sean. What, Jeremy holding forth? 

Val. The Rogue has, (with all the Wit he could muſter 
up) been declaiming againſt Wit. f | 

Scan. Ay? Why then I'm afraid Feremy has Wit: For 

| Where-ever it is, it's alway 8 contriving its own Ruin. 
Fere. Why ſo | have been telling my Maſter, Sir: Mr, 
Scandal, for Heav'ns fake, Sir, try if you can diſſuade him 
from turning Poet. 

Scan. Poct! He ſhall turn Soldier firſt, and rather de- 
pend upon the Outfide of his Head, than the Lining, 
Why, what the Devil has not your Poverty made you 
Knemies enough? Maſt you. nee s ſhew your Wit to get 
more? 

Fere. Ay, more indeed: for who cares for any Body 
that has more Wit than himſelf? 

Scan. Feremy ſpeaks like an Oracle. Don't you fee how 
worthicſs great Men, and dull rich. Rogues, avoid a witty 
Mia mall Fortune? Why, he looks like a Writ of 
2 into their Titles and Eſtates; and ſcems Com- 
miſhon'd by Heaven to ſeize the better halt. 

Val. Therefore 1. would. rail ia my Writings, and be 
rovcng'd.. — ol 
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gam. Rail? At whom? the whole World? Impotent 

1nd vain! Who would die a Martyr to Senſe in a Country 

where the Religion is Folly? You may ſtand at Bay for a 

while; but when the full Cry is againſt you, you ſhan't 

have fair play for your Life, If you can't be fairly run 

down by the Hounds, you will. be treacherouſly ſhot by. 

the Huntſmen, — No, turn Pimp, Flatterer, Quack, 

| Lawyer, Parſon, be Chaplain to an Atheiſt, or Stallion to 

old Woman, any thing but Poet; a Modern Poet is 

worſe, more ſervile, timorous, and fawning, than any 

| have nam'd: without you could retrieve the Ancient 

Honours of the Name, recall the Stage of Athens, and be 
ow'd the Force of open honeſt Satire. | 

Val. You are as inveterate againſt our Poets, as if your 
Character bad been lately expos d upon the Stage. — Nay, 
[am not violently bent upon the Trade. [One Knocks. }: 
fmmy, fee who's there, f Jer. goes to the Dooy.] But tell 
ne what you- would have me do? — What do the World 
by of me, and my fore d Confinement? | 

San. The World behaves it ſelf, as it uſes to de on fuch 
becafions; ſome pity you, and cendemn your Father: 
[Others excuſe him, and blame you; only the Ladies are 
nerciful, and wifh you well: fince Love and Plealurable 
Iipence, have been your greateſt Faults, 

Val. How now ? 

Jere. Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatch'd ſome half a: 
dozen Duns with as much Dexterity, as a hungry Jadge 
bes Cauſes at Dinner-time.,. 

Pal. What Anſwer have you giv'n em? 

Scan, Patience, I ſuppoſe, the old Receipt. | 

Fere. No, faith Sir; I have put em off fo long with. 
ktence and Forbearance; and other fair Words; that I 
m forc'd now to tell em in plain downright Engliſh —— 
Yal, What? | 

Fere. That they. ſhould be paid. . 

Kal, When? e | 0 

ere. To Morrow. SLE ** 
4 And how the Devil do you mean to keep you 

ord ? | 

fire, Keep it? Not at all; it has been ſo very muck 
Nen d;. that I x<ckon it wilt bre:k- of courie by to Mer 
row, 
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row, and no body be ſurpriz d at the Matter — [Knocking 
=— Again! Sir, if you don't like my Negotiation, wil 

you be pleas d to anſwer theſe your ſelf, 

Val. See who they are. | 


SCENE III. 


| Valentine, Scandal. 

By this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to be greg 
Secretarics of State, Preſidents of the Council, and Gene. 
rals of an Army lead juſt ſuch a Life as I do; have jul 
ſuch Crowds of Viſitants in a Morning, all ſoliciting of 
paſt Promiſes; which are but a civiler ſort of Duns, the 
lay claim to-voluntary Debts. 

Sean. And you, like a true great Man, having engaped 
their Attendance, and promis'd more than ever you ii. 
tended to perform; are more perplex'd to find Evaſions, 
than you would be to invent the honeſt Means of keeping 
your Word, and gratifying your Creditors. 

Val. Scandal, ſearn to ſpare your Friends, und do not 
provoke your Enemies; this Liberty of your Tongue, 
will one Day bring a Confinement on your Body, ny 


Friend, 
SCENE IV. 


| Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 8 
Fre. O Sir, there's Trapland the Scrivener, with 
ſuipicious Fellows like lawful Pads, that would knock 
Man down with Pocket-Tipftaves, And there's you 
 _ Father's Steward, and the Nurſe with one of your Chi 

dren from Twimam. + | BE COT; 

Val. Pox on her, con'd ſhe find no other time to fling 
my Sins in my Face; Here, give her this, {Gives Mom, 
and bid her trouble me no more; a thoughtleſs tut 
handed Whore, ſhe knows my Condition well enougt 
and might have overlaid the Child a Fortnight ago, if 
had had any forecaſt in ber. ; | 
Scan. What, is it bouncing Margery, with my Godſor 

Fere. Ves, Sir. a 
Scan. My Bleſſing to the Boy, with this Token I Gu 
Mong. of my Lore. And dye hear, bid Margery f de 
4 1 = 
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n cFocks in her Bed, ſhift twice 2 Week, and not 

N fo hard, that ſhe may not ſmell ſo vigorouſſyj. 
ſhall take the Air ſhortly. . 

al, Scandal, don't ſpoil my Boy's Milk: — Bid Trap» 

come in. If I can give that Cerberus a Sop, I ſhall» 

x at reſt for one Day. | 


SCENE V. 


Valentine, Scandal, Trapland, Jeremy. 8 
nu. O Mr. Trapland ! my old Friend! Welcome, Fere-. 
a Chair quickly: A Bottle of Sack and a Toaſt —— 
j— a Chair firſt, | | | 
Trap, A good Morning to you Mr, Valentine, and to- 

u Mr. Scandal. Sande 7 
has Tbs Morning's a very good Morning, if you. - 
t ſpoil it, | | 
al. Come fit you down, you knew his way. 
Trap. [ ſits. ] There is a Debt, Mr. Valentine, of 1500 
petty long ſtanding —— 
al. I cannot talk about Bufineſs with a thirſty Palate. 
Sirrah, the Sack, 1] 
Tap. And I defire to know what Courſe you have 
n for the Payment? | 
al. Faith and Troth, I am heartily glad to fee you, 
R to you, — fill, fill, to honeſt Mr. Traps 
V fuller, 
Trap, Hold, Sweet- heart. This is not to our Buſi- 
— my Service to you Mr, Scandal Drina. 
ure forborn as long — 
al. T'other Glaſs, and then we'll talk. Fill, Jeremy. 
Irap. No more, in truth. — I have forborn, | ſay 
al, Sir rah, fill when I bid you, — And bow does 
r handſom Daughter? — Come, a good Husband 
ber 6 — * OG Drinks. 
Tp. Thank you — [I have been out of this Mony 
a, Drink firſt, Scandal, why do you not drink? 
[They drinks 
Trap. And in ſhort, J can be put off no longer. 
Ju, 1 was much oblig'd to you for your Supply: It 
me Signal Service in my Neceſſity. But you delight 


king good. Scandal, drink to me, my Friend Tag- 
land's 


* 


1 | * _ Dufineſs muſt be donc, are you ready. to 


18 Love fir Love. 


lands Health, An honeſter Man lives not, nor one mon 
ready to ſerve his Friend in Diſtreſs: Tho' I ſay it to bi 
Face. Come fill each Man his Glaſs. | 

Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a Whoremaſte, 
and loves a Wench ſtill, Vou nerer knew a Whoremaſter, 
that was not an honeſt Fellow. _. | 

Trap. Fy, Mr. Scandal, you never knew — 

Scan. What don't I know? I know the Buxom 
black Widow in the Poultry — 800 l a Year Jointurt 
and 20004, in Mony. Abah! Old Trap.” 

Val. Say you fo, i'faith: Come, we'll remember the 
Widow: I know whereabouts you are; Come, to the 
Widow | 

Trap, No more indeed. 

Fal. What, the Widow's Health; give it him 0 
with it: [They drink.] A lovely Girl, I'faith, black fpark 
ling Eyes, ſoft poutiog Ruby-Lips? better {ſealing ther 
than a Bond for a Million, hah! 

Trap. No, no. there's no ſuch thing, we'd better mind 
our Buſineſs You're a Wag. 

Val. No faith, we'll mind the Widow's Buſineſs, fi 
again — Pretty round heaving Breaſts, —— 2 Barts 
Shape, and a jut wirh her Bum, would ſtir an Anchum 
And the prettieſt Foot! Oh if a Man could but faſten hi 
Eyes to her Feet, as they ſteal in and out, and pliy 
Bo-peep under her Petticoats, ah! Mr. Trapland ? 
Trap. Verily, give me a Glaſs —— you're a Wag, 


and here's to the Widow. [Ort 15 
Scan. He 5 — to Chuckle ;»>———ply him cloſe, or be 
relapſe into a Dun. 
| ern i. 
[To them] Officer. 4 
Off. By your Leave, Gentlemen. Mr. Trapland, . 
we muſt do our Office, tell us. — We have half a d, 
Gentlemen to Arreſt in Pall. Mall and Covent-Garden; 188 /. 


ip we don't make haſte, the Chairmen will be abro 
and block up the Chocolate-Houſes, and then our 
bour's loſt. 

Trap. Udſo that's true, Mr. Valentine, I love Mirth, | 


7 
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* Fere. Sir, your Father's Steward ſays he comes to make 
Propoſals concerning your Debts. 

hal. Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, ſend away your 
Officer, you ſhall have an Anſwer preſently. 

Trap, Mr. Snap, ſtay within Call, \ 


SCENE VII. 


Yilentine, Scandal, Trapland, Jeremy, Steward who whit 
pers Valentine. ö 2 
dean. Here's a Dog now, a Traitor in bis Wine; Sirrahs 
refund the Sack: Feremy fetch him ſome warm Water, 
i Pl] rip up his Stomach, and go the ſhorteſt way to 
is Conſcjence. 

Trap. Mr. Scandal, you-are uncivil; I did not value 
pz. but you cannot expect it again, when I bave 
drunk it. 

Sran, And how do you expect to haye your Mony a- 
in, when a Gentleman has ſpent it? 

Pal. Yon need ſay no more, I underſtand the Condit 
mz they are very hard, but my Neceſſity is very pref- 
N: I agree to em. Take Mr. Trapland with you, and 
thim draw the Writing — Mr. Trapland, you know 
Is Man, be ſhall ſatisfy you. 

52 Sincerely, I am loth to be thus preſſing, but my 
tee ſſi⸗ 7 | 
* No Apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you ſhall be 


5a hope you forgive me, my Buſineſs requires 
S CE NE. VIE 


Valentine, Scandal. 


tay, He begs Pardon like a Hangman at an Executions 

jul. But I have got a Reprieve. | | 

(can, 1 am ſurpriz d; what, does your Father relent? 

Jul. No; He has ſent me the hardeſt Conditions in the 

aid: You have beard of a Booby-Brother of mine, that 

(lent to Sea three Years ago? This Brother, my Fa- 

bears, is landed; whereupon he very affectionately 

kme Word; If I will make a Deed of Conveyance 

by Right to his Eſtate after his Death, to my young= 
; cy 


* 
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er Brother, he will immediately furniſh me with fe 
thouſand Pound te pay my Debts, and make my Forty 
This was once propos d before, and I refus'd it; but t 
preſent Impatience of my Creditors for their Mony, 


fring 
ber 
coun 
de he 


my own Impatience of Confinement, and Abſence frofiſfÞ,Qy's 
Angelica, force me to conſent, that 

Scan. A very deſperate Demonſtration of your Love Mick! 
Angelica: And I think ſhe has never given you any Af old 
rance of hers, . : 


Val. You know her Temper ; ſhe never gare me a 
great Reaſon either for Hope or Deſpair, 

Scan. Women of her airy Temper, as they ſeldo 
think before they act, ſo they rarely give us any Light 
job at what they mean: But you have little Reaſon 

lieve that a Woman of this Age, who has had an 1 
difference for you in your Proſperity, will fall in Lo 
with your ill Fortune; beſides, Angelica has a great Faer v 
tune of her own; and great Fortunes either expect anoth 
great Fortune, or a Fool. 


* | 8 C E N E IX. 0 

IN [To them] Jeremy. wr, k 
Fere. More Misfortunes, Sir. | 

Fal. What, another Dun? - _— |": 

Ferse. No, Sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait uf an 
ou. | | | 

| . Pal. well, I. can't help it you muſt bring H. 

up; he knows I don't go abroad. | g — 

the SCENE: A... 170 

; .. . ©, Valentine, Scandal. cru. 

Stan. Pox on him, I'll be gone. 5 

Val. No; pr'ythee ſtay: Tatile and you ſhould never 


aſunder; you are Light and Shadow, and ſhew one ani 
ther; he is · perfectly thy Reverſe both in Humour dere 
Underſtanding; and as you fet up for Defamation, be an 
mender of Reputations, | IC 

Scan. A mender of Reputations! ay, juſt as be i we 
keeper of Secrets, another Virtue that he ſets up for 
the fame manner, For the Rogue will ſpeak aloud in n. » 
Poſture of a Whifper; and deny a Woman's Name, wi 
he gives you the Marks of ber Perſon: He will forſw 

130 - Wh recen 
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ring a Letter from her, and at the ſame time ſhew 
ber Hand in the Superſcription: And yet perhaps he 
counter feited the Hand too, and ſworn to a Truth; 
de hopes not to be beliey'd; and refuſes the Reputation of 
Lady's Favour, as a Poctor fays, No, to a Biſhoprick, 
that it may be granted him.— In ſhert, he is 3 
lick Profeſſor of Secrecy, and makes Proclamation that 
Wholds private Intelligence. He's here. | 


9 4 6N 6 A 


[Te them] Tattle. 
t. Valentine, good Morrow; Scandal, | am Yours, 
tis, when you ſpeak well of me. 
lun. That is, when I am Yours; for while I am my 
, or any Body's elſe, that will never happen. 
ut. How Inhuman! | 
i, Why, Taitle, you need not be much concern'd at 
thing that be fays; For to conyerſe with Scandal, is 
thy at Loſing z you muſt loſe a good Name te 
before you can win it for your ſelf, = 
t. But how barbarons that is, and how unfortunate 
tim, that the World ſhall think the better of any Perſon 
is Calumniation I thank Heav'n, it has always 
12 part of my Character, to handle the Reputations 
ers very tenderly indeed | 
u. Ay, ſuch rotten Reputations as you have to deal 
* tre to be handPd tenderly indeed. | | 
„ Nay, but why rotten? Why ſhould youſay rotten; 
n you know not the Perfons of whom you ſpeak? 
crue] that is? = n 
Not know em? Why, thou never hadſt to do 
my body that did not ſtink to all the Town, _ - 
t, Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a Jeſt ofit indeed. 
there is nothing more known;:than that no Body 
my thing of that Nature of me. As I hope to be 
Valentine, I never expos'd a Woman, fince I knew 
Woman was. h 
And yet you have conyers'd with ſeveral. 
n. To with you, I have don't care if I 
that——Nay more (I'm going to ſay a bold Word 


| 
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1 neyer could meddle with a Woman, that had to do 
Scan. 
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Scan. How! | WI 
Val. Nay faith, I'm apt to believe him Except he 
+, Husband, Tattle. | 
ITutt. Oh that — 2 
Scan. What think you of that noble Commone 
Mrs. Drab? | 
Tatt. Pooh, 1-know Madam Drab has made ber gn 
in three or four Places, that I ſaid this and that, and wi 
to her, and did I know not what — But, upon my ge 


* 
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— — . 
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- — - —— — — —— — 
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putation, ſhe did me vyr ong ——— Well, well, that w 
Malice — But I knoyy the bottom of it, She was brij/ T 


to that by one we all know A Mao too. Only u 
bring me into Diſgrace with a certain Woman of Qu 
+7 lit n 8 ö "OS 

61 "EY Whom we all know, | 

WR Tutt. No matter for that Les, yes, every bod 
knows—- No doubt on't, every body knows my Secret 
hut I ſoon fatisfy'd the Lady of my Innocence 
for I told her Madam, ſays I, there are. ſome per 
ſons who make it their Buſineſs to tell. Stories, and < 
this and that of one and t'other, and every thing in th 
World; and, ſays I, if your Grace . 

_ Scan, Grace! | | fo = 

. Tatt. O Lord, what have I aid? My unlucky Tongu 
a Fs, ba, bs.  *: | | 

_ $cax. Why, Tatzle, thou haſt more Impudence than os 
ein in Reaſon expect: I ſhall have an Eſteem for th 
well, and ba, ha; ha, well, go on, and What did you {4 
to her Grace? | 


Val. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary, 4 
Tatt, Not a Word, as I hope to be ſav d; an errant Ln 
ſus Lingua — Come, let's talk of ſomethiog elſe. he t 
Fal. Well, but how did you n elf? um 
Dust. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally'd wie 


* 


you——a Woman of ordinary Rank was 3 little-jeal 
I me, and I told her ſomething or other, faith 

know not what Come, let's talk of ſomething e 
: Fr 104 , BY 303 | 3 Hum: 4 & 
y Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he bas a mind | 
ſhould enquire,. 8 . 


« © 
* 


— 


Lors e Lo af 
Tat. Valentine, I Supp'd laſt Night with your Miſtreſs, 
j her Uncle Old Foreſight: I think your Father lies at 


lights. 5 
Pal. Ves. 


is Mrs. Foreſight, and her Siſter Mrs. Frail. | 
Scan; Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine Woman, we all 
do her, I | 25 +}. vp 
Tatt. Oh that is not fair. 

Scan, What? 

Tat. To tell, 8 
Scan, To tell what? Why, what do you know of Mrs 
ul? | 
Tat, Who I? Upon Honour I don't know whether 
| be Man or Woman; but by the Smoothneſs of her 
un, and Roundneſs of her Hips, 

Scan; No! | ME 

Tut. No. . 

den. She ſays otherwiſe? 2 

Iutt. Impoſſible! | 

han. Yes Faith. Ask Valentine elſe. g 
Tat, Why then, as I hope to be ſav'd, I believe a Wa- 
n only obliges a Man to Secrecy, that ſhe may have the 
ure of telling her ſelf, 75 
kan, No doubt on't. Well, but has ſhe done you 
hoog, or no? You have had ber? Ha? 
Ia. Tho' I have more Honour than to tell firſt; I 
e more Manners than to contradict what a Lady has 


1 Of 


Far d. 

an. Well, you own it? 19 1 
Tat, I am ſtrangely ſurpriz d! Yes, yes, I can't deny t, 
he taxes me with it. 2 
ian, She'll be here by and by, ſhe ſees Valentins every 
min ary 
li, How! 32 0 : 


s, I did not think ſhe had granted more to any body. 
kan, Nor I faith But Taztle does not uſe to bely.g 
ly; it is contrary to his Character How one. may 
eceiv'd in a Woman, Valentine: } aa 
lus. Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen? 


Tatt. Upon my Soul Angelica a fine Woman And 


ſu, She does me the Favour—I mean of a Viſit. ſome- 
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Scan. Em reſolv d VI ask her. | 
Tutti. O barbarous! Why did you not tell me 
Scan, No, you told us. | 
Tat. And bid me ask Valentine? 
Val. What did I fay? I hope you won't bring me 
ecnfeſs an Anſwer, when you never ask'd me the Qu 
tien? a . 
Tatt. But, Gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman Pit: 
ceeding—— | 1 1 
Val. Nay, if you have known - Scandal thus long, u 
cannot avoid ſuch a palpable Decoy as this was; x 
Sies have a fine time, whoſe Reputations are in yc 


keeping. . Ta 
TT -. 0 eee 
e [To them] Jeremy. 3 
Fs. Sir, Mrs, Frail has ſent to know if you are ff 7, 
"Fat, Shew ber up when ſhe cm. 
S C. EN E XIII. * 
wf2 6 Valentine, Scandal, Tattle, 7 
1 — Cher, a 
Tutt. Is there not a back way? Sean 
pal. If there were, you have more Diſcretion, thin L. 


give Scandal ſuch an Advantage; why, your running Wu. 
way will prove all that he can tell her. Pal, 
Tat. Scandal, you will not be fo ungenerous— 0 Mrs. 

| hall loſe my Reputation of for ever—— I (hl ol ”-/. 
ver be receiv'd but upon publick Days; and my Vii rs. 
will never be admitted beyond a Drawing-Room: | (tre! 
never ſee a Bed - Chamber again, never be lock'd ion 
Cloſet, nor run behind a Screen, or under a Table; . 
de diſtinguiſh'd among the Waiting-Women by the N "irs. 
of Truſty Mr. Tattlemore——You will not be fo crue H. 


-* Pal. Scandal, have pity on him; he Il yield to any but 

__ gitions, ah OE OT | Fs Mrs, 
Tut. Any, any Terms. els 
Scan, Come then, ſacrifice half a Dozen Women WF bt! 


the b 


Love for Loves. Z5- 
ju familiar? — And fee that they are Women of Quality 
bo the firſt Quality —— — ; ; 
Tz, 'Tis very hard Won't a Baronet's Ldy pals? 

scan. No, nothing under a Right eee 

Tait. O inbuman! You don't expect their Names; 

gan. No, their Tiles ſhall ſerve. : 

Tait, Alas, that's the ſame thing: Pray ſpare me their 
des; l' deſcribe their Perſons. ; 
gan. Well, begin then: Bot take notice, if you are ſo 
ly Painter, that I cannot know the Perſon by your 
ure of her, you muſt be condemn'd, like other bad 


uoter*, to write the Name at the Bottom. 
Tat, Well, firſt then 


S E NN. 


[To the] Mrs. Frail. 


u.. O unfortunate! ſhe's come already; will you have 
rie nce till another time I double the Numer. 
gan. Well, on oe Condition — Take heed you don't 

me. 5 

Mrs, Frail, I ſhall get a ſine Reputation, by coming to 

e Fellows in a Morning. Scandal, you Devil, are you . 

ne too? Oh Mr, ,Tatile, every thing is ſafe with yu, 

know / £ 

Sean. Tattle. | ey 

Tat, Mum 0 Madam, you do me too much Hg- 

ue. DES 


al. Well Lady Galloper, how does Angelica? 


OBS Mrs. Frail. Angelica? Manners! e 

. What, you will allow an abſent Lover | 
VIE! Mrs. Frail, No, III allow a Lover preſent with | bis 
| (Miſtreſs ro be particular But otherwiſe 1 think bis 


Mon ought. to give place to his Manners. 
Tal. But what if he has more Paſſion than Manners? 
Mrs. Frail, Then let him marry and reform. 
al. Marriage indeed may qualify the Fury ot his Paſſi- 
but it very rarely mends a Man's Maaners, 


Mrs, Frail, You are the moſt  miſtzken in the World; 
teis ao Creature perfectly civil, but a Husband. For 


the bigheſt good Breeding; Foc; begets his Ciyiliry , 
| x. | 7" 


little time he grows only rude to his Wife, and thag 
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to other People. Well, II tell you News; but I ſuppoſe 
you hear your Brother Benjamin is landed. And my Bro- 
ther Foreſight's Daughter is come out of the Country 
J aſſure you, there's a Match talk d of by the of People 
Well, if he be but as great a Sea- Beaſt, as ſhe is 1 
Land-Monſter, we ſhall have a moſt amphibious Breed— 
The Propeny will be all Otters: He has been bred ut 
Sea, and ſhe has never been out of the Country. 

Val. Pox take em, their Conjunction bodes me ng 
good, I'm fore. _ 

Mre. Frail. Now you talk of Conjuntion, my Bro. 
ther Foreſight has caſt both their Nativities, and 'Progno- 
ſticates an Admiral and an eminent Juſtice of the Pere: 
to be the Iſſue- Male of their two Bodies; tis the moſt 
ſuperſtitious old Fool! He would have perſuaded me, that 
this was an unlucky Day, and wou'd not let me come 
abroad: But I invented a Dream, and ſent him to 4, 
temidorus for Interpretation, and ſo ſtole out to ſee you, 
Well, and what will you give me * Come, I mut p. 
have ſomething. Ms 

Val. Step into the next Room—and Pl give you ſome- 


thing. # 
Kan. Ay, we'll all give you ſomething. 5 
Mrs. Frail. Well, what will you all give me? ® 
Val. Mines a Secret. : k : 
8. Frail, I thought you would give me ſomething, * 
that would be a Trouble to you to keep. a 
val And Scandal ſhall give you a good Name. * 
Mrs. Frail. That's more than he has for himſelf. And ee 
what will you give me, Mr. Tartle ? 4 
Tatt. 1? My Soul, Madam. M 
Bars. Frail, Pooh, No I thank you, I have enough toll . 
do to take care of my own, ' Well; but I' come and ſee 0 
you one of theſe Mornings: I hear you have a great mt * 
ny Pictures. | * 
Tut. F have a pretty good Collection at your Servicy WM... 
ſome Originals. | N | 


Sean. Hang bim, be has nothing but the Seaſons and 
the Twelve Cæſans, paltry Copies; and the Frue Senſes, 1 
ill repreſented as they are in himſelf; and he himſclt is the 
only Original you will ſee there, 4 824; 
©; | : x Mrs. Fra bis He 
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Mrs, Frail. Ay, but I hear he has a Cloſer" a Beauties. 
Scan. Yes, all that have done him Favourzi if Prue 
believe him. 
Mrs, Frail, Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr. Turtle. 8 
Tatt. Oh Madam, thoſe are ſacred to Love and Con- 
templation. No Man but the Painter and my (elf was 
ever bleſt with the Sight. 

Mrs, Frail, Well, but a Woman 
Tatt. Nor Woman, till ſhe conſented ro have her bie- 
ture there too — for then ſhe's oblig d to keep t he Secret: 
gan. No, no; come me it you ſee fn — 

Mrs. Fraud a? | +4 

"Scan. Yes Faith, I can ſhew you your own Picture, 
ind moſt of Your Acquaintance to the Life, and as like 
4 at XKueller's. 

Mrs, Frail. O Mb Creature Valentins, does not he lye? 
I can't believe a Word he ſays. 

al. No indeed; he ſpeaks truth now: For as Tattle has 
Pictures of all that ve granted him Favours, he has 


ciptions, Characters, and Lampoons are Pictures. 

dean. Yes, mine are moſt in black and white.— And yet 
there are ſome ſet out in their true Colours, both Men and 
Women. I can ſhew you Pride, Folly, Affectation, Wan- 
toaneſs, Iaconſtancy, Covetouſneſs, Diſſimulation, Ma- 
lee and Ignorance, all in one Piece. Then I can ſhew 
you Lying, Foppery, Vanity, Cowardiſe, Bragging. Le- 
chery, Impotence and Uglineſs in another Piece; and yet 
dne of theſe is a celebrated Beauty, and t'other a profeſt 
lau. I have Paintings too, ſome pleaſant enough. | 

Mrs. Frail. Come, let's hear em. « 

bean. Why, I have a Beau in a Bagnio, Cupping bs 
Complexion, and Sweating for a Shape. 

Mrs. Frail, So. 

dean. Then 1 have a Lady burning Brandy in a ca. 
wth a Hackney-Coachman. 
Mrs. Frail. O Devil, Well, but that Story is not rw 


with a hundred Hands, two Heads, and but one Face; 
| Divine with rwo Faces, and one Head; and 1 hate a 

Mer, with his Brains in his Belly, and his Hewes 
W Head ſhou'd be, 32 Mrs. Frail, 


the PiRtures of all that have refus'd him: If Satices, Def + 


Scan, I have ſuome Hieraglyphicks too; 1 have a Laws +, 
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In my Mind he is a Thoughtleſs Adyenturer, 
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Mrs. Frail. And no Headꝰd 
i $ran. No Head) 1 hh hed ng) | 
Mrs. Frail. Pooh, this is all Invention. Have you ne'er 
a Poct? P1353 Sr at i! | 
Scun. Yes, I have a Poet weighing Words, and ſelling 


Praiſe for Praiſe, and a Critick picking bis Pocket, I 


have another large Piece too, repreſenting a School; 
where there are huge proportion'd Criticks, with long 
Wigps, Lac'd Coats, Steinkirk Cravats, and terrible Faces; 
with Cat- calls in their Hands, and Horn- Books about their 
Necks. I have many more of this kind, very well pain- 
ted, as you ſhall ſee, | 


Mrs, Frail, Well, Il come, if it be but to diſprove 


you: Md 
S CEN E XV. 
| _ 
[To them] Jeremy. » 
Fre. Sir, here's the Steward again from your Father. 
Val. Pl] come to him will yoꝶ give me Leave, I 
wait on you again preſently. 
Mrs, Frail. No, I'll be gone. Come, who Squires me 
to the Exchange, I muſt call my Siſter Forsſoght there? 
Scan, I will: I hayea Mind to your Siſter, 

Mrs. Frail. Civil! | | 
Tatt. I will becauſe I have a Tendre for your Lady ſhip, 
Mrs. Frail. That's ſomewhat the better Reaſon, to my 

Opinion. | EYE 


Stan. Well, if Tatile entertain you, I haye the better 


; Opportunity to engape your Siſter. | 


Val. Tell Angelica, I am about making hard Con ditions 
to come abroad, and be at Liberty to ſee her. 
Stan. I'll give an Account of you, and your Proceed. 
ge. If Indiſcretion be a Sign of Love, you are the moſt 
a Lover of any Body that I know: You fanſy that part- 
ing with your Eſtate, will help you to your Miſtreſs — 


Who hopes v0 purchaſe Wealth, by ſelling Land; 
Or win à Miſire(s, with a loſing Hand, 
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Lov for Love. 
Er” Seer 


Wi Room. in F oreſight's Houſe. 4, 


Forelight and Servant. 


JEY.day! What, are all the Women of my 
Family abroad? Is not my Wife come home? 

Nor my Sifter, nor my Daughter? | 

Serv, No, Sir. 1 

Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it? 
Sure the Moon is in all her Fortitudes; Is my Niece Ap 
gelica at home? | 

Serv, Yes, Sir. 

Fore, | believe you lye, Sir, 

Serv. Sir? | | | 

Fore, I ſay you lye, Sir. It is impoſſible that any thing 
ſhould be as I would have it; for | was born, Sir, when 
the Crab was aſcending, and all my Affairs go backward. 

Serv, | can't tell indeed. Sir. | 

Fore. No, 1 know you can't, Sir: But I can tell, and 
ſoretell, Sir. ' * p "4, 


r 


ip, t them] Nurſe, 
ny Fere. Nurſe, where's your yguſſg Miſtreſs? 
Nurſe, Wee'ſt heart, 1 know nor, they're none of em 


=9 


. Fore, 


ter come home yet: Poor Child, 1-warrant ſhe's fond o ſceing 


the Town — Marry, pray Heav'n they ha' given her av 
ons Dinner Good lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha, O ſtrange; II 


vo and ſwear now, ha, ha, ha, marry and did you ever 
ed- . be the like! 2 


oft Fore, Why how now, what's the Matter? - 


t · Nurſe. Pray Heav'n ſend your Worſhip good Luek, 
— Marry and Amen with all my Heart, for you haye put 
on one Stocking with the wrong fide outward, 

Fore, Ha, how? Faith and troth I'm glad of it, and ſo 
1 have, that may be good Luck in troth, in troth it 
may, very good Luck: Nay I have had ſome Omens: I 
zu out of Bed backwards too this Morning, Without 
X 1&1 Pre medi- 
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Premeditation; pretty good that too; but then I ſtumbled 


Somt bad, ſome good, our Lives are checquer d: Mirth and 
Sorrow, Want and Plenty, Night, and Day, make up our 
Time — hut in troth I am pleas d at my Stocking; very 
well pleas'd at my Stocking Oh here's my Niece! — 
Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampſon Legend Ill wait on him if he's 
at Ie iſure.— tis now three a Clock, a very good Hour 
for Buſineſs, Mercury governs this Hour. 
=. $::QE-N+Þ- lil, 
Angelica, Foreſight, Nurſe. 
Ang. Is it not a good Hour for Pleaſure too, Uncle? 
pray lend me your Coach, mine's out of Order, 

Fore. Wbat, wou'd you be gadding too? Sure all Females 
are mad to day It is of evil Portent, and bodes Miſchief 
to the Maſter of a Family — I remember an old Propheſy 
written by Meſſahalah the Arabian, and thus tranſlated by 
a Reverend Buckinghamſhire Bard. 


When Hou ſewiſes all the Houſe forſake, 
Ard leave good Man to Brew and Bale, 
Withouten Guile, then be it ſaid, 
= That Houſe doth ſtond upon its Head; 
And when the Head is ſet in Grond, 
Ne marl, if it be fruitful fond. | 


Fruitful, the Head fruitful, that bodes Horns; the Fruit 
of the Head is Horns——Dear Niece, ſtay at home For 
by the Head of the Houſe is meant the Husband; the Pro- 

phefy needs no Explanation. | 

Ang. Well, but I can neither make you a Cuckold, Un- 


it 

11 cle, by going abroad; nor ſecure you trom being one, by 
ms © ſtaying at home. 1 

"1; Fiore. Yes, yes; while there's one Woman left, the Pro- 
1 pheſy is not in full Force, 
. But my Inclinations are in force; I have a mind 
ee go abroad; and if you won't lend me your Coach, Vl 


take a Hackney, or a Chair, and leave you to -ercct a 
it Scheme, and find who's in Con junction with your Wiſe. 
1 Why don't you keep her at home, if you're Jealous of 
* ker when ſhe's abroad? You know my Aunt is - little 
| etro 


coming down Stairs, and met a Weaſel; bad Omens thoſe: 
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Retrograde (as you call it) in her Nature. Uncle, I'm a- 
fraid you are not Lord of the Aſcendant, ha, ha, ha. 

Fire, Well, Jill flirt, you are very pert — and always 
ridiculing that celeſtial Science, 

Ang Nay-Uncle, don't be angry If youare, IH reep 
up all your falſe Propheſies, ridiculous - Breams, and idle 
Divinations. I'll ſwear you are a Nuſance to the Neigh- 
bourhood —— W hat a Buſtle did you keep againſt the laſt 
inviſible Eclipſe, laying in Proviſion as *ewere for a Siege? 
What a world of Fire and Candle, Matches and Tinder- 
boxes did you purchaſe! One would have thought we 


were ever after to live under Ground, or at leaſt making a 
Voyage to Greenland, to inhabit there all the dark Seaton. 


Fore, Why you walapert Slut 

Ang. Will you lend me your Coach, or I'll go on 
Nay, 1'l: declare how you propheſy'd Popery was coming, 
only becauſe the Butler had miſ-· id ſame of the Apoſlle 
$:00ns, and thought they were loſt, Away went Reli- 
gion and Spoonmeat together Indeed, Uncle, Vil indite 
you ſor a Wiz Fd. | 16113 | | 

Fore, How Huſſy was there ever ſucha provoking: Minx ? 

Nurſe. O merciful Father, how-ſhe talks! | 

Ang. Yes, I can make Oath of your un}awful;Midnight 
Praftices; you and the Old Nurſe there | 

Nurſe. Mary Heav'n defend I at Midnight Practices 
0 Lord, what's here to do ?—1 in unlawtul Doings with 
my Maſter's Worſtip— Why did you ever hear the like 


now—Sir, did ever I do any thing of your Midnight Con- 


eerns but warm your Bed, and tuck you up, and ſet the 
Candle and your Tobacco- Box, and your Urinal by you, and 
now and then rub the Soles of your Feet? O Lord, 11 
Ang. Yes, I ſaw you together, through the Key-hole 
of the Cloſer, one Night, like Saul and the Witch of Es- 
4, turning the Sieve and Sheers, and pricking your 
Thumbs, to write poor innocent Servants Names in 
Blood, about a little Nutmeg Grater, which ſhe had for- 
pot in the Caudle-Cup— Nay, I know ſomething: worſe, 
if I would ſpeak of it 
Fore, I defy you, Huſſy; but I'll remember this, I'll be 
Ieveng'd on you, Cockatrice; Lil hamper you You have 
your Fortune in your own Hands—bur Vil find a way to 
B 4 wake 
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tine, pay for all, I will, 


natural Teat under your left Arm, and he another; an4 
that you ſuckle 2 young Devil in the Shape of a Tabby- 


Stars I ſhould be thus tormented— This is the Effect of 
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make your Lover, ycur Prodigal Spendthrift Galant, Val; 


Ang. Will you? I care not, but all ſhall out then Lock 
to'r, Nurſe; I can bring Witneſs that you have a great un. 


Cat, by turns, I can, 

Nurſe, A Teat, a Teat, I an unnatural Teat! O the 
falſe ſlanderous thing; feel, feel here, if I have any thing 
but like another Chriſtian; [ Crying, 

Fore, I will have Patience, fince it is the Will of the 


the malicious Conjunct ions and Oppoſitiqns in the third 
Hcuſe of my Nativity; there the Curſe of Kindred was 


- foretold— But I will have my Doors lock'd up Il pu- 


come home — Vou'll have a Letter for Alimony to Mor- 


Biſh you, not a Man ſhall enter my Houſe, 
Ang. Do Uncle, lock 'em up quickly before my Aunt 


row Morning—But let me be gone firſt, and then let no ſhi 
Mankind come near the Houſe, but converſe with Spirits [l 


and the Celeſtial Signs, the Bull, and the Ram, and tke | u 


to do with any thing but Aſtrologers, Uncle. That makes 
my Aunt go abroad. 


* 


-know ſomething; tell me, and I'l] forgive you; do, good 
Faith and troth you fhil'—Does my Wife complain? 
Come, I know Women tell one another—She is yung 
and fanguine, has a wanton Hazle Eye, and was born un- 
der Gemini which may incline her to Society; ſhe has 2 
Mole upon her Lip, with a moiſt Palm, and an open Lt 


come, be a good Girl, don't perplex your pcor Uncle, tell me 
won't you ſpeak? Odd I'll 


Goat. Bleſs me! there are a great many horn'd Beafts - 
mong the twelve Signs, Uncle, But Cuckolds go to 
II. av'n. | 
Fore. But there's but one Virgin among the Signs, Spit- 
fire, but one Virgin. 
Ang. Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe had had 


Fore, How? Row? Is that the Reaſon? Come, you 


Niece—Come, you ſhall have my Coach and Horſes—— 


berality on the Mount of Venus. - 
Arg, Ha, ha, ha. | 
Fore. Do you lavgh?—Well Gentlewoman, I' got 


SCENL 


SCENE lv. 


ok [To them] Servant, 

un. Serv, Sir Sampſon is coming down to wait upon you 
and Aug. Good bu'y Uncle—— Call me a Chair Pl find 
by- WW out my Aunt, and tell her, ſhe muſt not come home, 


Pore. Im ſo perplex'd and vex'd, I am not fit to re- 
the ceire him; I ſhall ſcarce recover my ſelf before the Hour 
ung be paſt: Go Nurſe, tell Sir Sampſon I'm ready to wait on 
WA him. | 

the Nurſe. Yes, Sir. nt | 

k of Fore. Well--Why, if I was born to be a Cuckold, 


bird Wi there's no more to be faid—he's here already. 
Was 


| pus oo. GENE Yo 


Aunt Foreſight, and Sir Sampſon Legend with a Paper. 


Mor- Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, old Boy; that's 
et no Whpin—bere tie, I have it in my Hand, Old Prolomee; 
dirt r make the ungracious Prodigal know who begat him; 


the will, old Noſftrodamms. What, | warrant my Son thought 
0s 3. othing belong'd to a Father, but Forgiveneſs and Affec- 
90 to tion; no Authority, no Correction, no Arbitrary Power; 
othing to be done, but for him to offend, and me to 

Spit don. I warrant you, if he danc'd *rill Doomſday, he 


bought I was to pay the Piper. Well, but here it is 
mer black and white, Signatum, Sigillatum, and Delibe- 
Wyn; that as ſoon as my Son Benjamin is{arriv'd, he ig 
) make over to him his Right of [nherjrance, 'Where's my 
Juphter that is to be——hah! old Merlin! body o'me, 
n ſo glad I'm reveng'd on this undutiful Rogue. 


d had 
akes 


Ou 
| Us 
lain? 
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th and troth, here *cis, if ic will but hold I wiſh 
lags were done, and the Conveyance made - When was 
lis fign'd, what Hour? Odſo, you ſhould have conſulted 
t for the time. Well, but we'll make haſte 
vir Samp, Haſte, ay, ay; haſte enough, my Son Ben will be 
Town to Night I have order'd my Lawyer to 
wy up Writings of Settlement and Jointure—— All ſhall 
cone to Night— No matter for the time; pr'yrhee, 
ber Foreſight, leave Superſtition-——Pox o'th' time; 


Bot 
ell me 
NI 
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Fire, Odſo, let me fee; Let me ſee the Paper — Ay, ; 


B 5 there's 
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there's no time but the time preſent, there's no more t 
be ſaid of what's paſt, and all that is to come will happen, 
If the Sun ſhine by Day, and the Stars by Night, why, 
we ſhall know one another's Faces without the help of a 
Candle, and that's all the Stars are good for. 

Fore, How, how ? Sir Sampſon, that all? Give me leave 
to contradict you, and tell you, you are ignorant. 

Sir Samp. | tell you I am wiſe; and ſapiens dominabitur 
Aris; there's Latin for you to prove it, and an Argu- 
ment to confound your . Zphemeris— — Ignorant —— [ 
tell you, I have travell'd old Fircu, and know the Globe. 
] have ſeen the Antipodes, where the Sun riſes at Midnight, 
and ſets at Noon-Day, | 

Fore. But I tell you, I have travell'd, and travell'd in 

the Celeſtial Spheres, know the Signs and the Planets, and 
their Houſes, Can judge of Motions Direct and Retro. 
grade, of Sextiles, Quadrates, Trines and Oppoſrtions, Fiery 
Trigons and Aquatical Trigons. Know whether Life hal 
be long or ſhort, Happy or Unhappy, whether Diſcales 

are Curable or Incurabſe. If Journeys ſhall be proſperous 
| — ſuceeſsful; or Goods ſtoPa recover d, | 

ac 
Sir Samp. I know the length of the Emperor of Chiu 
Foot; have kiſs'd the Great Mogul's Slipper, and rid 
Hunting upon an Elephant with the Cham of Tarisy, 
Body o'me, I have made a Cuckold of a King, and ti 


preſent Majeſly of Bantam is the Iſſue of theſe Loins: 8 
Fore. I know when Travellers lye or ſpeak Truth, w he vo. 
they don't know it themſelves. F 
Sir Samp. 1 have known an Aſtrologer made a Cuckoſ bw 
in the twinkling of a Star; and ſeen a Conjurer, that cou Si 


not keep the Devil out of his Wife's Cirele. n 
Fore, What, does he twit me with my Wife too! 
mult be better inform'd of this,— [ Aſide.] — Do ye 
mean my Wife, Sir Sampſon? The' you made a Cucko 
of the King of Bantam, yet by the Body of the Sun 
Sir Samp. By the Horns of the Moon, you wou d f 
Brother Capricorn. 1 
Fore, Capricorn in your Teeth, thou Modern Maude 
Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a Type of thee, thou Ly 


of the firſt Magnitude, Take back your Paper of 10 


" 


Lovs for Lovs. 35 


fince; ſend your Son to Sea again. Il wed my Daughter 
to an Fgyptian Mummy, ere ſhe ſhall Incorporate with a 
Contemner of Sciences, and a Pefamer of Virtue. 
Sr Samp. Body 0'me, | have gone too far; —I muſt 
tot provoke honeſt Albymazar, —— an Eryptian Mummy 
i; an Iduſtrious Creature, my truſty Rieroglyphick;. and 
may have Significations of Futurity about him; Odsbud, 
would my Son were an Egyptian Mummy for thy ſake. 
What, thou art not angry for a Jeſt, my good Hay 
I reverence the Sun, Moon and Stars with all my Heart. 
— What, I'll make thee a Preſent of a Mummy: Now 
think on't, Body o'me, I have a Shoulder of an Egyp- 
tian King, that I purloin'd from one of the Pyramids, 
powder d with Hierogly phicks, thou ſhalt have it brought 1 
home to thy Houſe, and make an Entertainment for all | 
the Philomaths, and Students in Phyſick and Aſtrology in 
and about London. | 
Fore, But what do you know of my Wife, Sir Samp- 
TH 5 
f Sir Samp. Thy Wife is a Conſtellation of Virtues; ſhe's 
the Moon, and thou art the Man ia the Moon: Nay, ſhe 
b more Illuſtrious than the Moon; for ſhe has her Chaſtity 


without her Inconſtancy, sbud I was but in jeſt, 

«. SCENE VI. 

d tl [To them] Jeremy. | — 9 
8 Sir Samp. How now, who ſent for you? Ha! What 


wou'd you have? 
Fore, Nay, if you were but in jeſt — Who's that Fel- 
bw? J don't like his Phyſiognomy, 

cou Sir Samp. My Son, Sir; what Son, Sir? My Son Ben- 
amm, hoh? | . 
Jere. No, Sir, Mr. Valentine, my Maſter tis the 
)o r tice he has been abroad ſince his Confinement, and 
uck o ones to pay his Duty to you, 5 


Sir Samp, Well, Sir, 


vn | 1 
was S'CEN'E VII. — 
dt Foreſight, Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Jeremy. 1 
ub N 
10 Val. Your Bictling, Sir. | 4 


ou L ere He is here, Sir. | | | 
| 
| 
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Sir Samp. You've had it already, Sir, I think I ſent it 
you to Day in a Bill of Four thouſand Pound: A prex 
deal of Mony, Brother Forrſrght. 

Fore. Ay indeed, Sir Sampſon, a great deal of Mony far 
a young Man, I wonder what he can do with it! 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, ſo do I, — Hark ye, Valentin, 
if there be too much, refund the Superfluity ; Doſt hex, 
'Boy ? | | | 
© Val, Superfluity, Sir, it will ſcarce pay my Debts, —. 
'T hope you will have more Indulgence, than to oblige me 
to thoſe bard Conditions, which my Neceſſity ſign d to, 
Sir Samp, Sir, how, I beſeech you, what were yeu 
pleas'd to intimate, concerning Indulgence? 

Val. Why, Sir, that you wou'd not go to the erte. 
mity of the Conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from ſome 
Part. | 

Sir Samp Oh Sir, I underſtand you — that's all, ha? 
pal. Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to ask, — But whit 
you, out of Fatherly Fondneſs, will be pleas'd to 20 
ſh:1 be doubly welcome. | 5 

Sir Samp. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but your fil 
Piety, and my fatherly Fondneſs wou'd fit like two T! 


lies. Here's a Rogue, Brother Foreſight, makes a BH 
gain under Hand and Sa] in the Morning, and would r. 
releag'd from it in the Afternoon; here's a Rogue, D 
here's Conſcience and Honefly; this is your Wit no 
this is the Morality of your Wits! You are a Wit, 0 
have been a Beau, and may be a—— Why Sirrah, h WM | 
not here under Hand and Sea] Can you deny it? alc 
Val. Sir, | don't deny it. Aff 

Sir Samp. Sirrah, you'll be hang'd; I ſhall live to een. 
you go up Holborn- Hill —— Has he not 2 Rogue's Fall © 
—= Speak, Brother, you underſtand Phyſiognomy, Win: 


hanging Look to me—— of all my Boys the moſt ur 
me; he has a damn'd Hburn- Face, without the Bent 
o'the Clergy. 7 0 

Fire. Hum — truly I don't care to diſcourage a you 
Man, — he has a violent Death in his Face; but I be 
no Danger of Hanging. > 5 

Val. Sir, is this Uſage ſor your Son? — for that 
Weather- headed Fool, I know how to laugh at him; Mere 


L you, Sir — — 


| « | FO 1 ; V 
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+ WW Sir am. You, Sir; and you, Sir: —— Why, who are 
ren e "4 Sf . PEA: ; 
yal. Your Son, Sir. 1 | 

for WY Sir Samp. That's more than I know, Sir, and I believe 


not. 
tine, yal. Faith, I hope not. x 
gez, dir Sam p. What, wou d you have your Mother a Where! 
Did you ever hear the like! Did you ever hear the Rke! 

hoc o' me- _ 2 | $4 
gel bal. 1 would have an Excuſe for your Barbarity and 
10, MW unnatural Uſage. AN „ 8 
Sir Samp. Excuſe! Impudence! Why Sirrah, mayn't 1 
do What I pleaſe? Are not you my Slave? Did not I be- 
get you? And might not I have choſen whether I would 
have begot you or no? *Oons who are you? Whence came 
you? What brought you into the World? How came you 
kere, Sir? Here, to ſtand here, upon thoſe two Legs, and 
bok erect with that audacious Face, hah? Anſwer me 
tht? Did you come a Volunteer into the World? Or did 
J with the lawful Authority of a Parent, preſs yau to 
the Service? | | | 

Val. I know no more why I came, than you do why 
you call'd me. But here I am, and if you don't mean to 
provide for me, I deſire you would leave me as you 
bund me. | * 

Sir Samp. With all my Heart: Come, uncaſe, ſtrip, and 
po naked out of the World, as you came into'r, ; 

Val. My Clothes are ſoon put off: But you muſt 
ſo diveſt me of Reaſon, Thought, Paſſions, Inclinations, 
Aﬀ-Ctions, Appetites, Senſes, and the huge Train of At- 
tendants that you begot along with me. 

Sir Samp, Body o'me, what a many headed Monſter 
he I propagated! 8 | 

Val. | am of my ſelf, a plain eaſy ſimple Creature; and 
tb be kept at fmall Expence; but the Retinue that you 
pre me are craving and invincible; they are ſo man 
Devils that you have rais'd, and will have Enploy ment. 

Sir Samp. *Oons, what had I to do to get Children. 


1 


en't a private Man be born without all theſe Folowers? 


that > by nothing under an Emperor ſhou'd be born with 
m; retitet, — Why at this rate a Fellow that has but a 
5 12j2;ͥͥũ ò˙Uè?ů.ͥRç 
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Groat in his Pocket, may have a Stomach capable of | 


Ten Shilling Ordinary. 
Fere. Nay that's as clear as the Sun; I'll make Oath of 
it before any Juſtice in Middleſex, 
Sir Samp. Here's a Cormorant too, ———*$heart this 
_ was not born with you?— I did not beget him, 
did I? | 
Fere. By the Proviſion that's made for me, you might 
have begot me too; —— Nay, and to tell your Workip 
another Truth, I believe yeu did, for l find I was born 
with thoſe ſame Whoreſon Appetites too, that my Maſter ir; 
Jpeaks of. ; | Tbs; 
Sir Samp. Why look you there now, ——- III maintain 
it, that by the Rule of right Reaſon, this Fellow ought 
to have been born without a Palate. ——- 'Sheart, whit 
ſhou'd he do with a diſtinguifking Taſte? —— 1 warratil * 
now he'd rather eat a Pheaſant, than a Piece of poli | 
Zohn; and ſwell, now, why I warrant he can ſmell, adi: 
loves Perfumes above a Stink. —— Why there's it; and 
, Muſick, don't you love Muſick, Scoundrel? 
Fere. Yes, I have a reaſonable good Ear, Sir, as to Jigp 
and Country Dances; and the like; I don't much matt 
your Solos or Sonata 's, they give me the Spleen, 
Sir Samp. The Spleen, ha, ha, ha, a Pox confound you 
Solos or Sonatas? *Oons whoſe Son are you? Hoi 


were you engendred, Muckworm ? * 
ere. I am by Father, the Son of a Chairman; Ie 
Mother fold Oiſters in Winter, aud Cucumbers in Sum ) 


mer; and I came up Stairs into the World; for I was bat! 
in a Cellar, gui 
Fore, By your Looks, you ſhou'd go up Stairs out M Cone 

the World too, Friend, 
Sir Samp. And if this Rogue were Anatomiz'd nov 
and diflected, be bas his Veſſels of Digeſtioa and Con 
coction, and fo forth, large enough for the inſide of 
- Cardiral, this Son of a Cucumber. —— Theſe things 
Unaccountable and unreaſonable—— Body o'me, why w. 
not Ja Bear? that my Cubs might have liv'd upon fuck 
ing their Paws; Nature has been provident only to Bea 
andsS piders; the one bas its Nutriment in his own Hand! 
and t other ſpins bis Habitation out of his own Entrails. 
Vi 


n 3p 
think 
Pace 
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yal. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all the 
Neceſſities of my Nature; if 1 had my right of Inheri- 
tance, FF 

Sir Samp. Again! *Oons han't you four thouſand Pound 
— if J had it again, I wou'd not give thee a Groat, —- 
What, would'ſt thou have me turn Pelican, and feed thes 
out of my own Vitals? ——'S'heart, live by your Wits, 
— You were always fond of the Wits, — Now let's 
ſee, if you have Wit enough to keep your ſelf —— Your 
Brother will be in Town to Night, or to Morrow Morn- 
ing, and then look you perform Covenants, and ſo your 
Friend and Servant. Come, Brother Foreſight. 


SCENE VIII. 


Valentine, Jeremy, 
Jere. I told you what your Viſit wou'd come to, 
Val, Tis as much as I expected — — I did not come to 
ſee him: I came to Angelica: But fince ſhe was gone 
abroad, it was eaſily turn'd another way; and at leaſt 
bok'd well on my fide : What's here? Mrs. Fore/sght and 


this way, and go and enquire when Angelica will return. 


EN N. 


Mrs. Foreſight, and Mrs. Frail. | 
Mrs. Frail, What have you to do to watch me? life 
II do what I pleaſe, 

Mrs. Fore, You will? | 

Mrs. Frail, Yes marry will I —— A great Piece of 
Bufineſs to go to Covent-Garden Square in a Hackney- 
Coach, and take a turn with one's Friend. | 

Mrs. Fore, Nay, two or three Turns, I'll take my Oath, 

Mrs, Frail, Well, what if I took twenty | warrant 
i you had been there, it had been only innocent Recrea- 
ion, --— Lord, where's the Comfort of this Life, if we 
cult have the Happineſs of converſing where we like? 

Mars. Fore, But can't you converſe at home? —— I 
own it, I think there's no [Happineſs like converſiag with 
n 2preeable Man; I don't quarrel at that, nor I don't 
tink but your Converſation was very innocent; but the 
Pace is publick, and to be ſeen vrith a Man in a 

oa 


Mrs, Frail, they are carneft, — Il avoid jem, — Come 


\ 


—— 


* 
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Coach is ſcandalous: What if any Body elſe ſhou'd ha 
ſeen you alite, as I did? — How can any Body be happy 
while they're in perpetual Fear of being ſeen and cenſar'd? 
—— Beſides it wou'd not only reflect upon you, Silt, 
but me. | 

Mrs. Frail, Pooh, here's a Clutter — Why ſhou'd 1 

reflect upon you? — I don't doubt but you have thoupht 
your ſelf happy in a Hackney- Coach before now. — If! 
had gone to Knightsbridge, or to Chelſey, or to Spring 
Garden, or Barn- Elms with a Man alone — ſomething 
might have been ſaid. ES 

Mrs, Fore, Why, was I ever in any of thoſe Places! 
What do you mean, Siſter? L 

Mrs, Frail. Was 1? What do you mean ? 

Mrs. Fore, Lou have been at a worſe Place. 
Mrs. Frail, J a! a worſe Place, and with a Man! 
Mixe. Fore, I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to tle 
World's End. E | 

Mrs. Frail. The Fords. End! What do you mean 

banter me? . 2 
drs. Fore, Poor Innocent! You don't know that there! 
a Place calbd the World's. End? VII ſwear you can keep yout 
Countenance purely, you'd make an admirable Player. 
Mrs. Frail, il ſwear, you have a great deal of Conk 
dence, and in my Mind too much for the Stage. 
Mrs. Fore, Very well, that will appear who has mol 
you never were at the Horld s. End; 
Mrs. Frgil. No. * | 0 

Mrs. Fore. You deny it poſitively to my Face. bir 

Mrs. Frail, Your Face, what's ycur Face? 

Mrs, Fore, No matter for that, it's as good a Face 
yours. | | 

Mrs, Frail, Not by a Dozen Years wearing, — But 
do deny it poſitively to your Face then. 

Mrs. Fore. III allow you now to fiad fault with mW: 
Face; for I'll ſwear your Impudence has put me c 
of Countenance: But look you here now, — whe 

did you loſe this Gold Bodkin ? —— Oh Sifter, Siſter! 
Mrs, Frail. My Bodkio! | 
Mre. Fo;e, Nay, tis yours, look at it. 
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Mrs. Frail. Well. if you go to that, where did yeu find 
his Bodkin ? — Oh Sifter, Siſter! — Siſter every way. 
Mrs. Fore. O Devil on't, that I cou'd not diſcover her, 
without betraying my ſelf, [ Hide. 
Mrs. Frail, I have heard Gentlemen fay, Siſter ; that 
ne ſnou d take great Care, when one makes a Thruſt in 
encing, not to lie open ones ſelf. 

Mrs, Fore, It's very true, Siſter: Well, fince all's out, 
nd s you ſay, ſince we are both wounded, let us do 
rhat is often done in Duels, take care of one another, 
d gro better Friends than before. 

Mrs, Frail, With all my Heart, ours are but flight fleſh 
Vounds, and if we keep em from Air, not at all dan- 
erous; Well, give me your Hand in Token of Siſterly 
crecy and Affection. | 
Mr:, Fore, Here 'tis with all my Heart. 

Mrs, Frail,” Well, as an earneſt of Friendſhip and Con- 
ence: I'll acquaint you with a Deſign that I have: To 
Truth, and ſpeak openly one to another: Im afraid 
be World have obſerv'd us more than we have obſerv'd | 
be another, You have a rich Husband, and are pro- il} 
ded for, 1 am at a Loſs, and have no great Stock either | 
Fortune or Reputation; and therefore muſt look ſharply » 4 
out me, Sir Sampſon has a Son that is expected to Night; Wh 
Ly the Account | have heard of his Education, can be 4 
d Conjurct; The Eftate you know is to be made over | 


its. Fore, 1 do; and will help you to the utmoſt of 
f Power —— And J can tell you one thing that falls 
tuckily enough; my aukward Daughter-in-law, who 
vu know is deſign'd to be his Wife, is grown fond of 
. Initle; now it we can improve that, and make her 
je an Averſion for the Booby, it may go a great way 
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him: Now if I cou'd wheedle him, Sitter, ha? - 3M 
a underſtand me? Ne 


macs his liking you. Here they come together; and 
u contrive ſome way or other to leave em together. 


„8 G EINE. X. 


[To them] Tattle and Miſi Prue. 
li, Mother, Mother, Mother, look you here. * 
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Mrs. Fore. Fy, fy, Miſs, how you bawl —— Befids, 
have told you, you muſt not call me Mother. } 
i, What mutt I call you then, are you not my 
ther's Wife? | | 
Mrs. Fore. Madam; you muſt ſay Madam — By 
Soul, I ſhall fanſy my ſelf old indeed, to have this p 
Girl call me Mother —— Well, but Miſs, what ate] 
ſo over-joy'd at? | l 
Miſs. Look you here, Madam then, what Mr, 7 
has givin me Lock you here Couſin, here's a Sn 
Box; vay, there's Snuff in't; —— here, will you have 
Oh good! how ſweet it is —— Mr. Tattle is allo 
ſweet, his Peruke is ſweet, and his Gloves are ſweet, 
and his Handkerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, ſweeter tl 
Roſes — — Smell him Mother, Madam, I mean — 
gave me this Ring for a Kiſs. X 
Tait, O ty Mils, you muſt not kiſs and tell, 
Mifs, Ves; I may tell my Mother — And he ſays | 
give me {omething to make me ſmell fo Oh p 
lend me your Handkerchief — Smell, Couſin; he {i 
he'll give me NO that will make my Smocks {1 
this way — Is not it pure? Ir's better then La 
ger mun-— I'm reſolv'd I won't let Nurſe put any n 
Lavender among my Smocks — ha, Coulin? 
Mrs. Frail. Fy, Miſs; amongſt your Linen, you m 
lay You muſt never ſay Smock, 1 
Mifs. Why, it is not bawdy, is it Couſin? fur 
Tatt, Oh Madam; you are todo ſevere upon Miſs; it: 
muſt not find fault with her pretty Simplicity, it beco 
her ſtrangely — pretty Miſs, don't let em perſuade) 
out of your Innocency. , 
Mrs. Fore. Oh, deram ,you Toad 
don't perſuade her out of her Innocency, 
Tait, Who I, Madam? Oh Lord how can) 
Ladyſhip have ſuch a Thought ſare you ct 


e 


I wiſh 


know me? ; - 

Mrs. Frail. Ah Devil, fly Devil - He's as ch 
Siſter, as a Confeſſor — He thinks we don't ob; 
him, ” 


Mrs. Fore. A cunning Cur, how ſoon he cou'd find 
a freſh harmleſs Creature; and left us, Siſter, preſen 


: 
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Tut. Upon Reputation. 
Irs. Fore, They're all ſo, Siſter, theſs Men —— they 


my ie to have the ſpoiling of a: young thing, they are as 
d of it, as of being firſt in the Faſhion, or of ſeeing a 


By fr Play the firſt Day, I warrant it would break 
is ple. Tactle's Heart, to think that any Body elſe ſhou'd be 
are Morcband with him. 


art, Oh Lord, I ſwear I wou'd not for the World — 

Irs. Frail, O hang you; who'll believe you? You'd 

a Saag d before you 'd confeſs we know you 

very pretty ! — Lord, what pure red and white. 

boks ſo wholſom ; ----- ne'er ſtir, I don't know, but 

nly, it [ wete a Manpu — 

45, How you love to jeer one, Coufin, 

(rs, Fore, Hark ee, Siſter, - by my Soul the Girl 3 

id already -- d'ce think ſhe'll. ever endure. a great 

derly Tarpawlin-----Gad 1 warrant you, ſhe won't let 

come near her, after Mr. Tattle. 

Irs. Frail. Omy Soul, I'm aſraid not eh! <0 Athy 

rute, that ſmells all of Pitch and Tar ----- Devil take 

, you confounded' Toad - why did you lee her, be- 

ſhe was 7 4 ? 

s. Fore, Nay, why did we let him my Husband 

bang us Hel rhink we brought 'em acquainted.” 

ou mire, Frail, Come, Faith let us be gone If my Bro- 
F Hreſigbt ſnouꝰ'd find us with them; He'd think 

| lure enough, 

1s; * Fore. So he wou'd---- but then leaving em toge- 

deco is as bad - And he's ſach a y Devil, ROT never 

ace n Opportunity. 

Is, Frail, I don't care; I won't be ſeen in't. 

iſh . Fore, Well, if you ſhould, Mr. Tattls, you'll * 

ſerld to anſwer for, remember 1 waſh my Hands of 


nn throughly Innocent. 

u CC St 
S CEN... ML; 

7 Tattle, Miß Prue. 

obe 


. What makes em go away, Mr. u; what do 

wean, do you know ?' / 

tt, Yes, my Dear . I think I can guess Bat 

me it I know the Reaſon of it. 2 
| Miſs, 


2 


So, when I ask you, if you can love me, you muſt ſay 


- kiſs me, you muſt be angry, but you muſt not te 
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Af Come, muſt-not we go too? 
Tait, No, no, thty don't mean that. 

B _ No! What then? What ſhall you and I do tog 

er? 6 m 

Tate. I muſt make Love to you, pretty Miſs; will y. 
let me make Love to you? | 

Miß. Yes, if you pleaſe, 

Tait, Frank, I Gad,. at leaſt, What a Pox does M. 
Foreſight mean by this Civility? Is it to make a Foo] | 
me? or does ſhe leave us together out of good Moeralit 
and do as ſhe would be done by Gad I'll underfia 
it ſo, 5. . [4 

Miſs, Well; and how will you make Love to me 
Come, I long to have you begin —— muſt I make Ly 

too? Yon muſt tell me how. 

Tatt, You muſt let me ſpeak, Miſs, you muſt 
ſpeak jfirſt; I muſt ask you Queſtions, and you mu 
anſwer, 

Miſs. What, is it like the Catechiſm F< Come th 
ask me. 

Tatt, D'ye think you can love me? 

Miſs, Yes. 

{- Tart, Pooh, Pox, you muſt not ſay yes already 
ſhan't care a Farthing for you then in a twinkling. 

Miſs. What muſt 1 ſay then? 

Tait, Why you muſt ſay no, or you believe not, 
you can't tel] 

Miſs. Why, muſt I tell a Lye then? 

i Tart. Yes, if you'd be well-bred. All well-bredPer 
Lye — Beſides, you are a Woman, you muſt never ſp 
what you think: Your Words muſt contradict y( 
Thoughts; but your Actions may contradict your Wol 


but you muſt love me too If 1 tell you you are þ 
ſom, you muſt deny it, and ſay I flatter you— 
you muſt think your ſelf more charming than 1 ip 
ny like me, for. the Beauty which 1 fay 
| bave, as much as if 1 had it my felf—— If 1 ak yo 


me. If I ask you for more, you muſt be more at 
— but more complying; and as ſoon as ever! 
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wu ay you'll cry out, you muſt be ſure to hold your 


gh. 17 1 
1 O Lord, I ſwear this is pure, I like it better 
in our old faſhion'd Country way of ſpeaking one's 
nd; —— and muſt not you lye too? EY 
Tit, Hum —— Yes ——-But you rhuſt believe I ſpeak 
uch, + 
Mb. O Gemini! Well, I always bad a great Mind to 
Lies — dyt they frighted me, and ſaid it was a Sin. 
Tut, Well, my pretty Creature; will you make me 
my by giving me a Kiſs? | 
Mi, No, indeed; I'm angry at you, ——— | 
[Runs and kiſſes him. 
Tut, Hold, hold, that's pretty well--— bat you ſhould 
| haye given it me, but have ſuffer'd me to have taken 


Mi, Well, we'll do it again. 

Tit, With all my Heart Now then my little 

| . | | Kr es her. 
75 Piſh. | | | 9 6 
Tut. That's right,. again my Charmer, ¶ Kiſſes again. 
Mi, O fy, nay, now | can't abide yon. | 
Tut, Admirable! That was as well as if you had been 
mand bred in Covent-Garden, —— And won't you ſhew 
pretty Miſs, where your Bed-Chamber is? 

li, No, indeed won't I: but I'll run there, and hide 
elf from you behind the Curtains, f - 
Tit, II follow you. 


» %. Ah, but I'll hold the Door with both Hands, and 

1 3G and you ſhall puſh me down before you 
ein, 

Wol 


4 No, I'll come ia firſt, and puſh you down after- 
" 


e will you? then Til be more angry, and more 


i yin ö 


1 Wt, Then Il make you cry out. | 

1 b. Oh but you ſhan't, for VII held my Tongue -----» 
Y cob my dear apt Scholar. 

4 if, Well, now l' run and make more haſte than 
1 


It, Tou ſhall not fly fo faſt, as I'll purſue. ; 
e ACT 


45 —_ Lovs fir Loves. 
ACT IL SCENE | 
Nurſe alone. 


Nurſe. 18S, Miſs, Miſs Pre Mercy on me 
| marry and Amen. Why, what's become 9 
the Child ?----- Why Miſs, Miſs Foreſsght.----- Sure ſhe h 
lockt her ſelf up in her Chamber, and gone to ſleep, ot i 
Prayers: Miſs, Miſs, I hear her---- Come to your Fathe 
Child: Open the Door ----- Open the Door, ' Miſs ---.. 
| hear you cry huſht----- O Lord, who's there? [ peep 
What's here to do?----O the Father! a Man with her!. 
Why, Miſs I ſay; God's my Life, here's fine doivgs t 
wards-----O Lord, we're all undone ----- O you young 
Harlotry | knocks. ] Od's my Life, won't you open t 
Door? I'll come in the back way. 


S CE N E II. 


Tattle, Miſs Prue. 

FA O Lord, ſhe's coming ----- and ſhe tell my F 
ther, what ſhall I do now? ' 

Tatt. Pox take her; if ſhe*had ſtaid two Minutes longe 
I ſhou'd have wiſh'd for her coming. 

Miſs. © Dear, what ſtiall 1 ſay? Tell me, Mr. Tat 
tell me a Lye. 

Tust. There's no occafion for a Lye; I cou'd never tel 
Lye to no purpoſe - But fince we have done nothin 
we mult {ay nothing, I think. I hear her----- I'll | 
you 9 and come off as you can. 

 [Thrufts her in, and ſhuts the Di 


a3: err ud; GC: E2NTE ::; Bl: 


Tattle, Valentine, Scandal, Angelica. 
Ag. You can't aceuſe me of Inconftancy ; I never tt 
von that I loy'd you. 
Val. But I can accuſe: you of of Uncertainty, fort 
telling me Whether yen did or not. a9 
Ang. You miſtake Indifference for Uncertainty; Tn 
had-Coneern enough to 25k-my ſelf the Queſtion. 
Scan, Nor Good-nature enough to anſwer him that 
ask * Ell 1 80 that for you, Madam, ba 816 


* 


Lovsz for Loves. 47 


Ang. What, are you ſetting up for Good-nature? _ 
gan. Only for the Affectation of it, as the Women do 
Ib oature. | 
Arg. Perſuade your Friend, that it is all Affectation. 
Scan, I ſhall receive no Benefit from the Opinion: For 
now no c ffectual Difference between continued Affec- 
eon and Reality. : 
Tat, coming up.] Scandal, are you in private Diſ- 
re, any thing of Secrecy ? [ Aſide to Scandal. 
ths. ves, but. I dare truſt you; we were talking of 
wica's Love to Valentine ; you won't ſpeak of it. 
eb. No, no, not a Syllable = I know that's a Secret, 
t's whiſper'd every where, 
gn. Ha, ha, ha. 
u. What is, Mr. Tattle? I heard you ſay ſomething 
| whiſper'd every where, | 
m. Your Love of Valentine. 
Ig. Ho W! | : 
fur. No, Madam, his Love for your Ladyſnip Gad 
me, | beg your Pardon — for I never heard a Word 


jy wr Lady ſhip's Paſſion, till this inſtant. 
by, My Paſhon! And who told you of my Paſſion, 
[Sir ? | 
n. Why, is the Devil in you? Did not I tell it you 
þ Secret ? | 
er tell 0260; but I thought ſhe might haye been 
ſocha wih ber own affairs. 1 


ele that your Diſcretion? truſt a Woman with her 


the D Loa ſay true, I beg your Pardon; Pll bring. 
lt was impoſſible, Madam, for me to imagine, 
i Perſon of your Ladyſhip's Wit and Galantry, 
ere ſo long receiv'd the paſſionate Addreſſes of the 
ever Hüfte d Valentine, and yet remain inſenſible; there- 
you will pardon me, if from a juſt weight of his 
for MW 1th your Lady ſnip's good Judgment, I form'd 
; Wnce of a reciprocal Affection. l 
ee 0 the Devil, what dammd Coftive Poet has given 
& las Leſſon of Fuſtian to get by Rote? 
m that WW! dare ſwear you wrong him, it is his own. — 
| . Zatile only judges of the Succeſs of others, _ 


- | ta. Dade i 
C re... 


me 
Nn 
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the Effects of his own Merit, For certainly Mr. 
vas neuer deny d any thing in his Lite. 
Tatt. © Lord! yes indeed, Madam, ſeveral times 
Aug. I ſwear 1 don't think tis poſſiblee 
Tatr. Yes, I vow and ſwer 1 have: Lord, Mad 
Im the moſt unfortunate Man in the World, and the m 
cruelly us d by the Ladies. | | 6 
Ang. Nay, now you're ungrate faul. 
Jutr. No, I hope not tis as much Ingratitude 
own' ſome Favburs, as to conceal others. 
Val, There, now it's out. B. 
Ang. I don't underſtand you now. I thought youh 
never ask d any thing, but what a Lady might mode 
grant, and you confeſs. | 
Stan. So faith, your Buſineſs is done here; now 
may go brap ſomewhere elſe, 
Tait. Brag! O Heav'ns! Why, did I name any bod 
Arg. No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your Power; 
you wou'd if you cou'd, no doubt on'r, 
_ Tatt. Not in my Power, Madam! What does 
Ladyſhip mean, that I have no Woman's Reputatia 
my Power? DIY 

Scan, Oons, why you won't own it, will you? [4 

Tatt. Faith, Madam, you're in the right; no ma 
have, as I hop to be fav'd; I never had it in my Pq 
to ſay any thing to a Lady's Prejudice in my Lite 

For as [ was telling you, Madam, I have been the 1 
unſucceſsful Creatureliving, in things of that Nature; 
never had the good Fortune to be truſted once wi 
Lady's Secret, not once. „ | 

Ang. No. | 

Val. Not once, I dare anſwer for him. 

Scan. And Il anſwer tor him; for I'm fare if he 
he would have told me; | find, Madam, you don't k 
Mr. Tattle. 4 | 
{ Tatt. No, indeed, Madam, you don't know me 
I find. For ſure my intimate Friends wou'd have kn 

Ang. Then it ſeems you would have told, it 30 
been truſtecd. | * 

Tait. O Pox, Scandal, that was too far put 

Have told Particulars; Madam, Perhaps I might have 


4 
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bf a third Perfon— or have introducd an Amour of 
wy own, in Converſation, by way of Novel: Bat never 
have expiain'd Particulars. Ba ds 

Ang. But whence comes the Reputation of Mr, Tarti“ 
zecrecy, if he was never truſted? | 

Sean, Why thence it ariſes — The thing is proverbial! 
pken; but may be apply d to him As if we ou 
y in general Terms, he only is ſecret who never was 
ruſted, a Satirical Proyerb upon our Sex There's another 
pon yours — As ſhe is chafte, who was never ask d the 
dueſtion, That's all, 

pal. A couple of very civil Proverbs, truly: Tis hard 
tell whether the Lady or Mr. Tatil be the more oblip'd 
vou. For you found her Virtue upon the Backwards 
b of the Men; and his Secrecy upon the Milſtruſt of 
je Women. 

Tatt. Gad, it's very true, Madam, I think we ate 
gd ro acquit our ſelves —— And fer my part— But your 
idyſhip is to ſpeak firlt— is 
dg. Am I? Well, I freely confeſs 1 have reſiſted a 
rt deal of Tempta ion. | 
Tat, And I Gad, I have given ſome Temptation that 


[s 


ak 


0 


boch 
Ver; 


on 
tatiol 


boot been reſiſted. 

o mo Pal, Good, | ; 

ny be g. | cite Valentine here, to declare to the Court, how 
ile ec he has found his Endeavours, and to confels all 


the i ollicitations and my Denials. 
ature . Jam ready to plead, Not guilty for you; and 
e wi e, for my ſelf. 
WW uy why this is fair, here's Demonſtration with 
Vitneſs. | 
lat, Well, my Witneſſes are not preſent—But Icon; 
| have had Favours from Perſons — But as the Fa- 
is are numberleſs, ſo the Perſons are nameleſs. g 
in, Pooh, this proves nothing, 


e if he 
lon't 


me . No? I can ſhew Letters, Lockets, Pictures, and 
re kao; and if there be Occaſion for Witneſſes, I can ſund- 
ii jo the Maids at the Chocolate-Houſes, all the Porters at 


Mal! and Covent. Garden, the Docr-keepers. at the 
Houſe, the Drawers at Locket's, Pontack's, the R- 
ing-Garden; my own Landlady and Valet de Cham, 

1 C 


* 


ar 


at have 


- 
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bre; all who ſhall make Oath, that I receive more Letters 


\ 
1.58 than the Secrerary's Office; and that I have more Vizor. 
— 18 Maxcks to enquire for me, than ever went to ſee the Her. 
i 


maphrodite, or the naked Priace. And it is notorious, 
that in a Country Church, once, an Enquiry being made 
8 who l was, it was anſwer'd, I was the famous Tan, 
„ who had ruin'd ſo many Women. W N 
1 Pal. It was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the Nick · ame | 
| 18 the Great Turk. | I 
„ Tat. True; I was call'd Tark-Tattle all over the Pari 
| 78 — the next Sunday all the old Women kept thei 
„ Daughters at hoine, and the Parſon bad not half his Con 
gregation. He wou'd have brought me into the Spiritu 
Court, but 1 was reveng'd upon him, for he bad a hand 
ſom Daughter whom I initiated into the Science. 5 
Wit I repented it afterwards, for it was talk'd of in Town 
(1118 And a Lady of Quality that ſhall be nameleſs, in a ragin 
„ Fit of Jealouſy, came down in her Coach and Six Hork 
and expos d her ſelf upon my Account; Gad I was ſort 
for it with all my Heart You know whom 1 mean 
You know where we raffl'd 
Scan. Mum, Tattile. 
Val. Sdeath, are not you aſham'd? 
Ang. O barbarous! I never heard ſo inſolent a Piece 


ING Vanity—Fy, Mr. Tattle— I' ſwear 1 could not have Wink 

Wl! -- Hev'd i-! s this your Secrecy? M 

| Tut. Gad ſo, the Heat of my Story carried me bey 
my Diſcretion, as the Neat of the Lady's Paſſion hurr 

ber beyond ber Reputation — But 1 hope you don't % l 

whom I mean; for there was a great many Ladies be 

ffled— Pox on't, now could I bite off my Tongue, 4 

Senn. No don't; for then you'll tell us no more Val, 


Come, I'll recommend a Song to you upon the Hint 
wy-two Proverbs, and I fee one in the next Room 
will fing it. [Goes to the D 
" Tatt. For Heav'n's fake, if you do gueſs, ſay nothi 
Gad, I'm very unfortunate. | 
Sean, Pray fing the firſt Song in the laſt new Pl 
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'$'O'N'G. 
Set by Mr. Fohn Eccles, 
A Nymph axd a Swain to Apollo owe pray, „ 
| The Swain had been jilted, the Nymph been butt ay d: 
Their Intent was to try if his Oracle knen 
Fer a Nymph that was Chaſte, or a. Swain-that was true. 
Apollo was mute, and had like thave been pod, 
But ſagely at length he this Secret diſclos d: "on 
He alone won't betray in whom none will Confide; 


Aud the Nymph may be Chaſte that bas never bien try d. 


8 CE N E IV. 


p them] Sir Sampſon, Mrs. Frail, Miſs Prue, and Servant- 
vir Samp. Is Ben come? Odſo, my Son Ben come? 
04, I'm glad on'r: Where is he? I long to ſee him. Now. 
llt. Frail, you ſhall fee my Son Ben—Body me, he's 
de Hopes of my Family I han't - ſeen him theſe. three 


lars warrant he's grown—Call him in, bid him 


ke haſte—T'm ready to cry for 4251. = 
Mrs. Frail, Now Miſs you ſhall ſee your Husband. 
%%. Piſh, he ſhall be none of my Husband. 


[Aſide 10 Frail. 


Mrs. Frail. Huſh : Well he ſhan't leave that to ma 
Ibeckon Mr. Tattle to us. on 
4g. Won't you ſtay and ſee your Brother?̃!ööůö˖ + 

Jal, We are the Twin-Stars, and cannot ſhine in one 


dere; when he riſes I muſt ſet—Beſides, if L ſhau'd - 


„ 1 don't know, but my Father in good Nature may 

b me to the immediate ſigning the Deed of Convey- 

r of my Eſtate; and I'll defer it as long as I can—— 

A, you'll come to a Reſolution, a I 

ve. | cant. Reſolution mult come to me, or I ſhall 
have one. VILA os 

kn, Come, Valentine, I'll go with you; Tre ſomething 
Head to communicate to you. 

** C 2 | SCENE 


. 


— 


—— — 
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SCENE V. 
Angelica, Sir Sampſon, Tattle, Mrs, Frail, Miſs Prue, 


Sir Samp. What, is my Son Valextine gone? What, i 
he ſneak'd off, and would not ſee his Brother? There's a 
unnatural Whelp! There's an ilnatur'd Dog! What, wer 
you here too, Madam, and could not keep him! Coy' 
neither Love, nor Duty, nor natural Affection oblige him 
Odsbud, Madam, have no more to ſay to him; he is 0 
worth your Conſideration. The Rogue has not a Drachn 
of generous, Love about him: All Intereſt, all Interc| 
he's an undoge Scoundrel, and courts your Eſtate: Body 
o'me, he does not care a Doit for your Perſon. 

Ang. 'm pretty even with him, Sir Saenger; for i 
ever 1 cou'd have lik'd any thing in him, it ſhould han 
been his Eſtate too: But lince that's gone, the Bait's of 

and the naked Hook appears. | 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, well ſpoken; and you are-a wilt 
Woman than I thought you were: For moſt young We 
men now-a-days are to be tempted with a naked Hoo 

Ang. If I marry, Sir Sampſon, I'm for a good Eflae 
with any Man, and for any Man with a good Etta 
Therefore if I were oblig'd to make a Choice, I decke 
I'd rather haye you than your Son. 

Sir Samp. Faith and Troth you're a wiſe Woman, an; 
Pa glad to hear you. fay ſo; I was afraid you were it 
Love with the Reprobate; Odd, I was ſorry for yo 
with all my Heart: Hang him, Mungrel; caſt him of 
you ſhall ſee the Rogue ſhew himſelf, and make Lore 
{ome deſponding Cadua of fourſcore for Suſtenance. Od 
love to ſee-a young Spendthrift forc'd to cling to a 
old Woman for Support, like Ivy round a dead Oak: Faitl 
I do ; I love to fee em hug and cotten together, . 
Down upon a Thiſtle. 


SCENE VI. 
\To them] Ben, Legend, and Servant. - 


| Ben, Where's Father? 
Sarv, There, Sir, his Back's toward you. 


Sir San 


+ 2M he 
£ LAY 
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dir amp. My Son Ben! Bleſs thee my dear Boy; bo- 
y ome, thou; art heartily welcome. 

Ben. Thank you, Father, and I'm glad to fee you. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, and I'm glad to fee thee, kiſs me, 
Boy, kiſs me again and again, dear Ben. [Nes him. 
Ben, So, ſo, enough Fath*r-=Meſs, I'd rather kiſs theſe 
Cmlewomen. * 

dir Lamp. And ſo thou ſhalt— Mrs. Angelica, my Son 


1M; boy, 

not Bey, For footh if you pleaſe - ¶ Salutes her.] Nay Miftreſc, 
a I'm not for dropping Anchor here; about Ship I faith 
rel; 


Kiſes Frail.] Nay, and you too, my little Cock- Boat < 


Tut. Sir, you're welcome a-ſhore, 
Ben. Thank you, thank you, Friend, 
| Sir Samp. Thou halt been many a weary League Ben, 
Ince I ſavy thee. | | 
Ben. Ey, ey, been! Been far enough, an that be all—— 


wia eu Father, and how do all at home? How does Bro- 
Wo e Dick, and Brother Val? | 

Look Sir Sam. Dick, body o'me, Dick has been dead theſe 
Elta o Years; 1 writ you Word, when you were at Legorue. 


Nn. Meſs, that's true: Marry I had forgot. Dick's 

d as you fay—Well, and how? I have many Queſtions ' 

dk you; well, you ben't marry'd again, Father, be 

dy? 

ere Sr Samp. No, I intend you ſhall marry, Ben; I would 

r Je marry for thy ſake. 
n. Nay, what does that fignify? an you ma 

dye in Why then, I)! $0 to Sea again, fo hers 

Oe for torher, an that be all-— Pray don't let me be 

to Mer Hindrance; e'en marry a God's Name an the Wind 

Fa tht way. As for my part, may-hap I have no mind 

mury. 

- That wou'd be pity, ſuch a handſom young 
eman. 

ben. Handſom! he, he, he, nay Forſooth, an you be 

king, Ill joke with you, for | love my jeſt, an the 

p were ſinking, as we ſayn at Sea. But 11] tell you 

ly I don't much ſtand towards Matrimony. I love to 
n about from Port to Port, and from Land te Land: 

| C; | 


r 8 


I could never abide to be Port-bound, as we call it: Now 
a Man that is marry'd, bas as it were, dye fee, his Feet 
in the Bilboes, and may-hap mayn't ger em out agi 
when he wou'd. | | | 
Sir Samp. Ben's a Wag! | 5 

Ben. A Man that is marry' d, d'ye ſee, is no mere like 
another Man, than a Gally-Slaye is like one of us free Si. 
lors, he is chain'd to an Oar all his Life; and may-hap 
forc'd to tog a leaky Veſſel into the Bargain. 

Sir Samp. A veiy Wag, Ber's a very Wag; only a little 
rough, he wants a little poliſhing. ; 

Mrs. Frail. Not at all; I like his Humour mightily, 
it's plain and honeſt, I ſhou'd hike ſuch a Humour in 

Husband extremely. CA bes 

Ben. Say n you ſo Forſooth? Marry and I ſhou'd like ſuch 

a handſom . Gentlewoman for a Bedfellow hugely; hoy 
ſay you, Miſtreſs, wou'd you like going to Sea? Meſs, 
you're a tight Veſſel, and well rigg'd, an you were but a 
well manri'd. | 

Lag Frail. I ſhow'd not doubt that, if you were Maſter 
ee 72. cc 4cn., | 

Ben. But II tell you one thing, an you come to Sea ing 
bigh Wied, or that Lady Yeu mayn't carry ſo much 

Sail o'your Head — Top and top gallant, by the Mebs, 

Mrs. Frail. No, why ſo? | Ts 

Ben. Why an you do, you may run the risk to be over 
ſet, and then you'll carry your Keels above Water, he 
he, be. | | 

Ang. I ſwear, Mr. Benjamin is the verieſt Wag in N. 
ture; an abſolute Sea-Wir, 

Sir Samp. Nay, Ben has Parts, but as I told you befor 
they want a little Poliſhing: You muſt not take any thin 
in, Madam. 

Ben, No, I hope the Gentlewoman is not angry; 
mean all in good part: For if I give a Jeſt, IH take 
Jeft : And ſo Forſooth you may be as free with me. 

Ang. I thank you, Sir, I am not at all offended; — f 
methinks Sir Sampſon, you ſhou'd leave him alone witi 
his Miſtreſs.. Mr. Tattle, we muſt not hinder Lovers. 
Tat. Well Mi,, I have your Promiſe. - - [ Aſide to Mil 
Sir Samp. Body. o'me, Madam, you ſay true :— Look ja 
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Im; this is your Miſtreſs. Come Miſs, you muſt not 
be ſhame-fac'd, we'll leave you together. Sh 
all | | 
Miſe, J can't abide to be left alone, mayn't my Couſin 
by with me? | Wo 
ike BY . 5. 5277p. No, no. Come, let's * ON © bn 
Jen. Look you, Father, may-hap the young Woman 
as rat take a liking to me. | | 
k dir Samp. I warrant thee, Boy, come, come, we'll be 
gone; I'll venture that, Capes 


SCENE VI 

in 1 Ben, and Mie Prue, FT 
Ben. Come Miftreſs, will you pleaſe to fit down? for 

loch BY & you ftand a ſterg 2 that'n, we hall never grapple to- 

bop gether, —— Come, 11! haule a Chair; there, an you pleaſe 

Melt w ft, Tu Gr by you, Salt St 25, 

ut 088 Miſs, You need not fit fo near one, if you have any 


thing to ſay, I can hear you farther off, I an't deaf. 
later il zen. Why that's true, as you ſay, nor I an't dumb, I 


an be heard as far as another, -— 1'1] heave off to pleaſe 


22 ini o. [Sits farther off.] An we were a League aſunder, Id 


min high Wind indeed. and full in my Teeth.” Look 
jeu Forſooth, I am as it were, bound for the Lind of 
Matrimony ; *tis a Voyage d'ye ſee, that was none of my 
keking, 1 was commanded by Father, and if you like of 
t, may-hap I may ſteer into your Harbour. How ſay 
you, Miſtreſs ? The ſhort of the thing is, that if you like 
ne, and I like you, we may chance to ſwing in a Ham- 
mock together, f Wen 

Miſs, I don't know what to ſay to you, nor 1 don't 
are to ſpeak with you at all, FED) 

Ben. No, I'm ſorry for that — But pray why are you 
v ſeornful? | . ' 
Miſs, As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's Mind, 
8d better not ſpeak at all, I think, and truly I won't tell 

Lye for the Matter. A Amden 

olly to lyer 


Im. Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but à Fi 
r to ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the contrary 
My; is as it were, to look one way, aud to row uno 
3 C 4 ther 


* 


much endertake to bold Diſcourſe with you, an twere not 4 
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ther. Now, for my part d'ye ſee, I'm for carrying thingy 
above Board, I'm not for keeping any thing under Hatch- 


es, fo that if you, ben't as willing as I, ſay ſo 


a God's Name, there's no barm done; may-bap 
you may be ſhame- fac d, ſome Maidens thof' they love a 
Man well enough, yet they don't care to tell'n ſo to's Face: 
If that's the Caſe, why Silence gives Conſent. . 

Miſs. But 'm ſure it is not ſo, for I'II ſpeak ſoorer 
than you ſhould believe that; and Il] ſpeak Truth, tho 
one ſhould always tell a Lye to a Man; and I don't care, 


tet my Father do what he will; Pm too big to be whipt, 


ſo Vl] tell you plainly, I don't like you, nor love you at 
all, nor never will, that's more: So, there's your Anſwer 
foryou; and don't trouble me no more, you ugly thing, 
Ben. Look you, young Woman, you may learn to give 
good Words however. 1 ſpoke you fair, d'ye fee, aud 
civil ——As for your Love or your Liking, 1 don't value 
it of a Rope's End; — And may-hap [I like you as little 
as you do me: What I ſaid was in Obedience to Fi 
ther; Gad I fear a Whipping no more than you do, But 
I tel} you ane thing, if you ſhou'd give ſuch Language at 
Sea, you'd have a Cat o Nine Tails laid craſs your Shouts 
ders, . Fleſh! who are you? You beard rather bandſom 
young Woman ſpeak civilly to me, of her own Accord: 
Whatever you think of your ſelf, Gad I don't think you 
are any more to compate to her, than a Can of SmalF 
Beer to a Bowl of Punch. 

Miſs. Well, and there's a handſom Gentleman, and 1 


| fine Gentleman, and a ſweet Gentleman, that was here 


that loves me, and I love him; and if he fees you {peak 
to me any more, he'll thraſh your Jacket for you, be 
will, you great Sea-Calf. 

Ben. What, do you mean that fair-Weather Spark that 
was here juſt now? Will he thraſh my Jacket? — Let n 
let'n, — But an he comes near me, may-hap I my 
have giv'n a ſalt Eel for's Supper, for all that. Whit 
does Father mean to leave me alone as I come home 
with ſuch a dirty Dowdy. Sea-Calf? I an't Call 
encugh to fick your cbalk'd Face, you Cheeſc-Curd you 
— mary. theg! Oons li marry a Lapland Witch as foo 
and live upon falling contrary Winds, and wreck d ven 


„ 


| | . 
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py Mf. I won't be call'd Names, nor 1 won't be abus d 
b- cos, fo won't, — If l were a Min—[ Cys you durſt 
ſo WF not talk at this rate=—No you durſt not, you ſtinking 
ap Twr-Barrel. : 1: - 
8 SCE N.E VIII. 


[To them] Mrs, Foreſight and Mrs. Frail, 


50 Mrs. Fore. They have quarrel'd juſt as we cou d wiſh, 
Ben. Tar-Barrel? Let your Sweet-Heart there call me 


4 ſo, if he'll take your Part, your Ium Eſeace, and IH ſay 
* omething to him; Gad I'll lace his Musk-Doublet for 
* bim, Vil make him ſtink ; he ſhall ſmell more like a Wear 


{| than a Civet-Cat, afore I ha dong with en. 

Mrs, Fore, Bleſs me, what's the Matter, Mis? What, 
yo! ſhe cry ? Mr, Benjamin, what have you done 
t0 ? — 

Ben, Let her cry: The more ſhe cries, the leſs ſne ll 
pe. be bas been gathering foul Weather in her Mouth, and 
Bur cw rains out at her Eyes. 

Mrs. Fore. Come, Miſs, come along with me, and tell 


ze & -1 

ouls ne, poor Child. 

com WY Ns. Frail. Lord, what ſhall we do, there's my Brother 
ord: Freight, and Sir Sampfon coming. Siſter, do you take 
you (1s down into the Parlour, and 1H carry Mr. Benjamin 
mall n Chamber, for they muſt not know that they are 


ka out.— Come, Sir, will you venture your {ef with 


1 | | Looking kindly! on u. 
my len. Venture, Meſs, and that 1 wall tho' *twere te Sea 
ſpeak + $6070: | RATE, Es 
v, S OGC ENTE IN. 


Sir Sampſon and Forelight, - a7 x2 


a brisk Boy: He has got her into a Corner, Father's 
uuson, faich, he Itouzle her, and mouale her: The Rogues 


home p ſet, coming from Sea; if he ſhould not ſtay for a+ 
t Cue Grace, old Foreſight, but fall to without the help of 
d v sſon, ha? Odd it he ſhou'd, I cou'd not be angry 
s ond him; 'cwould be but like me, A Chip of the old” 


Ha! thou'rt melancholick, - old Prognoſtication'; 
C5; as 


et n- Sir Samp. I left em together here; what are the gone? 4 


Lo vE for Love. 
as melancholick as if thou hadſt ſpilt the Salt, or par A 
thy Nails on a Sunday: Come, cheer up, look about 
thee : Look up old Star- Gazer. Now is he poring upon 
the Ground for a crooked Pin, or an old Horſe-Nail, 
with/the Head towards him, | | | 

Fore, Sir Sampſon, we'll haye the Wedding to Morrow 
M ning. ' 

Sir Samp. With all my Heart, 

Fore. At ten a Clock, punctually at ten. 

Sir Samp. To a Minute, to a. Second; thou ſhalt ſet 
thy Watch, and the Bridegroom ſhall obſerve its Motions; 
they ſhall be marry'd to a Minute, go to Bed to a Minute; 
and when the Alarm ſtrikes, they ſhall keep time like the 
Figures of St, Dunftan's Clock, and Conſummatum eſt (hal 
ring all over the Pariſh | | 


SCENE X. 


[To them] Scandal. 
Scan, Sir Sampſon, ſad News. 


Fere. Bleſs us! 

Sir Samp. Why, what's the Matter? 

Scan. Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you ani 

him, and all of us, more than any thing elſe? 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, I don't know any Univerl; 
Grievance, but a new Tax, or the Loſs of the Catur 
Fleet. Unleſs Fopery ſhou'd be landed in the eſt, or th 
French Fleet were at Anchor at Blackwall, | 

Scan. No. Undoubtedly, Mr. Foreſgght knew all thi 
and might have prevented it, 

___. Fore, Tis no Earthquake! : 
Scan. No, not yet; nor Whirlwind, But we dot 
know what it may come to | 
But it has bad a Conſequence already that touches us all. 

Sir Samp. Why, body o'me, out with't. 

Scan. Something has appear'd to your Son Valentine 
He's gone to Bed upon't, and very il. He ſpeaks 
tile, yet he ſays he has a World to ſay. Asks for bis 
ther and the wiſe Foreſight; talks of Raymond Lully, 
the Ghoſt of Lilly. He has Secrets to impart I ſupp 
* to you two, I cap get nothing out of him but Sig 


. 1 
* 4 
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fle defires he may ſee you in the Morning. but would 
not be diſturb'd to Night, becauſe he has ſome Buſineſs 

todo in a Dream, 1672 % Net 

| Sir Samp. Hoity toity, what have I to do with bis 
Dreams or his Divination—— Body o' me, this is a Trick 

o defer fipning the Conveyance. ' I warrant the Devil 

will tell him in a Dream, that he muſt not part with bis 

Elte. But I'll bring him a Parſon to tell him, that the De- 

vis a Lyar——Or if that won't do, I'll bring a Lawyer 


et that ſhall out- ye the Devil. And ſo VIl try whether my 
5; WJ Hack-Guard or his ſhall get the better of the Day. 
ez 


SCENE XI. 


Scandal, Foreſight. | 

Sean. Alas, Mr. Foreſight, I'm afraid all is not right 
You are a Wiſe Man, and a Conſcientious Man ; a Sear- 
her into Obſcurity and Futurity; and if you commit an 
Error, it is with a great deal of Conſideration, and Dif- 
retion, and Caution —— 

Fore, Ah, good Mr. Scandal eeammmmm— 

Scan, Nay, nay, tis manifeſt; I do not flatter you 
but Sir Sampſon. is haſty, very haſty ;—T'm afraid he is not 
krupulous enough, Mr. Freſgbr———He has been wicked, 
ind Heav'n grant he may mean well in this Affair with 
u — But my Mind gives me, theſe things cannot be 
wholly infignificant. You are wiſe, and ſhoy'd not be 
ner. reach d, methinks you ſhou'd nat 

Fore, Alas, Mr. Scandal. Humanum eſt errare. 

Scan, You ſay true, Man will err; meer Man will err 
—but you are ſomething more There have been 

vile Men; but they were ſuch as you—Men. who con- 

don dea the Stars, and were Obſervers of Omens Sol mon 
* wiſe, but how? — by bis Ie ex in Aſtrology— 
all 0 lays Pineda in his Third Book and Eighth Chapter 

Fire, You are learn'd,; Mr. Scandal! | 
bean. A Trifler—but a Lover of Art— And the Wiſe 
ſen of the Eaſt ow'd their Inſtruction to a Star, Which 
brightly obſerv'd by Gregory the Great in Favour of A- 
bolopy! And Albertus Magnus makes it the moſt valua- 
ccience, Becauſe, fays he, it teaches us to conſider the 
ton of Cauſes, in the Cauſes of things 

Fore; 


60 Lovzs H Love. 
Fore, I proteſt I honour you, Mr. Scandal—1 did not 
think you had been read in theſe matters Few Young 
Mien are inclin'd — 
Scan, I thank my Stars that have inclined me—— hut 
fear this Marriage 8nd making over this Eſtate, this trail 
terring of a rightful Inheritance, will bring Jodgmente 
upon us, I propheſy it, and I wou'd not have the Fre 
of Cafſardra, not to be believ d. Falentine is diſturb, 
what can be the Cauſe of that? and Sir Sampſen is hurrydh 
on by an unuſual Violence] fear he does not act h. 
ly 8 himſeif; methinks he does not look as he uſe 
to do. 

Fore, He was always of an impetuous Nature—But 4 
to this Marriage I have conſulted the Stars; and all Ap- 
pearances are proſperous 

Scan, Come, come, Mr. Forefight, let not the Proſpel 
of woridly Lucre carry you beyond your judgment, 50 
g—_ your Conſcience—You are not farisfy'd that yt 

juſtly. * - 

Fore, How! © | 

Scan. You are not fatisfy'd, I fay—T am loth to d 
courage you But it is palpable that you are not ſatisfy 

Fore, How does it appear, Mr. Scandal? I think I 
very well fatisfy'd. 

Scan. Either you ſuffer your ſelf to deceive your {ell 
er you do not know your ſelf, 

Fore, Pray explain your ſelf. 

Scan. Do you ſleep well o'nights? 
Fore. Very well, | 

Scan. Are you certain? You do not look ſa, 

Fore. Tam in Health, I thick. 

Stan. So was Falentize this Morning; and look d] 


* 
4 


8. e 4 
Foye, How! Am I alter'd any way ? I don't perceive WW" 
Scan. That may be, but your Beard is longer than 
was two Hours ago. 

Fore. Indeed! bleis me. 
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* SCENE XII. 
[Tv them] Mrs. Foreſight. | 
Mrs. Fore, Husband, will you go-to Bed? It's ten 4 
dock. Mr. Scandal, your Servant, 0 er 
Fae BY Can. Pox on her, ſhe bas interrupted my Deſigu 
ly Whhut J muſt work. her into the Project. You keep earl 
Hours, Madam. 1 3 4 
Mis. Fore, Mr. Foreſight is punctual, we fit up after 


\ im. 


Fre, My Dear, pray lend me your Glaſs, your little- 
zut u ocking-glaſe. re | 
| Api en. Pray, lend it him, Madam — I'] tell yon the Reaſon» 


She gives him the Glaſs; Scandal and ſhe whiſper,} My 
open ton for you is grown fo violent that I am tro longer 
t. pol ater of my ſelf —I was interrupted in the Morning, 
ve ben you had Charity enough to give me your Atten- 
at öden ) 1 5 1 
| jon, and J had Hopes of finding another Opportunity of- 
whining my ſelf to you—but was difappcinted all this 
ay; and the Uneaſineſs that has attended me ever fince, 
tings me now hither at this unſeaſonable Hour. 
Mrs, Fore, Was there ever ſuch Impudence, to make 
ve to me before my Husband's Face? IU ſwear L' 
| him, 
Scan, Do, I'll die a Martyr, rather than diſclaim .my 
fon, But come a little farther this way, and III tell. 
u what Project I had to get him out of the way; that 
night have an Opportunity of mn" n you, | Whiſper; 
[ Forefight looking in the Glaſs, 

Fre, 1 do not ſee any Reyolation here;—— Methinks 1 


to di 
tisfy 
k 1 at 


ar {elf 


* with a ſerene and bonigg alpt & — pale, a little pale 

t the Roſes of theſe Checks have been gather d many 
.ceire ers; — ha! I do not like that ſudden Fluſhiog—Gone 
than rad)! —— dem, hem, hem! faintiſn. My Heart is pret- 


geod; yet it beats; and my Pulſes, ha! —I have none 
Mercy on me hum — Yes, here they are Gale 
Pp, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, hey ! Whither will 
ky burry me?— Now they're gone again—And now Fm 
int again; and pale again, and hem! and my hem 
alt, hem!—grows ſhort; hem! hem! he, he, hem! 

| Scan. 


CE! 


n 


| 1 I T-cannot ſay, that he has once broken my Reſt, ſince we 


i che turning of the Tide, bring me the Urinal: — And 
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Scan. It takes, purſue it in the Name of Love ang 
Pleaſure, 1 ; „ e 
Mrs. Fore: How do you do, Mr. Foreſight? | 
Fore, Hum, not ſo well as I. thought [ was, Lend 
me your Hand, OF g 
Scan. Look you there now———Your Lady ſays, your 
Sleep has been unquiet of late. En 
Fore. Very likely. | 
Mrs. Fore, O mighty reſtleſs, but I was afraid to tl 
him ſo,-He has been ſubject to Talking and Starting, 
Scan. And did not uſe to be ſo, 
Mrs. Fore. Never, never; till within theſe three Nights; 


have been marry'd. 
Fore. I will go to Bed, | 1 850 
Scan, Do io, My. Foreſight, and ſay your Pray re 
looks better than he did. | 
Mrs. Fore. Nurſe, Nurſe! 
Fore, Do you think ſo, Mr. Scandal? 
Scan. Yes, yes, I hope this will be gone by Morning . 
taking it in time, 


Fiore. I hope ſo. > 
SCENE XIII. N 

2 [To them) Nurſe. 6 
Mrs, Fore. Nurſe; yqur Maſter is not well; put bin Fer. 
to Bed. Min 


Scan. I hope you will be able to fee Valentine in the 
Morning, —you had beſt take a little Diaeodion and Com ur! 
8 and lie upon your Back, may be you m 

ne „ 
Fiore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, I will — Nurſe, E eu 
me have a Watch-Light, and lay the Crums of Comfort abet 
by me. 

Nurſe. Yes, Sir. 

Fore, And — hem, hem! I am very faint. 
Scan. No, no, you look much better, 

Fore, Do I? And d'ye hear bring me, let me ſe 
within a Quarter of Twelve hem — he, hem !— juſt up 
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hope, neither the Lord of my Aſcendant, nor. the Moon 
will be combuſt; and then I may do well. | 
Scan, I hope ſo — Leave that to me; I will erect 2 
Scheme ; * I hope I ſhall find both Sol and Venus in the 
(ixth Houle. 4-25 
Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, indeed that wou'd be 
zoreat Comfort to me. Hem, hem! good Night. 


S O E'N-E. XIV. 


Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight. 


dan. Good Night, good Mr. Foreſighi; — and I hope 
Mars and Venus will be in Con junction; — while your 
wife and I are together. | FT 
Mrs, Fore, Well; and what uſe do you hope to make 
of this Project? You don't think that you are ever like 
to ſucceed in your Deſign upon me. 

Scan. Yes, Faith I do; I bave a better Opinion both of 
you and my ſelf, than to deſpair. 
Mrs, Fore, Did you ever bear ſuch a Toad-— hark'ye 
Devil; do you think any Woman honeſt? 
Sean, Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt; — they Il cheat a little 
t Cirds, ſometimes, but that's nothing. 

Mrs, Fore, Pſhaw ! but virtuous I mean; | N 
Sean, Yes, Faith, I believe ſome Women are virtuous 
too; but 'tis as I believe ſome Men are Valiant, thro? 
ler For why ſhou'd a Man court Danger, or a Wo- 
mn ſhun Pleafure. 2 1 
Mrs. Fore, O monſtrous! What are Conſcience and Ho- 
our ? 2 
San, Why, Honour is a publick Enemy; and Conſeis 
ce a Domeſtiek Thief; and he that wou'd ſecure bis” 
ſeaſure, muſt pay a Tribute to one, and 2 halves with 
der: As for Honsur, that you have ſecur d, for you 
we purchas d a perpetual Opportunity for Pleaſure. 
Mrs, Fore. An Opportunity for Pleaſure ! ow 
Scan. Ay, your Husband, a Husband is an Opportuni- 
for Pleaſure, ſo you have taken care of Honour; and 
| the leaſt I can do to take care of Conſcience, **** 
Mrs, Fore. And ſo you think we are free for one another? 
San, Yes Faith, I thipk ſo; I love to ſpeak my 
id, | Mrs, Fore, 
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Mrs. Fore, Why then I' fpeak my Mind, Now at to 
this Affair between you and me. Here you make lore 
to me; why, I'll confeſsit does notdiſpleaſe me. Vour Per. 
my well enough, and your Underſtanding is not 
amiſs. | * 13 

| Sean. I have no great Opinion of my Elf; but I think, 
I'm neither deform'd, nor a Fool. | | 

Mrs, Fore. But you have a villainous Character? you ares 
Libertine in Speech, es well as Practice. | 

Scan. Come, I know what.you wou'd ſay,— you think 
it more dangerous to be ſeen in Converſation with me 
than to allow ſome other Men the laſt Favour; you mil. 
take, the Liberty I take in talking, is purely affected, for 
the Service of your Sex. He that firſt cries out 
Thief, is often he that has ſtol'n the Treaſure. Iam x 
Jogler, that act by Confederacy; and if you pleaſe, well 
put a Trick upon the World. 
Me. Fore, Ay; but you are ſuch an univerſal Jupker, 
that I'm afraid you have a great many Confederates, 

Scan, Faith, I'm found, 

Mrs. Fore. O, fy— Vl ſwear you're impudent. 

Scan. Vi ſwear you're handſom. 

Mrs, Fore, Piſh, you'd tell me ſo, tho“ you did ne 
think ſo. * 

Scan. And you'd think ſo, tho' I ſhou'd not tell you { 
And now I think we know one another pretty well, 
Mrs. Fore: O Lord who's here? 


S8 CCE NE XV. | 
[To them} Mrs. Frail and Ben, « | 


Bm. Meſs, I love to ſpeak my Mind—Pather has nd 
thing to do with me.— Nay, I can't ſay that neither; heb 
fomething to do with me. But what does that fignity? If. 
be, that I ben't minded to be ſteer'd by him; tis as thi 
he ſhould ſtrive againſt Wind and Tide. 
Ms. Frail. Ay but, my Dear, we muſt keep it ſecre 
till the Eſtate be ſettled; tor you know marrying witho 
an Eſtate, is like failing in a Ship without Ballaſt, _. 

Ben. He, he, he; Why that's true; juſt ſo for all! 
World it is indeed, as like as two Cable _ , 

5 rs, H. 
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Mrs. Frail, And tho? I have @ good Portion; you know 
ne would not venture“ all in one Bottom. 
Ben. Why that's true again; for may-hap one Bottom 
may ſpring a Leak, You have hit it indeed, Meſs you've 
ick'd the Channel, „ 
Mrs, Frail. Well, but if you ſhou'd forſake me after all, 
you'd break my Heart. „ N "3g 

ben. Break your Heart? I'd rather the Mary. gold ſhow'd 
reak her Cable in a Storm, as well as I love her. Fleſh, 
jou don't think I'm falſe-heartedg like a Land-Man. A 
lor will be honeſt, tho'f may-hap he has never a Penny 
Mony in his Pocket May-hap I may not have 
a-fair a Face, as a Citizen or a Courtier ; but for all that, 
. a good Blood in my Veins, and a Heart as ſound as 
«ker, 
Mrs. Frail, And will you love me always? * 
zen. Nay, an 1 love once, II ſtick like Pitch; LI tell 
u that, Come, I'll ſing you a Song of a Sailor. 

Mrs, Frail, Hold, there's my Siſter, I'll call ber to 
it. | 3 5 : 
re, Fore, Well; I won't go to Bed to my Husband to 
git; becauſe III retite td my own Chamber, and 
wk of what you have ſaid, ou OS 
dan. Well; you'll give me leave to wait upon you to 
ur Chamber- Door; and leave you my laſt Inſtructions? 
Mis, Fore, Hold, here's my Stſter coming towards us. 
* Frail. If it won't interrupt you, PII entertain you 
ha Song, 5 
ben, The Song was made u pon one of our Ships-Crew's. 
lie; our Boat-ſwain made the Song, may-hap you may 
w her, Sir. Before ſhe was marry'd, ſhe was calld 
wm Joan of Deptford. . * Ne 
Wn, I have heard of her. { Bea. ſangs. 
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el 
170 set by Mr. John Eccler, 
Soldier and a Sailor, 
'A Tinker, and a Tailor, 
a Had once a doubtful Strife, Sir, 
To make a Maid A Wife, Str, IT 
Whoſe Name was Buxom Joan. 
For now the Time was ended, 
When ſhe no more intended, 
_ To lick her Lips at Men, Sir, 


And gnaw the Sheets in vain, Sir, 
And le o Nights alone. 


1I. 
The Soldier fwore like Thunder, 
He lov d her more than Plunder; 
Aud ſhew'd her many a Scar, Sir, 


That he had . from far, Sir, 


x 


* 


„ 


Miß figluingiſor her Sale. 
The Tailor thought to pleaſe her, 
laub off ring her bis Meaſure. 
. The Tmkey too with Mettle, 
Said he could mend her Kettle, 


And flop up evry Leak. 


III. 


But while the ſe three were prating, 
© The Sailor flily waiting, 

Thought if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, Sir: 
He then might play his Part. 

And juſt een as he meant, Sir, 

To Logger heads they went, Sir, 
And then he let fly at her, 
- 4 Shot wixt Wind and Water, 
That won this fair Maid's Heart, 
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Im. If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee me, are 
pot gone; you ſhall ſee, that we Sailors can dance ſome- 


briogs em, an they be within bearing, 

Enter Seamen. 
0h here they be — And Fiddles along with em; 
come, my Lads, let's have a Round, and II make one. 


ben. We're merry Folks, we Sailors, we han't much 
p care for. Thus we live at Sea; cat Bisket, and drink 
lp; put on a clean Shirt once a Quarter 
ome, and lie with our Landladies once a Year, get rid of 


ow d'ye like us? 
ſe 


ttertainment, 
believe it's late; 


to Bed, For my Part, I mean to toſs a Can, and re- 
ember my Sweet-Heart, a-fore I turn in; may-hap I 
dream of her. hn ASS. 
Mrs, Fore, Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to Bed and 
m too. | | 

ray, Why Faith, I have a good lively Imagination; 
| can dream as much to the Purpoſe as another, if I 
bout it: But dreaming is the poor Retreat of a-lazy, 
peleſs, and imperfect Lover; tis the laſt Glimpſe of 


to wiſhing Girls, and growing Boys, 


| PR IA" 
rere's nought but willing, waking Love, that can 4 


Mate Bleſt the Ripen'd Maid and finiſh d Man. 


CY 
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times, as well as other Folks, ¶Ihiſtles.] I warrant that 


Dance. 


Come 
ltle Mony; and then put off with the next fair Wind. 
Mre, Frail. O'you are the happiet merten Men a- ‚ N 
Mrs, Fore. We're beholden to Mr, Benjamin for this 


Bey, Why, forſooth, an you think ſo, you had beft . 


me to. worn-out Sinners, and the faint dawning of a 
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r 
Valentine's Lodging. 


Scandal and Jeremy. 


Scan. EL. L, is your Maſter ready; does he lock 
ö Y madly, and talk madly? 
Fere. Yes Sir; you need make no great doubt of that 
he that was ſo near turning Poet yeſterday Morning, can! 
be much to ſeek in playing the Madman to Day, 
Sean, Would he have Angelica acquainted wich 
ſon of his Defign? 5 
Fere. No, Sir, not yet; — He has a Mind to try 
whether his playing the Madman, won't make her pl 
the Fool, and fall in Love with bim; or at leaſt owr 
that ſhe has loy'd him all this while, and conceal'd it. 
Scan. I ſaw her take Coach juſt now with her Male 
and think I heard her bid the Coachman drive hither. 
Fere. Like enough, Sir, for 1 told her Maid this Morn 
ing, my Maſter was run ſtark mad only for Love of be 
Miſtreſs; I hear a Coach top; if it ſhopld be ſhe, Sir, 
believe he would not ſee her, till he Bears hovy ſhe take 


_—.. — 
San, Well, I'll try her tis ſhe, here ſhe comes, 


SCENE II. 
Id them] Angelica with Jenny. ; 
Ang. Mr. Standal, I ſappoſe you don't think it 
| Novelty, to ſee a Woman vifit a Man at his own Lod 
ings in a Morning? 
| Scan. Not upon a kind Occafton, Madam. Bat wh 
a Lady comes tyrannically to infult a ruind Lover, 7 
make manifeſt the cruel Triumphs of her Beauty; tt 
Barbarity of it ſomething ſur prizes me. 
Ang. I don't like Raillery tram a ſerious Face — pr: 
tell me what is the Matter? 
Fere. No ſtrange Matter, Madam; my Maſter's ma 
that's all: ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip has thought him lo 
great while, IF 
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Aug. How d'ye mean, mad? 

Jae. Why faith, Madam, he's mad for want of his 
Fits, juſt as he was poor for want of Mony; his Head 
(Cen as light as his Pockets; and any Body that has a 
ind to a bad Bargain, can't do better than to beg him 
bis Eſtate, 185 

4. If 2 ſpeak Truth, your endeavouring at Wit is 
xry unſeaſonable | 
gem. She's concern'd. and loves him. LAV e. 
4%. Mr. Scandal, you can't think me guilty of ſo 
uch Iahumanity, as not to be concern d for a Man I 
t own my ſelf oblig d to pray tell me Truth. 
dan. Faith, Madam, I with telling a Lye would mend 
þ Matter, But this is no new Effect of an yaſuccefsful 
on. 
4%. [ Aſide. ] I know not what te think —— Yet I 
ud be vext to have 8 Trick put upon me—— May-L 
tee him? a 7: 47 
kar, I'ra afraid the Phyſteian is ndt willing you ſhoud 
lim yet —— Feremy, go in and enquire, 


SCENE III. 
Scandal, Angelica, fanny: 
be. Ha! I faw him wink and ſmile — I fanſy tis a 
&—— l' try —— I would diſguiſe to all the World a 
ing. which I muſt own to you I fear my 
u depends upon the Recovery of Valemine. There- 
[conjure you, as you are his Friend, and as you: have 
mp:fon upon one fearful of Affliction, to tell me 
t I am to hope for I cannot ſpeak gut you 
[tell me, tell me, for you know what L:wou'd. sb? 
ks, So, this is pretty plain — Be. nat too much 
Kerned, Madam; I hope his Condition is not deſperate: 
\cknowledgment of Love from you, perhaps, may 
Ita Cure; as the Fear of your Averſion occaßen d his 
| per, ; oh g 
by. [ Afede.] Say you ſoz nay then Pm; convinc d: 
if 1 don't play Trick, tor Trick, may I never taſte 
leaſure of Revenge —— Acknowledgment of Love! 
K you have miſtaken my Compaſſion, and think me 
of a Weakneſs I am a Stranger to. But 1 n 
| muc 


- 


| 
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much Sincerity to deceive you, and too much Charity 
ſuffer him to be deluded with vain Hopes. Good-natur 
and Humanity oblige me to be concern'd for him; but tg 
love is neither in my Power nor Inclination;- and if ht 
can't be cur'd without I fuck the Poiſon from his Wound 
I'm afraid he won't recover his Senſes till I loſe mine. 

Scan. Hey, brave Woman, I faith <— Won't you ſe 
him then, if he defire it? ' 210! 

Ang. What ſignify a Madman's Defires? Beſides, *twou! 
make me uneaſy — If I don't fee him, perhaps my Co 
cern for him may leſſen — If I forget him, tis no me 
than he has done by himſelf; and now the Surprize i 
over, methinks I am not half ſo ſorry as I was= 

Scan, So, faith Good-nature works apace; you 'w 
confeſſing juſt now an Obligation to his Love. 

Ang. But I have conficer'd that Paſſions are unreaſo 
ble and involuntary; if he loves, he can't bp it, and 
I don't love, I can't help it; no more than he can he 
kis being a Man, or I my being a Woman; or no me 
than 1 can help my want of Iaclination to ſtay long 
here Come, Fenn. 


SCENE IV. 


| Scandal, Jeremy. | 
Scan. Humb! — An admirable. Compoſition, Fai 
this fame Womankinßcd. | 
Fere. What, is ſhe gone, Sir? | 
Scan. Gone; why ſhe was never here, nor any w. 5 
elſe; nor I don't know her if I ſee her; nor you neit 
Fire. Good lack! What's the matter now? Are « 
more of us to be mad? Why, Sir, my Maſter longs 
ſee her; and is almoſt mad in good earneſt, with t 
Joyful News of her being here. | 
Scan. We are all under a Miſtake — Ask no Queſtio 
for I can't reſolve you; but Pil inform your Matter. 
the mean time, if our Project ſucceed no better with e. 
Father, than it does with his Miſtreſs, he may deicam 
from his Exaltation of Madneſs into the Road of com 
Senſe, and be content only to be made a Fool with ot 
reaſonable People. I hear Sir Sampſon. You know] 


SCE 


Cue; 11 te your Maſter, ' 
F 


Sit BE Ee. 


Jeremy, Sir Sampſon Legend, with a Lawyer. 
ramp. D'ye ſee, Mr. Buckram, here's the Paper fign'd 
th. his own Hand. 

Buck. Good, Sir. And the Conveyance is ready drawn 
this Box, if he be ready to ſign and ſeal. - 

ir Lamp. Ready, Body o'me, he muſt be ready: Hig 
un- Sickneſs ſhan't excuſe him — O, here's his Scoun- 
ke Sirrab, where's your Maſter ? | 2 
zue. Ah, Sir, he's quite gone. 

ir Sap, Gone! What, he is not dead? 

{re, No, Sir, not dead. 

vir amp. What, is he gone out of Town, run away; 
bas he trick d me? ſpeak, Varlet. 7.5 
fe. No, no, Sir, he's ſafe enough, Sir, an be were 


not here, Sir. , 
i Samp. Hey day, Raſcal, do you banter me? 
mh, d'ye banter me, —— Speak, Sirrah, where is he, 
will find him. 08 

fire, Would you could, Sir; for be has loſt himſelf, 
ted, Sir, 1 have almoſt broke my Heart about him — 
t refrain Tears when I think of him, Sir: I'm as 
archoly for him as a Paſſing- Bell, Sir; or à Horſe in a 
ud 


ir Sap. A Pox confound your Similitudes, Sir = 
ak to be underſtood, and tell me in plain Terms what 


e latter is with him, or I'll crack your Fool's Scull. 
19s Wee. Ab, you've hit it, Sir; that's the Matter with him, 
th 0 


bis Skulls crack*d, poor Gentleman; he's. ſtark mad, 
br Samp. Mad! EW Ae 


lick. What, is he Non Compos ? 
ith frre. Quite Non Com pos, Sir. | 28 | , 
ze. Why then all's obliterated, Sir Sampſon, if he be 
mm comes mentis, his Act and Deed will be of no Ef- 


it is not good in Law, 


Mad, Til make bim fiod bis Senſes, 


x23 ſound, poor Gentleman, He is indeed here, Sir, 


Samp. Oons, I won't believe it; 1:t me ſee him. 


I 
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Ferre. Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir I' knock at t 
Door. | | [Gor co the Sceve, which 
SCENE N 
Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy, and Lawyt 
(Valentine won A Couch diſorderly dreſi d.) 
Sir Samp. How now, what's here to do? 
Val. Ha! Who's that ? [Start 
Scan. For Heav'ns fake ſoftly, Sir, and gently ; cot 
provoke him. | | : 
Val. Anſwer me; Who is that? and that? 
Sir Samp. Gads bobs, does he not know me? ge 
miſchievous? Il fpeak gently —— Fal, Fal, doſt the 
not know me, Boy? Not know thy own Father, Fal! 
am thy own Father, and this is honeſt Brief Backram t| 
Lawyer, | | 
Pal. It may be ſo— 1 did not know you —t| 
World is full — There are People that we do kag 
and People that we do not know ; and yet the Sun ſhin 
upon all alike — There are Fathers that have many Ch 
dren; and there are Children that have many Fathers 
"tis ſtrange! But I am Truth, and come ta give the Wo 
the Lye. | : 
Sir Samp. Body o'me, I know not what to ſay to hi 
Pal. Why does that Lawyer wear black? — Does 
eirry his Conſcience withoutfide? —— Lawyer, what 
thou? DoR thou know me? ; 
" Bucky. © Lord, what muſt I ſay? —— Yes, Sir. 
val. Thou lyeſt, for I am Truth. *Tis hard I cane 
— a Livehhood amongſt you. I have been ſworn out 
inter- Hall the firſt Diy of every Term — Letg 
fſee——— No-mitter how long But, I'll tell you 0 
thing; it's a Queſtion, that would puzzle an Atithn 
tician, if you thould ask him, whether the Bible fn 
more Souls in J/ſiminſter- Abby, or damns more in 
minſter- Hall: For my part, I am Truth, and can't tell; 
have very few Acquaintance. | 
Sir Samp. Body o'me, he galks ſenfibly in his Madng 
Has he no Iatervals? 2 
ere, Very ſhort, Sir. 


Bui 
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Bucks. Sir, I can do you no Service while be's in this 
Condition: Here's your Paper, Sir —— He may do me a 
diſchicf if I Ray — The Conveyance is ready, Sir, If 
k recover his Senſes. ' T 


wan SCENE VIL 


Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 


dr Samp. Hold, hold, don't you go yet. 

gan. You'd better let him go, Sir; and ſend for him if 
dee be Occaſion; for I fancy his Preſence provokes him 
pore. | 


ti 


tink about without goivg together by the Ears — heig 
b! What a Clock 117 My Father here! Your Bleſſipg, 
br? 


bt thou do, Boy? 


kno . Thank you, Sir, pretty wel —— 1 have been a 
fia e out of Order; won't you pleaſe to fit, Sir? 

1 CO Sir Sarmp. Ay, Boy, —— Come, thou ſhalt fit down 
erz me. 8 N 

Weiß . Sir, tis my Duty to wait. 


vir amp. No, no, come, come, ſit thee down, honeſt 
ly: How doſt thou do? let me feel thy Pulſe — Oh, 
petty well now, Val: Body o'me, I was ſorry to fee 
be: indi ſpoſed: But I'm glad thou art better, honeſt Fal. 
Val. I thank vou, Sir. 

a. Miracle! the Monſter grows loving, [ 4/ode. 
ca sr San. Let me feel thy Hand again, Val: It does 
| ſhake l believe thou canſt write, Val: Ha, Boy? 
Let e canſt write thy Name, Val? —— Jeremy, ſtep aud 
on le Mr. Buskram, bid him make halle back with the 


Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal. 


Mee That ever 1 hou'd ſuſpect ſuch a Heathen of any 
* horſe! 525 re 


ful. Is the Lawyer gone? "Tis well, then we may 


vir Lamp. He recovers —— bleſs thee, Val. How 


1th veyance — quick — quick, [ I Iii per to Jeremy. 


BS Sk Ol 
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Sir Samp. Doſt thou know this Paper, Val? I Ku 
thou'rt honeſt, and wilt perform Article. 
[Jews him the Paper, but holds it aut of his Ren if 

Val. Pray let me fee it, Sir. Lou hold it ſo far of i 
that I can't tell whether 1 know ĩt or no. ; 

Sir Samp. See it, Boy? Ay, ay, why thou daſt ſee 
— tis thy own Hand, YVally. Why, let me ſee, I & 
read it as plain as can be: Look you here | Reads,] 7 
Condition of this Obligation —— Look you, as plain as ca 
be, ſo it begins - And then at the Bottom ---- Xs wien 
my Hand, VALENTINE LEGEND, in great Le 
ters. Why, *tis as plain as the Noſe in one's Face: What 
are my Eyes better than thine? I believe I can read it ta 


ther off yet let me ſee. | 
[Stretches his Arm as far ns be « 


6 o let me hold it, Sir? | 
Sir Samp. Let ren ay'ſt thou — Ay, wit 
all my Heart —— WhaFmarer is it who holds it? Wh 
need any body hold it? —— III put it up in my Pock 
Fal. and then no body need hold it [Pwts the paper il bl 
Pocket.) There Val: it's ſafe enough, Boy — But the 
fhalt have it as ſoon as thou haſt ſer thy Hand to anothe 
Paper, little Val. 
SCENE IX. 


{To them] Jeremy with Buckram. 


. Val. What, is my bad Genius here again! Oh no, 
the Lawyer with an itching Palm; and he's come to 
ſcratch'd —— My Nails are not long enought— 
me have a Pair of Red-hot Tongs quickly, quickly, 3 
you-ſhall- ſee me act St. Dunſtan, and lead the Devil © 


the Noſe. 
Buckr, O Lord, let me be gone; I'll not venture 1 


ſelf with a Madman. ; 
en 
Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 
Val. Ha, ha, ha; you need not run ſo faſt, Honel 
will not overtake you ------ Ha, ha, ha, the Rogue fou 
me out to be in Forma Fauperis preſently, 
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'${r Samp."Oons!'' What a Vexation is here! I knew not 
what to do, or fay, nor which way to go. 
Pal. Who's that, that's out of his way ?----T'am Trath; 
n can ſet him right--- Hirkee, Friend; the ſtraight Road 
the worſt way you can go He that follows his 

8 Note always, will very often be led into 2 Stink, Proba- 
un eſt. But what are you for? Religion or Politicks? 
There's a couple of Topicks for you, no mare like one 
tother than Oil and Vineger; and yet thoſe two beaten 
tether by a State-Cook, make Sauce for the whole 
Mon. | | 

vir samp. W hat the Devil had I to-do, ever to beget 
Ws? Why did 1 ever marry? 771 
fal. Be auſe thou wert a Monſter; old Boy? The two 
fereft Mon ſters in the World, are a Man and a Woman 


that's thy Opinion? + Ui 4g 4 
fir Samp. Why; my Option is, Yhat thoſe two Monz 
Js join'd together, make yet a gre#er, that's a Man and 
k Wife, | 

Yal. & ha! Old True penny, ſay'ſt thou ſs: thou haſt 
ech it But it's wonderful ſtrange, Feremy. | 
fero, What is, Sir? 

fal. That gray Hairs ſhou'd cover a green Head --<-...- 

i I make a Fool of my Father. What's here! Eyra 
ur: or a bearded Sibyl? If Propheſy comes Truth mult 

e place. 


SCENE X1, 


i} Sampſon, Scandal, Forefight, Mrs. - Foreſight, 


Fre. What ſays he? What, did he propheſy? Ha; Sir 
w/o, bleſs us! How are we? — 
ir amp, Are we? A Pox o'yonr Prognoſtieation _ 
y, we are Fools as we ule to be----- Qons, that o 
1 not forſee, that the Moon wou'd predominate, and 
Son be mad Where's your Oppoſitions, your 
hes, and your Quadrates What did your Cardan 
your Ptolomy tell you? Your Meſſahalah and your 
Wmotanus, your Harmony .of Chiromancy Wit 
ogy. Ah! pex on't, that I that Know- the Werd, 
D 2 and 
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and Men and Manners, that don't believe a Syllable in f 
Sky and Stars, and Sun and Almanacks, fand traſh, ſhoy 
be directed by a Dreamer, an Omen- hunter, and dt 
Buſineſs in Expectation of a lucky Hour. When, By 
o'me, there never was a lucky Hour after the firſt Oppa 


tunity, | 
8 CE N E XII. 
Scandal, Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, Mrs. Frail, 


Fore. Ah, Sir Sampſon, Heav'n help your Head 
This is none of your lucky Hour; Nemo omnibus h 
fapit What is he gone, and in contempt of Science! 
Stars, and unconvertible Ignorance attend him. 

Scan. You muſt excuſe his Paſſion, Mr. Foreſight; | 
he has been heartily vex'd = His Son is Nen cen 
mentis, and thereby incapable of making any Conyeyay 
in Law); ſo that all his Meaſures are diſappointed. 

Fore. Ha! ſay you ſo? 

Mrs, Frail, What, has my Sea-Lover loſt his Anchor 
Hope then? Aſide to Mrs, Forelig 

Mre. Fore, Oh Siſter, what will you do with him? 

Mrs, Frail. Do with him, ſend him to Sea again int 
next foul Weather —— He's us'd to an inconſtant Eleme 
and won't be furpriz'd to ſee the Tide turn'd. 

Fiore. Wherein was I miſtaken, not to foreſee this? 
Con 

Scan. Madam, you and I can tell him A. , 
that he did not foreſee, and more particularly relating 
his own Fortune. [ Afede to Mrs. Foreſy 

Mrs. Fore. What do you mean? I don't underſtand 

Scan. Huſh, foftly — the Pleaſures of laſt Night, 
Dear, too conſiderable to be forgot fo ſoon. 

Mrs. Fore. Laſt Night! and what wou'd your In 
dence intes from laſt Night? la& Night was like 

; Night betore, 1 chink, 

Scan. S'death, do you make no difference betweel 

- and your Husband ? | | 1 

Mies. Fore. Not much, he's ſuperſtitious; andi 

are mad in my Opinion. 818 N 3 
an., You make. me mad — You arc not ſeriou * $ 
Pray, collect you; lelt. . 200" 
3} ; Mrs. © 
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Mrs. Fore. O yes, now I remember, you were very 
pertigent and Impudent, — and would have come to 
to me. | I 
Scan. Add did not? PER 
Mrs. Fore, Did not! With that Face ean yot ask the 
beſtion? 
Scan, This T have heard of before, but never believ' d. I 
we been told. ſhe had that a&mirable Quality of forget- 
Inz to a Man's Face in the Morning, that ſhe had lain 
th him all Night, and denying that ſhe had done Fa- 
bars with more Impudence, than ſhe cou'd grant em 
Madam, I'm your humble Servant, and honour you. 
You look pretty well, Mr, Foreſight. — How did 
pu reft laſt Night? | 
Pre, Truly Mr. Scaudal, I was fo taken up with broken 
ems and diſtracted Viſions, that T remember little. 
an. Twas a very forgetting Night, -— But would 
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nacher not telk with Valentine, perhaps you may underſtand 
orci” I'm pt to believe, there is ſomething myſterious in 
Piſcoutſes, and ſometimes rather think him inſpir d 


nim? 
zin in! 


Eleme 


n mad. 
tre, You ſpeak with ſingular good judgment, Mr 


nal, truly, — I am inclining fo your Tarkiſh Opinion 


this? bis latter, and do reverence a Man whorh the vulgar 

T Cor ns mad. Let us go to kim, : | 

thing! Mrs. Frail. Siſter, do you ſtzy with them; I'll find out 

lat Lover, and give him his Diſcharge, and come to you. 

Fore”! Conſcience here he comes. g 

ſtand | 

ra SCENE XIII. 

1 Mes. Frail, Ben. Ys Sr 

„ e All mad, I think —— Flem, T'telieve all the Co- 
tres of the Sea are come aſhore, for my part. | 

FE Ars. Frail, Mr. Benjamin in Choler ! 


bes, No, I'm pleas'd well enough, now T have found 
1 — Meſs, I have had ſuch a Hurricane upon your 
>. + Wont yonder, 4 
ſeriou Mrs, Frail, My Account, pray what's the Matter? 

Jan. Why, Father came and found me ſquabling with 
Mrs chitty-tac'd thing, as he would have me marry. 
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ſo he ask'd what was the. Matter. He ask'd'in a fat 
ſort of a way —— (It ſeems Brother Val. is gone ma 
and ſo that put'n into a Paſſion; but what did I knoy 
that, what's that to me?) ——- So he ask'd in a ſurly for 
of manner, —= and Gad I anſwer'd en as ſuzlily, Why 
tho f he be my Father, I an't bound Prentice to en 
ſo faith I told'n in plain Terms, if I were minded t 
marry, I'd marry to pleaſe my fſeif, not him: And { 
the young Woman that he provided for me, I thoughtii 
more fitting for her to learn her Sampler, and make Din 
Pies, than to look after a Husband; for my part I n 
none of her Man.—— I had anocher Voyage to make, | 
him take it as he will. | 
Mrs, Frail, So then, you intend to go to Sea again; 
Ben. Nay, nay, my Mind run upon you, — but 
wou'd not tell him ſo much — — So he ſaid he'd mik 
my Heart ake; and if ſo be that he cou'd get a Woman t 
his Mind, he'd marry himſelf, Gad, ſays I, an you ph 
the Fool and marry at theſe Years, there's more Dange 
of your Head's aking than my Heart. — He was wound 
angry when I gav'n that wipe. — He had'nt a Wordt 
{:y, and ſo I left'n, and the green Girl together; ag 
hap. the Bee may bite, and he'll marry her himſelf, wi 
all my Heart, 

Mrs. Frail. And were you this undutiful and grace 
Wretch to. your Father? 7 

Ben. Then why was he graceleſs firt, — If I am ui 
cutiful and graceleſs, why did he beget me ſo? Ie 
not get my ſelf, 

Mrs, Frail, © Impiety! How have I been miſtake 
What an inhuman mercileſs Creature have I ſet my He 
upon? OI am happy to have diſcover'd the Shelves ai 
Quickſands that lurk beneath that faithleſs ſmiling Face, 

Ben. Hey tofs!- What's the Matter now? Why! 
ben't angry, be you? | 

Mrs. Frail, O ſee me no more, — for thou w 
born amongſt Rocks, ſucki'd by Whales, cradled ii b 
Tempeſt, and whiſtled to by Winds; and thou art co tb, 
forth, with Fins and Scales, and three Rows of Tecthih 4 
moſt outragious Fiſh of Prey. | t 
. 1 
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dn. O Lord, O Lord, ſhe's mad, pooriyoung Woman, 
ove has turn'd ber Senſes, her Brain is quite overſet. 
eh. day, how ſhall 1 do to ſet her to rights. 

Mrs. Frail, No, no, I am not mad, Monſter, I am 
e enough to find you out. Hadſt thou the Impu- 
ce to aſpire at being a Husband with that ſtubborn and 
bedient Temper ? You that know: not how to 
wmit to a Father, preſume to have a ſufficient Stock of 


git iy to undergo a Wife? I ſhould have been finely fobb'd 
Din reed, very finely fobb'd. | 
I. Harkee Forſoo h; if fo be that you are in your 
ce, Met Senſes, d'ye fee; for ought as | perceive I'm like to 


finely fobb'd, —if I have got Anger here upon your 
count, and you are tack'd about already. —— What d'ye 
em, sf:er all your fair Speeches, and ſtroaking my 
ks, and kiſſing and hugging, what wou'd you ſheer 


in? 
but 
mik 


nan %? Wou'd you, and leave me aground? 

ou pa urs. Frail. No, I'll leave you a-drift, and go which 
Dang you will. | 
vous Bev, What, are you falſe-hearted: then? 


Mrs. Frail, Only the Wind's chang'd. 

In. More ſhame for you, — the Wind's chang'd? 
n ill Wind blows no Body good, — may-hap I have 
pod riddance on you, if theſe be your Tricks — what 
| you mean all this while, to make a Fool of me? 

Mrs. Frail. Any Fool, but a Husband, 

Ben, Husband! Gad I wou'd not be your Husband, if 
| wou'd have me; now I know your Mind, tho't your 
your Weight in Gold and Jewels, and tho'f I loy'd 


V ord t 
3 Wy 
f. wi 


pracek 


am u 
1 


miſtakq never ſo well. 

ny Here. Frail. Why, can'ſt thou love, Porpuſſe? 

elves g No matter what I can do; don't call Names. 
g Fac*n't love you ſo well as to bear that, whatever I did; 


Why ) 
hou w 


'm glad you ſhew your ſelf, Miſtreſs; =— Lec 
marry y-u, as don't know you: Gad I know 
oo well, by ſad Experience; | believe he that mar- 
died you will go to Sea in a Hen-peck'd Frigat ] be- 
art OS that, young Woman — and may-hap may come 
Tee Anchor at Cuckolds-Point; fo there's a Daſh for yo. 
it as you will, may-hap you may holla af:er ma 

11 won't come too. | 
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Mrs. Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no. doubt on't A n. 
Love 1s gone to Sea — ng 


FICLE. 11 WI Fi > 
S C EN N. l wen 
+ Mrs, Frail,” Mrs. Torefight. 
Mrs. Frail, © Siſter, had you come a Minute ſooner, 
ycu would have ſeen the Reſolution of a Lover. 
Honeſt Tarr and I are parted; — and with the ſame In- 
difference that we meet; O' my Life I am. half vex'd 
at the inſenſibility of a Brute that I deſpis cc. 

Mrs. Fore.. What then, he bore it moſt heroically? 

Mrs. Frail, Moſt Tyrannically, —— for you fee he has 
got the ſtart of me; and I the poor for faken Maid am let: 
complaining on the Shore. But III tell you a Hint that 
he bas given me; Sir Janſon is enraged, and. talks. de- 
ſperately of committing Matrimony bimſelf. — If he has 
a Mind to throw himſelf away, be can't do it mare ef- 
fectually than upon me, if we could bring it about. 

Mrs. Fere. Oh hang him old Fox, he's too cunning, 
befides he hates both you and me. Burt I have a Pro- 
je& in my Hrcad for you, and I have gone a good way 
towards it, I have almoſt made a Bargain wh Terem. 
Valentines Man, to fell his Maſter to us. 4 
Mrs. Frail, Sell him, how? 4h 

Mrs, Fere. Valentine rayes upon Angelica, and took me 
for her, and Feremy ſays will take any body for her that 

be impoſes on him. — Now I have promiſed him Moun-- 
tains; if in one of his mad fits he will bring you to him 
in her ſtead, and get you marry'd together, and put to 
Bed together; and after Conſummation, Girl, there's no 
re rok ing. And if he ſhould recover his Senſes, he'll be 
glad at leaſt to make you a good Settlement — Here the) 
come, ſtand aſide a little, and tell me how you like the 
Deſign. | F'} | N * 


SCE NE XV. 


ys, Fore ſigbt, Mrs. Frail, Valentine, Scandal, Foreſight, 
a2 Jeremy, G 


.-$can. And have you given your Maſter a hint of their 
Plot upon him ? [To Jere. 


Jere. 
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Jere. Les, Sir; he fiys he farour it, and miſtake her 
for Angelica. Wan aan RY 
Scan. It may make us fport. 
Fore, Mercy on us? WS” 
Val. Huſht Interrupt me not —— I'll whiſper Pre- 
d ction to thee, and thou ſh It Propheſy;- — I am Truth, 
and can teach thy Tongue a inew Trick, ——T haye told 
thee what's paſt, — Now lil tell what's to come; ——- 
Doſt thou know whar will happen to Morrow? 
Anfwer me not for I wi'l tell thee. To Morrow, 
Knaves will thrive thro? Craft, and Fools thro* Fortune; 
and Honeſty will go as it did, Froſt nipt in a Summer 
Suit. Ask me Queſtions concerning to Morrow? 
Scan. Ask, bim; Mr. Forer. 
"Pere. Pray what wiil be done t Cort 
Val. Scandal will tell you; I am Truth, I never 
come there. n * 4 
Fore, In the City? nne 
Val. Oh, Prayers wilt be fad in empty Churches, at the 
vſnal Hours. Yer you will fee fuch zealous Faces behind 
Counters, as if Religion were to be fold in every Shop. 
Oh things will po merhodically in the City, the Clocks 
will ftrike twelve at Noon, and the horn'd Herd Buz in 
the Exchange at Two. Wives and Husbands will drive 
diſtinct Trades, and Care and Pieaſure ſeparately occupy 
the Family, Coffee-Houſes will be full of Smoke and 
Stratagem. And the cropt Prentice, that fweeps bis Ma- 
ſter's Shop in the Morning, may ten to one dirty his 
Sheets before Night. But there are two things that you 
will fee very ſtrange; which are wanton Wives, with 
their" Legs at Liberty, and tame Cackolds, with" Chains 
about their Necks. But hold, I muſt eximine you before 
go further; you look ſuſpiciouſly. Are yon a Hausband r 
Forte lam marricd. We , RUBS, REO 
Val. Poor Creature! Is your Wife of Covent-Gaiden® 
Pariſh! | | 
Pere. No; St. Martin's in the Fields. ; 
Val. Alas; poor Man; bis Eyes are ſunk, and bis 
Hands ſhrivelbd: his Legs dwineFd; and bis Back bow's, 
pray, pray, for a Metamorpbotis - Change thy. Shape, 
— D Hic dogu an 
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and ſhake off Age; get the Medea's Kettle, and be -boild 
anew; come forth with lab'ring Callous Hands, a Ohine 
of Steel, and Atla Shoulders. Let Taliacatius trim the 
Calves of twenty Chairmen, and make thee Pedeſtals to 
ſtand erect upon, and look Matrimony in the Face. Ha, 
ha, ha! That a Man ſhou'd have a Stomach to a Weddi 
Supper, when the Pidgeons ought rather to be laid to his 
Feet, ha, ba, ha. 

Fore. His Frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. I believe it is a Spring Tide. 


Fore. Very likely truly; you underſtand theſe Matters 


"==-<« Mr. Scandal, l ſhall be very glad to confer with you 
about theſe things which he bas utter'd.------ His Sayings 
are very Myfterious and Hieroglypbical. - 
vn Oh, wby would be abſent from my byes 

o long ? 
Fere. She's here, Sir. 
Mrs, Fore. Now, Siſter. 
Mrs. Frail. O Lord, what maſt ay? | 
Scan. Humour him, Madam, by all means. 

Val. Where is ſhe? Oh I fee her ſhe comes, Ike 
Riches, Health {and Liberty at once, to a Wh _ 
"gs 7 and abandon'd Wretch, P $"<); 
ON welcome, welcome. os 
(Mrs. Frail, How d'ye you, Sir 2 Can I ſerve —_— a 
Val. Harkee; I bave à Secret to tell you Endy- 
mion and the Moon ſhall meet us upon Mount Lats, 
and we'll be married in the dead of Night . But ſay not 
-a Word. Hymen ſhall put his Torch into a dark Lanthorn, 
that it may be ſecret; and Juno ſhall give her Peacock 
Poppy-Water, that he may fold his ogling Tail, and Argus 
Aw, Eyes be * ba? No body ſhall know, but 

eremy 

Mrs. Frail, No, no, we'll keep it . it Saal be 

d preſently. . 
al. The ſooner the better ---- Feremy, come hither -—-- 
_ Cloſer that none may over- hear us; Feremy, I can 
tell you News; Angelica is turn d Nun; and I am turn- 
iag Friar, and yet we'll marry one another in ſpite of the 
Here Get me a Coul and Beads, that I may play my 
part, 
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part,. For ſhe'll: meet me two Hours hence in black 
and white, and a long Veil to cover the Project, and we 
won't: fee one anothers Faces, till we have done ſome- 
r aſham'd of; and then we'll - bluſh once 
OF: A1L,% E573 i In * 1 i 97 > 


oh bel d Rae R. . 
In them] Tatttle and Angelica. 


Fere. I'll take care, andqxͥ 
Val Whiſper. | 25 A 
Ast. Nay, Mr. Turtle, if you make Love to me, yo 
ſpoil my Deſign, for I intend to make you my Confident. 
Tatt. But, Madam, to throw away your Perſon, ſuch a , 
Perſoo? and ſuch a Fortune on a Madman! !!! 
Ang. I never loy'd him till he was mad; but don't 
tell any Body ſo. 97 
Scan, How's this! Turtle making Love to Angelica! 
Tait. Tell, Madam! alas you don't know me 1 
have much ado to tell your Ladyſhip, how long I have 
been in Love with you but encourag'd by the Impoſſi- 
bility of Valentines making any more Addreſſes to you, I 
have. ventur'd to declare the very inmoſt Paſſion of my 
Heart. Ob, Madam, look upon us both. There you fee 
the Ruins of a poor decay d Creature Here a com- 
leat and lively Figure, with Youth and Health, and-all 
bis five Senſes in perfect ion, Madam, and to all this, the 
moſt paſſionate Lover 
Ang. O iy for ſhame, hold your Tongue, A paſſi mate 
Lover, and five Senſes in perfection! when you are as 
mad as Valentino, I'll believe ybu love me, and the mad- 
deft ſhall take me. | Dane, 
Val. It is enough. Ha! Who's here? %s 
| Frail. O Lord, her coming will ſpoil all. ¶ To Jeremy. 
Fere. No, no, Madam, he won't kuow ber; if be 
ſhou'd, I can perſuade him. . 
Val. Scandal, who are theſe? Foreigners? If they ace, 
Pl} tell you what I think ——— get away all the Com- 
Pany but. Angelica, that I may di ſcoyer my Deſign roger, 
(IM TY {$88 : 178 nder. 
* San. 
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Scan, I iI Fhave diſcover'd ſomething fof Tile, 
that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail, He courts Angelira z; it 
we cou'd contrive to cou ple em n * 
ö 1 ; 4 4 | 31 [4% ry 714 ere M : er. 
: 4 Fore, He won't know you, Couſin, he —— 
(Cy. | 132 Re * \s \ 
e. But he knows more than any body, — Oh Nieee, 
b. knows things paſt and to come, and all the profound 
Secrets of Time. * | 0 
Tatt, Look you, Mr; Foreſight, it is not my way to 
make many Words of Matters, and ſo I ſhan'e ſay much, 
«— But in ſhorr, d'ye ſee; I will hold you a hundred 
Pound now, that I know more Secrets than he. 
Fore, How! I cannot read that Knowledge in your 
Face, Mr. Tattle — Pray, what do you know? 
- Tatt, Why, d'ye think 1'l] tell you, Sir! Read it in my 
Face? No, Sir, tis written in my Heart; and ſafer there, 
Sir, than Letters writ in Juice of Limon, for no Fire can 
fetch it out. I am no Blab, Sir. | | 
Pal. Acquaint Feremy with it, he may eaſily bring it 
about. — They are welcome, and ['l] tell em fo my ſelf, 
[To Scandal.) What, do you look ſtrange upon me: 
Then I muſt be plain, ¶ Coming up to them] I am Truth, 
and hate an old Acquaintance with a new Face, 
[Scandal goes aſide with Jeremy. 
Tatt. Do you know me, Valentine: 
Val. You? Who are you? No, I hope not. 
Tait. I am Fack Tatile, your Friend. : 
Val. My Friend, what to do? I am no married. Man, 
and thou canſt not lie with my Wife: I am very poor, 
and thou canſt not borrew Mony of me: Then what 
Employment have I for a Friend? | 
Tatt. Hah! A good open Speaker, and not to be truſted 
with s Secret. a on 
Arg Do you know me, Valentine? | 
Val. Oh very well, | ITY; 
Ang. Who am I? 07, 2 
Val. You're a Woman, — One to whom Heav'n gave 
Beauty, woben it graſted Roſes on a Briar, You are the 
Re fieRion of Heay'n in a Pond, and he that leaps at you- 
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is ſank; Von are all White a Sheet of lovely ſpotleſs 
Paper, vyben You fiſt are born; but your are to be ſcrawl'd” 
and blotted by every Gooſe's Quill, * I know you; for 1 
orden Woman, and lov'd her fo long, that I found out a 
*\range thing: I found out what a Woman was good for, 

Tatt, Ay, prithee, what's that? 
Fal. Why, to keep a Secret. | 


Tutt. O Lord! '® | 
Val. O exceeding good to keep a Secret: For tho the 
ihould tell, yet ſhe is not to be beliey'd. * 


Tat. Hab! good agsin, fai tg 
— would have Mnfick Sing me the Song that 
like | | | 


& 4 
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Tell the, Charmion, could 1 Time tevrieve, 
And could again begin to Love and Live, 

To you I ſhould my earlieſt Off ring give; 
1 know, my Eyes would lead my Heart to you, 


And I ſhould all my Vows and Oaths renew, 
But to be plain, I never would be true. 


CA | ES aL 
For by our weak and weary Truth, I find, youu 


Love hates to center in a Point 'affigh'd; 
But runs with Foy the 3 the Mind. 


% 


— 


Then never let us chain what ſhow's be free, 
Dt for Relief of either Sex agree: 
Since Nomen love to change, and ſa do . 
No more, for I am melancholy. [Walks ynuſiog., .,, 
Fere, Ill do'r, Sir. Ie Scandal 
Sean, Mr. Fare/ight, we had beſt leave him. ie map. 
grow outragious, and do Miſchief, ene gd . 


Fore. I will be directed by yOu, oM 21001 u 

Fere.:[To.Mys. Frail.] You'll meet, Madama TI. 

ake care every thing ſhall be rezdy, fr FLY) 7 18 9 4 ++ 
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Mrs. Frail. Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt, in ſhort; 1: 
will deny thee nothing. e Nine 
Tatt. Madam, ſhall I wait upon you? [ Angelica. 
Ang. No, Ell ſtay with him — Ms. Scandal will protect 
me. Aunt, Mr. Tarle deſites you would give him degve 
to ait on ou. (n bi 2] ab 
Tatt. Pox on't, there's no coming off; now ſne has 
faid that — Madam, willig ou do me the Honour? 
Mrs. Fore. Mr. Taitle flight have us'd leſs Ceremony, 


SG Nen. 01-97 


8 Angelic, Valentine, Scandal. 


Sean. Jeremy, follow Tattle, | ä 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, I only ſtay til*'my Maid comes, and 
becauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Tattle. In 
Scan. Madam, I am very glad that I over-heard a bet- 
ter Reaſon, which you gave to Mr. Tattle; for bis Im- 
pertinence forc'd you to acknowledge a Kindneſs for 
Valentine, which' you deny'd to all his Sufferings and my 
Sollicitations, So Pl leave him to make uſe of the Dit. 
covery; and your Ladyſhip to the free Confeſſion .of your 
Inclinations.. - | #1) 90> 2 
Ang. Oh Heay'ns! You won't leave me alone with + 
Madman ? GAN 3 Den * 
Scan. No, Madam; I only leave a Madman to 
Remedy. poi . 


S C E N E XVI. 
Angelica, Valentine. 


Val. Madam, you need not be very much afraid, for 1 
Fancy I begin to come to my ſelf. | 
Ang. Ay, but if I don't fit yeu. Ill be hang' d. [ Aſide. 
Val. You ſee what Diſguiſes Love makes us put on; 
Gods have; been in counterfeited Shapes for the ſame 
Reaſon; and the divine Part of me, my Mind, has worn 
this Maſque of Madneſs, and this motly Livery, only as 
the Slave of Love, and menial Creature of your Beauty. 
Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks poor Valemine. 
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Val. Nay Faith, now let us underſtand one another; 
Hypocriſy apart The Comedy draws toward an 
eud, and. let. us think of leaving acting, and be our ſelyes; 
and fince you have loy'd me, you muſt own, I have at 
ength deſerv d you ſhou'd conſeſs it. | | 

Ang. [Sighs.] I would I had lov'd you — for Heav'n 
cnows I pity you; and could I. have forſeen the bad 
Effects, I wou'd have ſtriven; but that's too late. ['Sjghs, 

Fal. What ſad Effects ? What's too late: my ſeem- 
ing Madneſs has deceiv'd my Father, and procur'd me 
:1me to think of Means to reconcile me to him; and: 
ↄreſerve the right of my Inheritance to his Eſtate; which 
atherwiſe by Articles, I muſt this Morning have reſign'd: 
And this I had inform'd you of to Day, but you were 
gone, before I knew, you had been here, 

Ang. How ! I chought your Love of me had caus'd this 
Tran{port.in.your. Soul; which it ſeems, you only coun- 
erfeited; for by. mercenary Ends, and ſordid Intereſt; — 
Pal. Nay, now you do me Wrong; for if any_Intereſt , 
was conſider'd it was yours; ſince I thought I Wanted 
more than Love, to make me worthy of you, 1 
.,Ang.. Then [you thought me mercenary — But how 
im I deluded by this interval of Senſe, to reaſon with a. 
Mad man ? 


Val. Ob, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer. 
SCENE XIX. 


[To them] Jeremy. 
Ang. Oh here's a reaſonable Creature — ſure he will 
not have the Impudence to perſevere — Come Jeremy, 
acknowledge your Trick, and confeſs your Maſter's Mad- 
neſs counterfeit. NM 
Fere. Counterfeit, Madam ! VI] maintain him to be as 
abſolutely and . ſubſtantially mad, as any Freebolder in 
Bethlehem; Nay, he's as mad as any Projector, Fanatick, 
Chymift, Lover, or Poet in Europe. * 
Ful. Sirrah, you lye; I am not mad. 
ö Ang. Ha, ha, ha, you fee he denies it. * 
Fere. O Lord, Madam, did you ever know any Mad- 
mau mad enough to own it? ö 
+ ; | 


Fal. 
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- Val, Sot, can't you appreben d? 
Ang. Why he talk d very ſenſibly juſt now.. 


begins to look wild again now, 


Ang. Ha, ha, ha, is he mad, or no, Jeremy! 

Fere. Partly I think —— for he does not know his 
own Mind two Hours — I'm ſure I left him juſt now, 
in the Humour to be mad: And I think I have not found 
him very quiet at this preſent. Who's there? 


Val. Go ſee, you Sot, Pm very glad that I can move 
your Mirth, tho* not your Compaſſion. | 

Ang. I did not think you had Apprehenſion enough to 
be exceptious: But Madmen ſhew themſelves moſt,” by 
over-pretending to a ſound Underſtanding; as drunken 
Men do by over- acting Sobriety ; I was half inclining to 
believe you, till I accidentally touch'd upon your tender 
Part: But now you have reſtor'd me to my former 
inion and Compaſſion, n 
Fere. Sir, your Father has ſent to know if you are any 
better yet —— Will you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or how? 

pal, Stupidity! You know the Penalty of all I'm worth 
mult pay for the Confeſſion of my Senſes; I'm mad, and 
will be mad to every Body but this Lady). | 

Fere. $0 — Juſt the very backſide of Truth, — But 
lying is a Figure in Speech, that interlards the greateſt 
part of my Converſatioa —— Madam, your Ladyfhip's 
Woman, | 


SCENE. XX. 
Valentine, Angelica, Jenny. 


Ang. Well, have you been there? — Come hither, 
Jenny. Yes, Madam, Sir Sampſon will wait upon you 
preſently. | [ Afrde to Angelica. 
Val. You are not leaving me in this Uncertaiaty? 

Ang. Wou'd any thing, but a Madman complain of Uncer- 
tainty? Uncertainty and Expectation are the Joys of Life. 
: Security 


Fere, Yes, Madam; he has Intervals: But you ſee he 


Val. Why you thick-skulPd Raſca), I tell you the Farce 
is done, and I will be mad no longer. [Bea him. 


[one knocks, 


kh ONE Love. 89 
Security is an inſipid thing, and the overtaking and poſſeſ- 
ſing of a Wiſh, diſcovers the Felly of the Chaſe; Nexer let 
us know. one another better: ſor the Pleaſure of a Maſ- 
querade is done, When we came to ſnew gun Faces; but 
IA tell you too things before I leave you; I am not the 
Fool you take me for; And ou are ng and N 
know it. 
10 Wi 


SCENE XXI. 
Valentine, Jeremy. 


Val. From a Riddle you can expect nothi + but. + 


Riddle. There's my Inſtruction, and the Mor ot my 
Leſſon, 


Fere. What, is the Lady gone ain, Sir? I hope you 


under ſtood one another betore ſhe! went 


Val, Underſtood! She is harder to 3 das 2 


Piece of Ægyptian Antiquity, or an Iriſh Manuſeript; you 
may pore till you ſpoil jout Eyes, aud nat improve your 
Knowledge. 

Fere. i have heard em ſay, sir, Khey read hard Hebrew: 
Books backwards ; maprbe aſk 2 read at the 
vrrong end. 

val. They: ay lo of 2 Witches Prayer, — Dreams — 
Daten Almanacks are to be under ſtood by contraries. But 
there's Regularity and Method in that; ſhe is 2 Medal 
without a Reverſe or Inſcription, for Indiffcrence has 


both des alike, Vet while ſhe dees not ſeem to hate 


me, I will put ſue her, and know ber if it be poſſible, ia 


ſpite of the Opinion of my Satirical Friend, Scandal, 


who lays, 


That Women ars like Tricks by PT of Hand, 
Which, to n we ſhould not unde 
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ACT V SCENE. Fs 


A Room in Foreſight ale WT ate ooh i 
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Angelica, and Jenny, © 12080 : 


Ang. We is Sir Sampſon? Did you not 10 
- me, he would = before me +1 
Jenny. He's at the great Glaſs in the Dining: -Reom, 

Madam, ſetting his Cravat and Wig. 

Ang. How! I'm glad on't —— If he has a mind l 
ſhould like him, it's a ſigu he likes me; and that 01 more 
than half my Deſign. e 

Fenny. I hear him, Madam. Nes 


Ang. Leave me, and d'ye hear, it Valentine hows come, | 


or ſend, I am not to be ſpoken with. 


SC E N E II. 


5 Angelica, Sir Sampſon. | ns 
Sir Samp. I have not been bonour'd with the Com- 
mands of a fair Lady, a great while — odd, Madam, you 
have reviv'd me Not fince | was five and thirty. 


Arg. Why, you have no great Reaſon to complain, 


Sir San pſon, that is not long 
Sir Samp. Zooks, but it is, Madam, a very t while; 
to a Man that admires a fine Woman, as muct hats do. 
Ang. You're an abſolute Courtier, Sir Sampſon. q 
Sir Samp. Not at all, Madam: Ods-bud you wrong: 


me; I am not ſo old neither, to be a bare Courtier, only 


2 Man of Words: Odd, I have warm Blood about me yet, 
and can ferve a Lady any way —— Come, come let me 
tell you, you Women think a Man old too ſoon, faith and 


troth you do —— Come, don't deſpile fifty; odd fifty, in 


a hale Conſtitution, is no ſuch contemptible Age. 

Ang, Fifty a contemptible Age! Not at all, 4 very 
faſhionable Age I think I aſſure you, I know very 
conſiderable Beaus, that ſera good Face upon fiſty. 
fifty! 1 have ſeen fifty in a fide Box by Candle-Liphr, 


out- blõſſom ſiye and twenty. 0900 £9 


asd ; Sir 
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Sir Samp. Outſides. Outſides; a pize take em, meer 
Outſides : Hang your Side- Box Besus; no, I'm none of 
:1oſe, none of your forc'd Trees, that pretend to bloſſom 
in the Fall; and Bud when; they. ſhould bring forth Fruit: 
{ am of a long-liv'd Race, and inherit Vigour, none of 
my Anceſtors marry'd till fifty; yet they begot Sons and 
Daughters, till fourſcore: I ara of your Patriarchs, I, a. 
Branch of one of your Aatediluvian Families, Fellows, 
hat the Fleod could not waſh'away. Well, Madam, 
what are yeur Commands? Has any young Rogue at- 
'ronted you, and ſhall I cut his Throat? or 

Ang. No, Sir Sampſon, I bave no Quarrel upon my 
Hands I have more Occaſion for your Conduct than 
your Courage at this time, To tell you the Truth, I'm 
weary of living ſingle, and want a Husbanßcg. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, and tis pity you ſhould —— Odd, 
wou'd ſhe wou'd like me, then I ſhou'd hamper. my young 
Rogues: Odd, wou'd ſhe wou'd : faith and troth ſhe's 
deviliſh handſom. [Aſide.] Madam, you deſerve a good 
Husband, and *twere pity you ſhou'd be thrown away 
upon any of theſe young idle Rogues about the Town, 
Odd, there's ne er a young Fellow worth hanging. 
that is a very young Fellow — Pize on em, they never 
ink beforehand of any thing; — And if they commit 
Matrimony, *cis as they commit Murder; out of a Frolick: 
ind are ready to hang themſelves, or to be hang'd by the 
aw, the next Morning: — Odſo, have a care, Madam. 

Ang. Therefore I ask your Advice, Sir Sampſon: I have 
ortune enough to make any Man eaſy that I can like; If 
here were ſuch a thing as a young agreeable Man with a 
enſonable Stock of Good-nature and Senſe —— For I 
ould neither have an abſolute. Wit, nor a Fool. 

Sir Samp. Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam; to 
ind a young Fellow that is neither a Wit in his own Eye, 
ora Fool in the Eye of the World, is a very hard Task. 
but, faith and troth you ſpeak very diſcreetly; for I hate 
eth a Wit and a Fool. | 

Ang. She that marries a Fool, Sir Sampſon," forfeits the 
\epyration..of ber Honeſty or Underſtanding: And the - 
Mat marties a very witty Man is a Slave tb the Severity 
id infolent Conduct ot ber Hysbaizd. 1 ſhould like 4 

75 ; Man. 


$2 Love fo Lovs: 
Man of Wit for à Lover, becauſe 1 'wonkd' have ſuch a 
one in my Power; but I would no more be his Wife, 
than bis Enemy. For his Malice is not a more terrible 
Conſequence of his Aver ion, than his Jealouſy is of bis 
Love. en ae „eint 
Sir Sam. None of old Foreſtybt's Sibyls ever utter 
fuch a Trath, Odsbud, you have won my Heart: I hare 
2 Wit; I bad a Son that was ſpoild among em; 2 good 


huopeful Lad, Till he learn's to be a Wit And might 


have riſen in the State But, a pox on't, his Wit run 
him out of his Mony, and now his Poverty has run him 
out of his Wits. 2 | Fwy.” 
Ang. Sir Sampſon, as your Friend, I muſt tell you, you 
are very much abus d in that matter; he's no more mad 
than n fο,] e 9 oh © 68 6g 

Sir Samp. How, Madam! Wou'd I cou'd prove it, 
Ang. I cen tell you how that may be done But it is 
a thing that wou'd make me appear to be too much con- 
cer d in your Affairs. 8 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, I believe ſhe hikes me Aſide ] 
Ah, Madam, all my Affairs are fcarcewvorthy to be laid at 
your Feet; and I wiſh, Madam, they were in à better 
Poſture, that I might make a more becoming Offer tou 
Lady of your incomparable Beauty and Merit. — If ! 
had Pers in one Hand, and Mexics in tother, and the 
Eaſtern Empire under my Feet; it would make me only 
a more glorious Victim to be offer d at the Shrine of yout 


v. 

Ang. Bleſs me, Sir Sampſon, what's the Matter? 
Sit Samp. Odd, Madam, I love—— And if you would 
take my Adviee in a Husband·—— r 

Ang, Hold, hold, Sir Sampfen. 1 ask'd your Advice for 
a Husband, and you are giving me your Conſent— I was 
indeed think iug to propoſe ſomething like it in Jeft, to 
ſatisty you about Valentine: For if a Match were feeming- 
I carried on; between you and me, it would oblige him 
to throw off his Diſguiſe of Madneſs, in Apprebenſion of 
loſing me: For you know he has long pretended a Paſſi- 
on for me, EDT 
Sir Samp;' Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious Conttivatice-- 
It we were to go through with it. But why _ my 
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Matah only be ſcemingly carry d on? — Odd, let it be 
1 real Contract. \ - 146708 v1 a 

Ang. O ty, Sir Sampſon, what: would the World ſay? 

Sir Samp. Say, they would ſay, you were a wiſe Wo- 
man, and I a happy Man. Odd, Madam, I il love you 
is long as I live, and leave you a good Jointure when I 
. OE BRA r 

Ang. Ay; but that is not in your. Power, Sir $ 
for when Valentine confeſſes himſelt in his Senſes, he muſt 
make over his Inheritance to his younger Brother. 

Sir Samp. Odd, you're a cunning, a wary Baggage! 
Faith and Troth I like you the betrer—But, 1 warrant 
you, I have a Proviſo in the Obligation in favour of my 
{elf — Body o'me, I have a Trick to turn the Settle- 
ment upon the Iſſue Male of our two Bodies begotten, 
Ods- bud let us find Children, and I'll find an Eſtate ! 

Ang. Will you? Well, do you find the Eſtate, and leave 
the other to me 1 

Sir Samp. O Rogue ! But I'll truſt you, And will you 
conſent? Is it a Match then? | 
Ang. Let me conſult my Lawyer concerning this Ob- 
ligation; and if I find what you propoſe praticable; Vil 
give you my Anſwer, 8 

Sir Samp. With all my Heart; —— Come in with me, 
and 1 U lend you the Bond You ſhall. conſult your Law- 
yer, and ['Il conſult a Parſon; Odaooks lm a young Man: 
Odzooks I'm a young Man, and I'll make it appear 
Odd, you're deviliſh handſom : Faith and Troth, youre 
very handſom, and I'm, very young, and very luſty 
Ogsbud, Huſſy, you know how to chooſe, and ſo. do l; 
Odd, I think we are very well met;——Give me your 
Hand, odd, let me kiſs it; dis as warm and as Yalt=—as. 
what? ——— Odd, as other Hand - give me t'uther 
Hand, and l' mumble em, and kiſs em till they melt 


in my Mouth. E. tes $4 er o Yael 

Ang. Hold, Sir Sampſon —— You're profuſe of your 
Vigour before your. time: You'll ſpead your Eſtate before 
ou come to it. 1 


Sir Samp, No, no, only give you a Ren:-Roll of my 
boſleſſions— Ah! Baggape—-I warrant.you torditdeSamp- 
on: Od Samgſovs a very gooi Name tor an able Fellow : 

a(t | Your 
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Tour ner, were ſtrong Dogs from dhe . 
ing. $7 den 
Ang. Have à care, and donꝰt over act your Dt If 
you remember, Sampſon, the ſtrongeſt of the Name, pall'd 


4 rif11t 244 Tattle, Jeremy. 4 x 71 ut tn 7 
- Tatt: Is not that ſhe, Hors out juſt now? 
Fere, Ay, Sir, ſhe's juſt going to the Place of Appofnt- 

ment. Ah Sir, if you are not very faithful and Ws in 

this Buſineſs, youll certainly be the Death of a Peron 
that has a moſt extraordinary Paſſion for your 'Honoth's 

Ser vice, 97 

"Tart. Ay, who's that? | ; 
Fere, Even my unworthy ſelf, Sie n I ting hid nar 

an Appetite to be fed with your Commands 2 great f. 

while; And now, Sir, my former Maſter having T 

much troubled the Fountzin of his Underſtanding;' it is a' Win g 

very plauſible Occaſion for me to quench my Thirſt at I mare 

the Spring of your Bounty —T thought could not re- J. 
commend my ſelf better to you, Sir, than by the Delive- Nad: 
ry of a great Beauty and Fortune into your Arms, whom Difey 


an old Houſe over his Head at laſt. . 

Sir Samp. Say you fo, Hufſy ?—— Come, Jets wo! Ibn i 

odd, I long to be pulling too, come AYVL) =——— 0 3 
3 here's a body coming.” K $6 

| en Mt 8 

SCENE Il. e 

P. 

0 


e f 


I have heard you ſigh for. madly 
| Tart. Fil make thy Fortune; ſay no more Thou . 
bi art a pretty Fellow, and canſt carry a Meſſage to a Lady, I be 
4 in a pretty ſoft kind of Phraſe, and with a good perſua- | 
ding Accent, 


- Tere. Sir, I have the Seeds of Rhetorick and Oratory 
in my. Head] have been at Cambridge. 
Tatt. Ay; tis well enough for a Servant to be bred at an Mis 
| Univerſity : But the Education is a little too pedantick for Nu; 
| > a Gentleman. I hope you are ſecret in your Narure, iyg. 


2 2 


private, cloſe, ba? Tate, 
Tere. O Sir, for that Sir, *tis my chief Talent; Im * 
ſecret as the Head of Nilus. Miß. 


| Tape Ay? Who's be, tho"? A Privy Contiftder——-— 
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Fee. O Tgnorance! ¶ Aſide.] A cunning Agyptian, Sir, 
that with his Arms would over- run the Country, yet no 
Body could ever find out bis Head -Quarters. 
Tatt. Cloſe Dog! A good Whotemaſter, I, warrant him 
— the time draws nigh, Feremy. Angelica will be 
Ons Nun; and I muſt be hooded bke a Friar; ha, 
ore * —_ LW 6. 7 , * 0 0 "7 & r ' , 
Fere. Ay, Sir, hooded like a Hawk, to ſeize at firſt 
Sight upon the-Quarry. It is the Whim of my Maſter's 
Madneſs to be ſo dreſs d; and ſhe is ſo in Love with him, 
hell comply with any thing to pleaſe him. Poor Lady, 
Pm ſure ſhe'll have reaſon to pray for me, when ſhe finds 
what a happy Exchange ſhe has made, between a. Mad- 
man and fo, accompliſh'd a Gentleman. | 
| Tat; Ay Faith, ſo ſhe will, Feremy: You're a good 
Friend to her, poor Creature I {wear I do it hardly 
o much in conſidc ration of my ſelf, as Compaſſion te 
Fere; Tis an Act of Charity, Sir, to ſave a fine Wo- 
nan with; thirty thouſand Pound, from throwing her- 
alf. . 5 Dy | | 
Tatt. o lis, faith -— I might have ſav'd ſeveral others 
in my time; but I Gad I could never find in my Heart to 
marry any body before. ain Sits bg 
Fere. Well, Sir, - I'll go and tell her my Maſter's coming; 
ad meet you in balf a Quarter of an Hour, with your 


——— 


Diſguiſe, at your oπτn Lodgings. You muſt talk a little 


madly, ſhe won't diſtinguiſh the Tone of your Voice. 
Fart. No, no, let me alone for a Counterfeit; ——— 
„de ready for you. | 

| SCENE IV. 

Fs, $ $1 Tattle, Al, Prue, k : | 
Miß. O Mr. Tattle, are you here! Tm glad I have found 
au 1 baye been looking up and down. for you like any 
Ving, ill I'm as tired as any thing in the World. 


Tait. O Pox how. ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh Gif, N 
| + 


.:4 


* 


1 «| ; : $ - } 
Miß. O 1 bare pure News, I can tell you pure News, 
——— muſt not marry the Seaman N e | 


Th 
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ther fays fo. Why won't you'be my Hutbahd? V ſiy 
you love me, and you won't be my Hogband. And Ikon 
you may be my Husband now if you pleafe! © 

Tar. Ofy, Miſs: "Who told Fe 90, Child? * Gy 

_ Miſs. Win Nor Father— told him N you tor'd 
me: 

Tatt. O fy, Miſs, why did you do fo? And who'tol 

| you ſo, Chila ? 

Miß. Who? Why you 401 did net yves a 

Tait, O Pox,' that was yeſterday, Miſs, the was 1 
great while ago, Cbiſd. I have been oflecp Tince; ſie : 
a whole Night, and did not ſo — as dream of th 1; 
Matter. - 

is. Pſhaw, O but 1 dren that it was"ſo'the?.” * 
tr. Ay, but your Father will tell you that Dreams 
come by -Contraries, Child O fy; what, we 
muſt not love one another How=d<Pſhaw, that would 
be a fooliſh thing indeed Fy, fy, you're a Worn 
tow,” and ruſt think of a neu Man every” Mornings and 
ferget bim every Night——No, no, to marry is to be 
— agein, and play with the lame Rattle ene 0 
ty, Cy is a paw thing 
Miß. We) but dort you love * wal bs your di 
| — Night then? 

Tust. No, no, Child, — not have we. 

Mi. No? Ves but I WOUd̃ hi. 
—— Pſhew;' but 1 tell you, you would et- 
forges: you're a Women, and don'tknow your own: Mint, 

A. But here's my Father, er. Mind. 


N 58. CE NE. V 
[To em] roreſi ght. 


Fore. O, Mr, Tatthe, your Servant, you are a cloſe Mu 
bur merbinks your” Ldve'to 1 Davghter was a Seer 
I might have been truſted with,. Or bad you a min 
to try * could diſcover it by my Art———hum, ha! 
thin re is ſomething in yor PHyfiognomy, that +4 
bl Reſemblance of her; 22 2 Girls ble _ 
iÞ ©" Tart, And ſo you woe d infer; that you and Vare'alik 
| en docs the old Prip 3 bamet him n —— 
| lavg 68 
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laugh at him, and leave him, [ 4/de.] I fancy you have 
a wrong Notion of Faces. | 
. Fore. How? . What? a wrong Notion! How fo? 
Tatt. In the way of Art: | have ſome taking Features, 


not obxious to vulgar Eyes; that are Indications of a ſud- _ 


den turn of good Fortune, in the Lottery of Wives; and 
promiſe a great Beauty and great Fortune reſerved alone 
for me, by a private Intrigue of Deſtiny, kept ſecret from 
the piercing Eye of Perſpicuity; from all Aſtrologers, and 
the Stars tbemſelves. er 


Fore, How! I will make it appear, that what you Gay 


is impoſſible, 
Tatt. Sir, I beg your Pardon, I'm in haſte 

Fore. For what? * 4192; | "2 
Tate. To be marry'd, Sir, marry'd. i 
- Fore. Ay, but pray take me along with you, Sir 
ait. No, Sir; tis to be done privately =———[ never 
make Confidents. ' | 

Fore. Well; but my Conſent I mean You won't 
marry my Daughter without my. Conſent? 

Tate, Who 1; Sif? I'm an abſolute Stranger to you and 
your Daughter, Sir. 2 Fe 
Fore. Hey day! What time of the Moon is this? 
Tat. Very true, Sir, and defire to continue fo, I have 
no more Love, for your Daughter, than I-have Likeneſs 
of you; and. I have a Secret in my Heart, which you 
would be glad to know, and ſhan't know; and yet you 
ſhall know it too, and be ſorry for't afrerwards. I'd bave 
yeu.to know, Sir, that 1 amis knowing as the Stars, and 
is ſecret as the Night. Amid Tm going tobe m:rried juſt 
now, yet did not know of it half an Hour ago; and the 


Lady ſtays for me, and does not know off it yet 


There's a Myftery for you, — I know you love to unty 
Difficulties Or if you can' ſolve.this; ſtay here aQuar- 
ter of aa Hour, and I'll come and explain it to you. © 


EN. EW 
Paoreſight, Miſs Prue. _ F 6 "I 

M. © Father, why will you let him go? Mon t you 

make him to be munen 4 ti $20) 166] fon 
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Fore. Mercy on ue, what do theſe Lunacies portend 
Alas! he's mad, Child, ſtark wild. F, 

Miſs. What, and muſt not I have &er a Husband then 
What, muſt I go to Bed to Nurſe again, and be a Child 
as long as ſhe's an old Woman? Indeed but I won't, For 
now my Mind is ſet upon a Man, I will have a Man 
ſome way or other, Oh! methinks Pm fick when I think 
of a Man; and if I can't have one, I wou'd go to ſleep al! 
my Life: For when I'm awake it makes me wiſh and 
long, and I don't, know for what—And I'd rather be al 
ways aſlee p, than ſick with thibking. A 

Fore, O fearful! I think the GirPs influenc'd too,. 5 
Huſſy, you ſhall have a Rod. ek 


Miß. A Fiddle of a Rod, I'll have a Husband: and if th 
ycu won't get me one, II get one for my ſelf: I] marry 

our Robin the Butler, be fays he loves me, and he's. a fo 
handſom Man, and ſhall be my Husband ; I warrant he'll be | 
my Husband, and thank me too, for he told me ſo. N 
er * 
[To them] Scandal, Mrs, Foreſight, and Nurſe. do 
Fore, Did he ſo I' diſpatch him for't preſently . 
Rogue! Oh, Nurſe, come hither. * 
Nurſe. What is your Worſbip's Pleglure?.'  - — 
Fore, Here take your young Miſtreſs, and lock her uy opa, 
preſently, till farther Orders from me———not a word, 1 
Huſſy Do what bid you, no Reply, away 70 
And bid Robin make ready to give an Account of his Plate 5 
za] Linen, d'ye hear, be gone when I bid you. r 
Mrs. Fore. What's the matter, Husband? 2 
Fore. *Tis not convenient to tell you now Mr. Scan. Fe 
dal, Heav'n keep us all in our Senſes— I fear there is 2 M. 
contegious Frenzy abroad, Row does Valentine? * * 
Scan. O 1 hope he will do well 2gain—1 have a Meſſage %“ 

fiom him to your Niece Angelica. — 
Fore. I think Me has not return'd, ſince ſhe went abroad * 
with Sir Samfpfen. Nurſe, why are you not gone? * de 
4 4TRITL- £ are mat 
| nit which. 
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SCENE VIII. 
Forefight, Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight, Ben. 


rs. Fore. Here's Mr, Benjamin, be can tell us if his 
Father be come home. 5 | 

Ben. Who, Father? ay, he's come home with a Ven- 
geance, 

Mrs. Fre. Why, what's the matter? 

Ben, Matter! Why he's mad. 

Fore, Mercy on us, I was afraid of this. 

Ben. And there's the handſom young Woman, ſhe, 
they ſay, Brother Val. went mad tor, ſhe's mad too, l 
think. 

Fore, O my paor Niece, my poor Niece, is ſhe gone 
too? Well, I ſhzll run mad next. 

Mrs, Fore, Well, but how mad? how d'ye mean? 

Ben. Nay, 11] give you leave to guels FI under- 
take to mike a Voyage to Antegoa No, hold, T 
mayn't ſay ſo neither But Ih fail as far as Leg born, 
and back again, before you ſhall gueſs at the matter, and 
do nothing elſe; Meſs, you may take in all the Points of 
the Compaſs, and nt hit right. | 

Mrs. Fore. Your Experiment will take up a little too 
much time. h SK 

Ben. Why then I'll tell you; there's a new Wedding 
upon the Stocks, and they two are going to be married 
to rights. 

Scan. Wo? 1 

Ben. Why Father, and — the young Woman. I 
can't hit of her Name. 

Scan. Angelica ? 

Hen. Ay, the ſame, 

Mrs. Fore, Sir Samt ſon and Angelica, impoſſible! 

; Ben. That may be——— - but I'm ſure it is as] te 
you. 

Scan. Sdeath, it's a Jeſt. I can't believe ir, 

Ben. Look you, Friend, it's nothiag to me, whether 
you believe it or no. What I ſay is true; d'ye fee, they 
are married, or juſt going to be married, I know net 
which, | IS 
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Fore, Well, but they ate not mad, that is, not Lun:. 
ti.k? | | 

Ben, I don't know what you may call Madneſs ——- 
But ſhe's mad for a Husband, and he's horn mad, I think, 
or they'd ne'er make a Match together Her 
they come. 7 


S CEN E IX. 


[To them] Sir Sampſon, Angelica, Buck ram. 


Sir Samp. Where is this old Soothſayer? this Ungle of 
mirecle&? A ha, old Foreſ ght, Uncle For:/:ght, v-iſh me Joy 
Uncle Foreſ:zht, double Joy, both as Uncle anc Aſtrologer 
here's a Conjunction that was not foretold in all your Ee 
aneris. — The brighteſt Star in the blue Firmameat is ſhc/ 
from above, in a Felly of Love, and fo forth; and Iu Lord 
of the Aſcendant. Odd, you're an old Fellovr, Foreſeght: 
Uncle J mean, a very cld Fellow, Uncle Foreſigit; an 
yet you ſhalllive to dance at my Wedding; faith and trot! WM 
you ſhall, Odd, we'll have the Mufick of the Spheres fo: 
thee, old Lilly, that we will, and thou ſhalt lead up poi 
Dance in Via Latftea $15 

Fore, I'm Thunder- ſtruck! You are rot married to m) 
Niece? i | 

Sir Samp. Not abſolutely married, Uncle; but very neat 
it, within a Kiſs of the Marter, as you fee. 

[Kiſſes Angelica 

Ang. Tis very true indeed, Uncle; I hope you'll be my 
Father, and give me, | 

Sir Samp. That he ſhall, or 11] burn his Globes Bo. 
dy & me, he ſhall be thy Father, I'll make him thy Father. 
and thou ſhalt make me a Father, and Fll make thee x 
Mother, and we'll beget Sons and Daughters enow to 
put the weekly Bills out of Countenance, 

Scan, Death and Hell! Where's Valentine? 


N 


Sir Sampſon, Angelica, Forefight, Ars. Foreſight, Ben, 
5 Buckram. 


Mrs. Fore, This is ſo ſurprizing —— | 
| Sir Samp os 
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Sir Samp. How! What does my Aunt ſay? Surprizing, 
Aunt? Not at all, for a young Couple to make a Match 
in Winter? Not at all-—Irs a Plot to undermine cold 
Weather; and deftroy that Uſarper of a Bed card a War- 
minp-Pan.” Wer 

Mrs. Fore. Tm glad to hear you have ſo much Fire in 
you, Sir Sampſon, 

Ben, Meſs, I fear his Fire'slittle better than Tinder ; may- 
hap it will only ſerve to light up a Match for ſome Body 
elſe. The young Woman's a ihandſom young Woman, 
| can't deny it: But Father, if I might be your Pilot in 
this Caſe, you ſhould not marry her. It's juſt the ſame 
thing, as if ſo be you fhould fail fo far as the Strait, 


? 


withoat”Provifion.” a 
Sir Sam Who gave you Authority to ſpeak, Sirrah? 
To your Element, Fiſh, be mute, Fiſh, and to Sea, rule 
your He m, Sirrah, don't direct me. 
Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own Helm, 
or you mayn't keep your ne Veſſel teddy. 
Sir Samp. Why, you impudent Tarpaulin! Sirrah, do 
you bring your Forecaſtle Jeſts upon your Father? But I 
ſhall be even with you, I won't give you a Groat. Mr. 
Butkram,' is the Conveyance ſo worded, that nothing can 
poſſihly deſcend to this Scoundrel? I wou's not ſo much 
2s have him have the Proſpect of an Effate;z4tho? there 
were no way to come to it, but by the North-Eaft Paſ- 
ſage, 
"Bucks, Sir, ic 1s drawn according to your Directions; - 
there is not the leaſt Cranny of the Law unſtopt. 
„ Ben, Lawyer, I believe there's many a Cranny and 
„Leak unftopt in your Conſcience — If fo be that one had 
i MW » Pump to your Boſom, I believe we'ſhou'd diſcover a 
o foul Hold, They ſay a Witch will fail in a Sieve — — But 
I believe the Devil wou'd not venture aboard"o'your Con- 
{cience. And that's for you. 0 
Sir Samp. Hold your Tongue, Sirrab. How * now, 
who's here ? 


SC E NE 
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_ [To them] Tattle and Mrs, Frail... you 
Mrs. Frail, O, Siſter, the moſt unlucky Accident 
Mrs.. Fore. What's the Matter? {© em li 


Tatt.” O, the two moſt unfortunate poor Gn ba 
the World we are, Ai 

Fore. Bleſs us! How ſo? ; 

Mrs. Frail. Ah Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tale and L 
are can't ſpeak it out. 

Tatt Nor | But poor Mrs ng and I are 

Mrs. Frail. Married, | 

Mrs, Fore, Married! How ? | UC 

Tatt. Suddenly before we knew whers- we were 
 — that Villain Feremy, by the help of Difguiſes, wre 
us into ene another. 

Fore. Why, you told me juſt now, you went hence in 
haſte to be married. 

Ang. But | believe Mr. Tattle meant the Favour to me, 
I thank him. 

Tatt, I did, as I hope to be ſavd, Madam, my Inten- 
tions were pood — But this is the moſt cruel thing, to 

marry one does no: know how, nor why, nor where- 
fore The Devil tzke me if ever I was . much con- 
cern'd at any thing in my Life. 

Ang. Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for one 
another. 

Tate, The leaſt in the World —— That is for my Part, 
I ſpeak for my ſelf. Gad, I never had the leaſt Thought 
of ferious Kindneſs —— I never lik d any Body leſs in my 
Life. Poor Woman! Gad I'm ſorry for her too; for J 
have no reaſon to hate her neither; but I believe I ſhall 
lead her a damn'd fort of a Life. 

Mrs. Fore, He's better than no Husband at all —— tho 
he's a Coxcomb. | [Tp Frail. 

Mrs. Frail. [To ker.) Ay, ay, it's well it's no worſe — 
Nay, for my part 1 always deſpiſed Mr. Tattle of all 
things; nothing but his being my Husband could have 
mode me like him leis. 

Fatt, Lcok you there, I thought as Woch por 
on't, I wilh we could keep it ſecret, why I don't believe 
any of this Company wou'd ſpeak of it, Mrs. 
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Mrs. Frail. But. my Dear, that's impoſſible; n 
and that Rogue Juremy will publiſh it. 4 

Tatt. Ay, my Dear, fo they will, as you ſay, _ 

Ang. O you l agree very well in a little times. Cuſtom 
will make it eaſy to Jou. | 
1 Eaſy! Pox ont, I don't. believe l ſhall deep to 
Night. 

Sir Samp. Sleep, Quotha! No, why you would not 
leep o yo, Wedding-Night? I'm an older Fellow than 
ou, and don't mean to ſleep. | 

Ben. Why there's ano her Match now, as thof "2 couple 
of Privateers were looking tor a Prize, and ſhould fall 
foul of one another. I'm forry for the young Man with 
all my Heart. Look you, Friend, if I may adviſe you,. 
when: ſhe's going, for that you muſt expect, I baye Ex- 
perience of her, when ſhe's going, let her go. For no 
Matrimony i is tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe can't 
drag her Anchor along with her, ſhe'll break her D L 
an tell you that, Who's here? the Madman? 


SCENE, \ The Leſt: 


Valentine, Seandal, Sir 3 Angelica, Foreſight; 
Mrs. Foreſight, Tattle, Mrs. Frail, Ben, JerowP 
Buckram. 


Val. No; here's the col; i occiſion be, 11 give 
ir under my Hand. 

Sir Samp. How * 

Val, Sir, I'm come to acknowledge my Arrors, and ask 
your Pardon. 

Sir Samp - What, have you found your Senſes at kt 
then? In good time. Sir. 

yal. You were abus d, Sir, I never was diſtracted. 

Fore. How ! Not mad! Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. No really, Sir; I'm. his Witneſs, it was all 
Counterfeit, 

Val, I thought 1 bad Reaſons; —— But it was 2 poag 
Con rivance, the Effect has ſhewn it ſuch. 

Sit Samp. Contrivance, what to cheat med to cheat 
ve Father! Sirrah, could you hope to proſper? 
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0 Love foriLove.! 


Ful. Indeed, I thought, Sir, when" the Father enden 
voured to undo the Son, it Was à reaſanable return of 
Nature. N 4 62 5 

Sir'Samp. Very good, Sir —— Mr. Backram, are you 
ready? —— Come, Sir, will you fign and feal? © © 

Val. If you pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would ask this Lady 
one Queſtion. ; 

Sir Kamp. Sir, you muſt ask me leave firſt; that Lady? 
No, Sir; you ſhall ask that Lady no Queſtions, till you 
have ask'd her Bleſſing, Sir; that Lady is to be my Wife. 

Val. I have heard as much, Sir; but I wou'd have it 
from her qu Feet 7 | 1 R 88 

Sir Samp. That's as much as to ſay, I lye, Sir, and 

dont belebe what I fay. 57 5 277187 

Val. Pardon me, Sir, But I reflect that I very lately 
counterfeited Madneſs; I don't know but the Frolick may 

go round. | L. 4 8 — 5 

Sir Samp. Come, Chuck, ſatisfy him, anſwer him; 
Come, come, Mr. Juctram, the Pen aud Inn. 

Buckr. Here it is, Sir, with the Deed, all is ready. 
31 AD. e eee Ang. 
Ang. Tis true, you have à great while pretended Love 
to me; nay, what if you were fincerg?. Still you muſt 
pardon. me, if I think my on Joclinations have a better 

Right to diſpoſe of my Perſon, than yours. | 

Sir Samp. Are you anſwer'd now, Sir? 
FRE Ye 7 oo 71957909 £37507 35, 

Sir Samp. Where's your Plot, Sir? and your Contri-- 
vance now, Sir? Will you ſign, Sir? Come, will you fign 
Val, With all my Heart, Sir. 3 
; ooh *Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin your 

1 1 
Val. I have been diſappointed of my only Hope; and he 
that loſes Hope may part with any thing. T never valu'd 
Fortune, but as it was ſubſervient to my Pleaſure; and 
my only Pleaſure was to pleaſe this Lady: I have made 
many vain Attempts, and find at laft that nathing but my 
Ruin can effect it: Which, for that Reaſon, I will Ggn 
to ——- Give me the Paper. 

Avg. Generous Valentins: T.. 

| | Back. 


TEES 4 
o 0 1 


ot] 


— 
> 
YT 


Lor fr Lo YE. 10s 


Buckr. Here is the Deed, Sir. * | 
al, But where is the Bond, by which I am obliged to 
fign this? © | | 
Bus kr. Sir Sampſon, you have it. on 
Ang. No, I have itz and I'll uſe it; as'I wou'd every 
thiog that is an Enemy to Valentine. [Tears the Paper. 
ir Samp. How now! * e 
Fel. Ha! 


-Ang.. Had I the World to give you, it cou'd not make 


me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a Paſſion: Here's 
my Hand, my Heart was always yours, and ſtruggl'd ver 
hard to make this utmoſt Trial of yout Vertue. - [To V 
Val. Between Pleaſure and Amazement, I am loſt—— 


But on my Knees I take the Bleſſing. 


Sir Samp. Oons, what is the Meaning of this? © 
Ben. Meſs here's the Wind chang'd again. Father, you 


and I may make a Voyage together now. 

Ang. Well, Sir Sampſon, ſince I have. plaid you "a 
Trick, I'll adviſe you, how you may avoid ſuch another. 
Learn to be a god Father, or you'll never get a ſecond 
Wife, I always lov'd your Son, and hated your-unfor- 
giving Nature. I was reſolv'd to try him to the ut- 
moſt; 1 have try'd you too, and know you both. You 
have not more Faults than he has Virtues; and 'tis bardly 
more Pleaſure to me, that I can make him and my ſelf 
happy, than that I can puniſh you. 1 

Val. If my Happineſs cou'd receive Addition, this kind 
Surprize wou'd. make it double. | 

Sir Samp. Oons you're a Crocodile. 

Fore. Really, Sir Sampſon,” this is a ſudden Eclipſe. . 

Sir Samp. You're an illiterate old Fool, and Im 
mother. | N (bath Yet. 

Tatt. If the Gentleman is in Diſorder for want of a 
Wife, I can ſpare him mint, Oh are you there, Sir? m 
indebted to you for my Happineſs. [Tp Jere. 

Fere, Sir, I ask you ten thouſand Pardons, - twas an 
arrant Miſtake —— You ſee, Sir, my Maſter was never 
mad, nor any thing like it —— Then how coud it be 
otherwiſe ? W # 

Val. Tattle, I thank you, you would have interpoſed 
between me and Heay'n; but Providence laid Purgatory 
in your way — You have but Juſtice, Sea 
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106 Lovs Lo.. 


Sean. I hear the Fiddles that Sir Sampſon: provided for 
his 6wn Wedding; --methinls tis pity they ſhou'd not be 
employ'd when the Match is ſo much mended, Vulen. 
tine, tho" it be Morning, we may have a D ce. 
. Fal. Any thing, my Friend, every thing that looks 
like: Joy and Tranſport. . 

Sean. Call em, Feremy. . 

Ang. I have done diſſembliag now, Valentine; and if 
that Coldueſs which 1 have always worn before yau, 


ſhould turn to an extreme Fondneis, you muſt not ſut- 


pect it. | 
Pal. Til prevent that Suſpicion —— For I intend to 


.dote to thet iramoderate degree, that your Fondneſs ſhall 


never diftinguifh it ſelf enough to be taken notice of. If 
ever you ſeem to love too much, it muſt be only when I 
can't love enouhg 7 W 
Aug. Have a care of Promiſes; you know you are apt 
to run more in Debt then you are able to pay, | 
Val. Therefore I yield my Body as your Priſoner, and 
make your beſt ont. 
Scan The Muſick ſtays for you. [ Danee, 
Scan. Well, Madam; you have done Exemplary Juſtice, 
in puniſhing an inhuman Father, and rewarding a faith- 
ful Lover: But there is a third good Work, which I, in 


particular, muſt thank you for; 1 was an Infidel. to your 


Sex, and you have converted me —— For now I am con- 
vinc'd that all Women are not like Fortune, blind in be- 
ſtowing Favours, either on thoſe who do not merit, or 
who do not want ew. %% 

Ang. Tis an unreaſonable Accuſation, that you lay 
upon our Sex: You tax us with Injuſtice, only to cover 
your own want of Merit. You would all have the Re-. 
ward of Love; but few have the Conſtaney to ſtay *cill 
it becomes your due. Men are generally Hypocrites and 
Infidels, they pretend to Worſhip, but have neither Zeal 
nor Faith: How few, like Valentine, would perſevere even 
to Martyrdom, and ſacrifice their Intereft to their Con- 
ſtancy! In admiring me, you miſplace the Novelry, 


The Miracle to Day is; that we find * | 


» 
* 
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A Lover true: Nas that a Woman's Kind, wo | 
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By Mrs. BRACEGIRDLE.. d 


G URE Providews at fo ft end this Place 
To be the Player's Refuge in Diſtreſi; 

For till in every Storm, they all run hither, | 
As to a Shed, that ſhields em from the Weather, 


But thinking of this Change which laſt befel ws, ,_ | ' i . 


It's like what I have beard our Poets tell us:, 


For when behind our Scenes, their Suits are pleading, 7 8 
o help their Love, ſometimes they ſhew their Reading; 


And wanting ready Caſh to pay for Hearts, 


They top their Learning on us, and their Parts. 


Once of Philoſophers they told us Stories, 

Mom, as I think, they call d — Py — Pythagor ies, 
m ſure tis ſome ſuch Latin Nane they gixe em, 

And we, who know no better, mnſt believs em. | 
Now to theſe Men (ſay they) ſuch Souls were gi n, 
That after Death, ne er went to Hell, nor Heav'n, 

But liv d, I know not how, in Beaſts; and then 

pen many Years were paſt, in Men again. 

Methir.ks, we Players reſemble ſuch a Soul, 

That, does from Bodies, we from Houſes: ſitole. 

Mus Ariſtotle's Saul, of old that mas, 
May now be damn'd to animate an Af; 
Ir in this very Houſe, for ought we know, 
Is doing painful Penance in ſome Beau: 
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Spoken at the Opening of the New Hooks" 
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EPILOGUE. 

And thus, our Audience, which did once reſort 

To ſhining Theatres to ſee our $ port, $ 

Now find us toſs'd into a Tennis-Court. 0 

Theſe Walls but t other Day were fill d with Noiſe 

Of Roarmg Gameſiers, and your Damme Boys; 

Then bounding Balls and Rackets they encompaſt, 

And now theyre filld with Feſts, and Flights, and Bombaſt ! 
I vow, I dont much like this Tranſmigration, 

Stroling from Place to place, by Circulation, 8 

Grant Heav'n, we don't return to our firſt Station. 

T know not what theſe think, but for my Part, | 

I can't reflect without an aking Heart, 8 

How we ſhou'd end in our Want a Cart. 

But we can't fear, ſmce you're ſo good to ſave us, 

That you have only ſet us up, to leave us, 

Thus from the paſt, we e hope for future Grace, 

J beg i 

And ſome here know I have a begging Face. 

Then pray continue this your kind Behaviour, 

For a clear Stage won't do, without your Favour. 
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To Her Royal Highneſs the 


PRINGESS. 


MADAM, 


Ae HAT high Station, which by Your- 
8 ; 12 a 
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acts from every one, as a Duty, hat- 
ever Honours they are capable of 
paying to Your Royal Highneſs ; But 
that more exalted Place, to which 


Your Virtues have rais'd You, above the reſt of 
Princes, makes the Tribute of our Admiration aud 


Praiſe rather a Choice more immediately preven- 
ting that Duty. 
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Birth You hold above the People, e- 
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The Epiſle Dedicatory. 


The Publick Gratitude is ever founded ona 
Publick Benefit; and what is univerſally Bleſs'd, 
is always an univerſal Bleſſing. Thus from Your 
Self we derive the Offerings which we bring; and 
that Incenſe. which ariſes to Your Name, only te- 
turns to its Original, and but naturally requites 
the Parent of its Being. 1 


From hence it is that this Poem, conſtituted on 
a Moral, whoſe End is to recommend and to en- 
courage Virtue, of conſequence has recourſe to 
Vour Royal Highneſs's Patronage; aſpiring to caſt 
it ſelf beneath Your Feet, and declining Approba- 
tion, *till You ſhall condeſcend to own it, and 
vouchſafe to ſhine upon it as on a Creature ot 
| Your Influence. 


* *Tis from the Example of Princes that Virtue 
becomes a Faſhion in the People, for even they 
who are averſe to Inſtruction; will yet be fond of 
Imitation, | 


But there are Multitudes, who never can have 
Means nor Opportunities of ſo near an Acceſs, as 
to partake of the Benefit of ſuch Examples. And 
to theſe, Tragedy, which diſtinguithes it felf from 


the vulgar Poetry by the Dignity, of its Characters 
may be of Uſe and. ] nf 1 


may. 1d. Information. For they who 
are at that Diſtance from priginat Greatneſs, as to 
be deprived of the Happineſs of contemplating the 


N 


* 


Perfections and real, Excellencies of Your Royal 
Highneſs's Perſon in Your Court, may yet behold 
,Jome ſmall. Sketches and Imagings of the Virtucs 
Ae Abſiraeds and repreſented on the 
8 Aeatre. * 
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Thus. Poets are inſtructed, . and. inſtract; not 


lone by Precepts which perſuade, but alſo by K 


amples which illuſtrate. Thus is Delight inter- 


woven with Inſtruction; when not only Vittue 
is prefcrib'd, but alſo repreſented, 


But if we are delighted with the. Livelineſs of 
a feign'd Repreſentation of Great and Good Per- 
ſons and their Actions, how muſt we be charm'd 
with beholding the Perſons themſelves? If one or 
two excelling Qualities barely touch'd in the ſin- 
gle Action and ſmall Compaſs of a Play, can 
warm an Audience, with'a- Concern and Regard 
even for the ſeeming Succeſs and Proſperity of the 
Actor; with what Zeal mult the Hearts of all be 
fild for the continued and increaſing Happineſs of 


thoſe, who are the true and living Inſtances of ele- 


vated and perſiſting Virtue? Even the Vicious 


themſelves muſt have a ſecret Veneration for thoſe 


peculiar Graces and Endowments, which are daily 
ſo eminently conſpicuous in Your Royal High- 
neſs ;- and though repining, feel a Pleaſure which 
in ſpite of Envy they per-force approve. 


If in this Piece, humbly offer'd to Your Royat . l | 


Highneſs, there ſhall appear the Reſemblance of 
any of thoſe many Excellencies which you ſo pro- 
miſcuouſly poſſeſs, to be drawn ſo as to merit 
Your leaſt Approbation, it has the End and Ac- 
compliſhment of its Deſign. And however im- 
perfect it may be in the Whole, through the Inex- 
perieuce or Incapacity of the Author, yet, if there 
is ſo. much as to conyince Your Royal Highneſs, 
that a Play may be with Induſtry ſo diſpos'd (in 
ſpite of the licentious Practice of the Modern 


Theatre) as to become ſometimes an Innocent. 
ö 4 . and- WA 


Ly 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


and not Unprofitable Entertainment; it will abun- 
Hantly gratify the Ambition, and recompeule the 
. Endeavour 9 


Dae Royal Highveſi'v 


= Moſt Obedient, aud 


Moſt bymbly Devoted Servant, 


—" 
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William Congreve. 
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Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


« þ HE Time has been when Plays were not ſo plenty, 
And a leſi Number new would well content ye.. 


New Plays did then like Almanacks appear; 


And One was thought ſufficient for a Year: 

Tho' they are more like Almanacks of late; 

For in one Year, I think, they re out of Date. 

Nor were they without Reaſon join d together ; 

For juſt as one prognoſticates the Weather, 

Hom plentiful the Crop, or ſearce the Grain, 

What Peals of Thunder, and what Show'rs of Rain; 
Saher can foretel, by certain Rules, 

What Crops of Coxcombs, or what Floods of Fools... 
I ſuch like Propheſies were Poets Skill d, 

Which now they find in their own Tribe fulfill d:: 


We Dearth of Wit, they did ſo long preſage, 


D fallin on us, and almoſt ſtarves the Stage. 
Were you not griev d, as often as you ſaw 

Poor Adors thraſh ſuch empty Sheafs of Straw# 
Toiling and lab ring. at their Lungs Expences. 
Tb ſtart a Feſt, or force a little Senſe; 

Hard Fate for #s !. flill harder in th' Euent; 
dum Authors Sin, but. we alone Repent. 


PROLOGUE. 4 
Still they proceed, and, at our Charge, | write 161 f | | g 
'Twere-ſome- Amends if "obey could reimburſe :- : 
But there's the Devil, tho' their Cauſe is loſt, 


Pe 0 


There's no recovering Damages or. Coſt. | 
Good Wits, forgive this Liberty we take, | i 
Since Cuſtom gives the Loſers leave to [peak. 5 5 
But , provol'd,” your dre. ul Wrath remains, 3 
Take your Revenge upon the coming Scenes: ED | | 
For that damm'd Poet's ſpar d who damns a Brother," * ö 
As one Thief ſcapes that executes another. "> 
Thus far alone does to the Wits relate; 7 1-H ; ; 
But from the reſt we hope a better Furt. 5: i | 
To pleaſe.and move has been our Poet Theme. e þ 


Art may direct, but Nature is his Aim; 1 n bY N g 
And Nature miſi d, in vain he boaſts his Art, 4 


For only Nature can affect the Heurt. 


Then freely judge the Scenes that ſhall enſue, 1 
But as with, Freedom, judge with Gandour o. 

He. wand not ſoſe thro' Prejudice his Sauſe 3 13 

Nor wou'd obtain pregarionfly A plauſe. W n | 


Impartial Cenſure he requeſts from all, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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i 12 e Auel, FE King of canada. Mr. Verbruggen: 
1 . .,> Gonſalez, his Favourite. 471 4 Mr. Sanford. 
1 EA, Garcia,. Son to 3 SA "N10 Mr, Scudamour, 
LP... Perez, Captain of the Guards. Mr. Freeman. 
if alen xo, an Officer, Creature to 2. Mr. Arnold. 
4 ez. a noble Priſoner. HEY Mr. Betterton. 
. a Priſoner, his Friend. Mr. Bowman, 
| . an Eunuch, Wo u—— Mr. Baily. 


il | | W OMEN. 


1 
| i . IN the Princeſs of Granada. Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
aA, a Captive Queen, Mrs. Barry. 


| — Loonora, chief Attendant an the Princefa Mrs. Bowman. 
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Wainen, Eunuchi, and Mutes attending Tara, Guards, &e. 
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ACTI SCENE . 
A Room of State. 
The. Cartain riſing ſlowly to ſoft Muſick, altere. 


ALME RIA i Mourning, LE ONORA- 
waiting in Mourning. 


— 


After the Muſick; A L ME R1A riſe from ber lt, 
and comes forward. 


FUSICK has Charms to ſooth a a 
Breaſt, 
To ſoften Rocks, or-bend a knotted oak. 
I've read, that things inanimate have 
And, as with living Souls, have been 9 
form'd, \ 


E | 
ALMERIA 2 N 
* 


By magick Numbers and perſuaſive Sound! N 
What then am I? Am I more ſenſeleſs grown 
Than Trecs,. or Flint? O. Force of conſtant Woek: 


e 


14 The -MounrN 1e Bgisg. 


'Tis'not in Harmony to. calm my Griefs, 
Anſelmo ſleeps, and is at Peace; laſt Nighe 
The ſilent Tank receivd:the, good old K 7 8 
He and his Sorrows. now. are ſafely lod g' 
Within its cold, but hoſpitable —_ 
hy am not I at. Peace? 
'Zeon, Dear Madam, ceaſe, 

Or moderate your Griefs; there is no Cauſe - 
Alm. No Cauſe! Peace, Peace; there is Eternal Cauſe, 

And Miſery Eternal will ſucceed, 

Thou canſt not tell y thou haſt indeed no Cuuſe. 

= Leon. Believe me, Madam, Tament Anſelmo, 
And always did compaſſionate his Fortune 
Have often wept, to ſee how cruelly 
Your Father kept in Chains bis Fellow-King : 
And oft at Night, wen all have heen retir d, 
Have ſtol'n from Bed, and to his Priſon crept; 
Where, while his Goaler ſlept, I thro! the Grate 
Have ſoftly whiſper'd, and enquir'd his Health; 
Sent in my Sighs and Pray'rs for his Deliv'rance; 
For Sighs and Pray'cs were all that I could offer. 
Alm. ludeed thou haſt a ſoft and gentle Nature, 
That thus could ſt melt to fee a Strangers Wrongs. 
O Leonora, hadſt thou known Anſelmo, 
How wou'd thy Heart have bled to ſee his Suff rings. 
Thou hadſt no Cauſe, but general Compaſſion. 

Leon. Love of my Royal Miſtreſs gave me Cauſe, 

My Love of you begot my Grief for him; 

For I bad heard, that when the Chance of War 
Had bleſs'd Auſelmo's Arms with Victory, 

Aud the rich Spoil of all the Field, and you, 

"The Glory of the whole, were made the Prey 
Ok his Succeſs; that then, in ſpite of Hate, 

"Revenge, and that Hereditary rene 

Between Valentia's and Granada's Kings. 

Hie did endear himſelf to your affection, 

By all the worthy and indulgent Ways 

A. moſt induſtrious Goodneſs cou d invent 


rrpolag 


DDD Ce. as aces... 


My Grief has hurry'd me beyond all Thovght. 8 


The MouRN ING BARAIDPEB. 5 Of 


Propoſing by a Match between 4!phon/o 
His Son, the brave Valentia. Prince, and you, 
To end the long Diſſenſion, and unite | "| | 
The jarring Crowns. | l 
Aim. Alphonſo!, O Alphonſo! | 
Thou too art quiet ·— long baſt been at Peace · 
Both, both ---» Father and Son are now no more. 
Then why am I? O when ſhall I have.Reſt? 
Why do I live to ſay you are no more? 
Why are all theſe Things thus? Is it of Force? 
Is there Neceſſity, I muſt be miſerable? 
Is it of moment to the Peace of Heav'n 
That I ſhou'd be afflicted thus? - If not, 
Why is it thus contriv'd? Why are things laid 
By ſome unſeen Hand, ſo, as of ſure Conſequence, 
They mult to me bring Curſes, Grief of Heart, 
The laſt Diſtreſs of Life, and {ure Deſpair? 
Leon, Alas, you. ſearch too far, and think too dee. 5 
Alm, Why was I carry'd to Anſelmo's Court? 
Or there, why. was I us d ſo tenderly? 
Why not ill treated, like an Enemy? 
For ſo my Father wou'd have us'd his Child. 
O Alphonſo, Alphonſo ! 
Devouring Seas have waſh'd thee from my Sight; 
No Time-{hall raſe:thee from my Memory; 
No, I will live to be thy Monument: Es 
The cruel Ocean is no more thy Tomb: | 
But in my Heart thou art interr'd; there, there, 
Thy dear Reſemblance is. for eyer fix'd; To 
My Love, my Lord, my Husband ſtill, tho loſt. 
Leon, Husband! O Heav'ns! 
Alm, Alas! What have I ſaid? 


I wou'd have kept that Secret; though I know 

Thy Love and Faith ro me deſerve all Confidence; 

But dis the Wretches Comfort till to have 

Some ſmall Reſerve of near and inward Woe, 

Some unſuſpected Hoard of darling Grief,. N 
* | Whick 
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Which they unſeen may wail, and weep and mourn 


And Glutton-like alone devour. 


Leon. Indeed 
I: knew not this, - 
Alm. O no, thou know'ſt not half, 


2] Know'ſt nothing of my Sorrows --- if thou dĩdſt - 


If I ſhov'd tell thee, would'ſt thou pity me? 

Tell me: I know thou would'ſt, thou art compaſſionate, 
Leon. Witneſs theſe Tears, ---- 
Alm, I thank thee Leonora, 


Indeed I do, for pitying thy fad Miſtreſs: " 


For tis, alas, the poor Prerogative | 
Of Greatneſs, to be wretched and unpitied ----- 
But I did promiſe 1 wou'd tell thee ----- What ? 
My Miſeries? Thou doſt already know em: 
And when 1 told thee thou didſt nothing know, 
It was becauſe thou didſt not know Alphonſo: 
For to have known my Loſs, thou muſt have knows ' 
His Worth, his Truth, and Tenderneſs of Love. 
Leon. The Memory of that brave Prince ſtands fair 
In all Report---- 
And I have heard imperfeRly his Loſs; - 
But fearful to renew your Troubles paſt, 
I never did preſume to ask the Story. 
Alm, If for my ſwelling Heart 1 can, I'll tell thee: 
I was a welcome Captive in Valentia, 
E'vn on the Day when Manuel, my Father, 
Led on his conqu'ring Troops, high as the Gates 
Of King Anſelmo's Palace; which in Rage, 


And Heat of War, and dire Revenge, he fir d. 
Tbe good King flying to avoid the Flames, 
Started amidſt his Foes, and made Captivity 


His fatal Refuge ----- Wou'd that I had fall'n 
Amid thoſe Flames --- but *twas not ſo decreed. 
Alphonſo; who foreſaw my Father's Cruelty, 

Had born the Queen and me on board a Ship 
Ready to fail; and when this News was brought 
Me put to Sea; but being betray'd by ſore 


a 1 a We 9 ' A - 1 Mi * Wan 9 
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Who knew our Flight, we cloſely were purſu d. 
And almoſt taken; when a ſudden Storm 
Drove us, and thoſe that follow'd, on the Coaſt 
Of Africk: There our Veſſel ſtruck the Shore, 
And bulging gainſt a Rock was daſh'd in Pieces, 
But Heav'n ſpar d me for yet much more Affliction 
Conducting them who follow'd us, to ſhun 
The Shoal, and fave me floating on the Waves, 
While the good Queen and my Alphonſo periſh'd, 
Leon, Alas! Were you then wedded to Alphonſo? 
Alm. That Day, that fatal Day, our Hands were join dg 
For when my Lord beheld the Ship purſuing, 
And ſaw her Rate fo far exceeding ours; 
He came to me, and begg'd me by my Love, 
I wou'd conſent the Prieſt ſhou'd make us one 
That whether Death or Victory enſu'd, 
I might be his, beyond the Power of future Fate: 
The Queen too did aſſiſt his Suit ---- I granted; 
And in one Day, was wedded, and a Widow. 
Leon, Indeed twas mournful ------ 
Alm. Twas as I have told thee 
For which I mourn, and will for ever mourn; 
Nor will I change theſe black and diſmal Robes, 
Or ever dry theſe ſwoln and watry Eyes; 
Or ever taſte Content, or Peace of Heart, 
While I have Life, and Thought of my Alphonſo. 
Leon. Look down, good Heay'n, with Pity on her Sor» 
rows, 
And grant that Time may bring her ſome Relief. 
Alm. O no! Time gives Increaſe to my Afflictions. 
The circling Hours, that gather all the Woes, 
Which are diffus'd thro' the revolving Year, 
Come, heavy-laden with th'oppreſſing Weight, 
To me; with me, ſucceſſively, they leave 
The Sighs, the Tears, the Grones, the reſtleſs Cares, 
And all the Damps of Grief, that did retard their Flight; 
They ſhake their downy Wings, and ſcatter all 
The dire collected Dews on my poor Head; 


Thea 
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Then fly with Joy and Swiftneſs from me. 
Leon. Hark! | 
The diſtant. Shouts proclaim your Father's Triumph; 
| WERE . [Shouts at a diſtance; 
O ceaſe, for Heaven's fake, aſſuage a little 
This Torrent of your Brief; for, much I fear, 
"Twill urge his Wrath, to ſeg you drown'd in Tears, 
When Joy appears in ey'ry other Face. 
Alm. And Joy he brings to ev'ry other Heart, 
But double, double Weight of Woe to mine; 
For with him Garcia comes -- Garcia, to whom 
I muſt be ſicrific d, and all the Vows 
I gave my dear A!p/onſo baſely broken. 
No, it ſhall never be; for I will die; 
Firſt, die ten thouſand Deaths - Look down, look down, 
[Kneeln 


Alphonſo, hear, the ſacred Vow I make; 

One Moment, ceaſe to gaze on perfect Bliſs, _ 

And bend thy glorious Eyes to Earth and me; 

And thou Anſelmo, if yet thou art arrived _ 

Thro' all Impediments of purging Fire, 

To that bright Heav'n, where my Alphonſo reigns, 

Behold thou alſo, and attend my Vow, 

If ever I do yield, or give Conſent, 7 

By any Action, Word or Thought, to wed 

Another Lord; may then juſt Heav'n ſhow'r down 
Vaheard-of Curſes on me, greater far 

(It ſuch there be in angry Heav'n's Vengeance) 

Than any I have yet endur'd - And now [I. " 

My Heart has ſome Relief; having ſo well 


11 Diſcharg d this Debt, incumbent on my Love. it 
BL - Yet, one thing more I wou'd engage from thee. 5 
41h | Leon. My Heart, my Life and Will, are only yours, J : 
48 | Alm. I thank thee. *Tis but this; anon, when all 7 
{11 Are wrap'd and buſied in the general Joy, | 120 
iſ Thou wilt withdraw,, and, privately, with me 4 
4 Steal forth, to viſit good Anſelmo's Tomb. WI 
bl! Leon, Alas! I fear ſome fatal Reſolution, | i 
100 „ e 3 uc 
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Alm. No, on my Life, my Faith, I mean no Ill. 
Nor Violence.----I feel my ſelf more Ii ght, 
And more at large, ſince | have made this vow. 
Perhaps I would repeat it there more ſolemnly. 
'Tis that, or ſome ſuch melancholy Thought, 
Jpon my Word, no more. 

Leon, I will attend you. 


— — — — 
8. CEN. E II. 
ALMERIA, LIO NORA, ALONZO, 


W Lord Gonſalex comes to tell your Highneſs 
The King is juſt arriv'd, 

Alm. Conduct him in. : [Exit Along. 
That's his Pretence; his Errand is, I know, 4 
To fill my Ears with Garcia's valiant Deeds; 

And gild and magnify his Son's Exploits. 
3ut I am arm'd with Ice around my Heart, 
Not to be warm'd with Words, or idle Eloquence. 


— — 
— 4 — 


SCENE III. 
GoNSALEZ, ALMERIA, LEONORA, 


8 E ev'ry Day of your long Life like this. 
The Sun, bright Conqueſt, and your brighter Eyes 
Have all conſpir'd to blaze promiſcuous Light, 1 8 

And bleſs this Day with moſt unequal'd Luſtre. 
Tour Royal Father, my victorious Lord, 
Loaden with Spoils, and ever-living Laurel, 

is entring now in Martial Pomp the Palace, 

ive hundred Mules precede his ſolemn March, 
Which grone beneath the Weight of Mooriſh Wealth: 
Chariots-of War, adorn'd with glittering Gems, 


Succeed; and next, a hundred neighing Steeds, 
White: 


i |} 
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White as the fleecy Rain on Alpine Hills; 

That bound and foam, and champ the golden Bit, 

As they diſdain'd the Victory they grace. 

Priſoners of War in ſhining Fetters follow); 

And Captains of the nobleſt Blood of Africk 

Sweat by his Chariot Wheel, and lick and grind, 

With gnaſhing Teeth, the Duſt his Triumphs raiſe, 

The ſwarming Populace ſpread every Wall, 

And cling,, as if with Claws they did enforce . 

Their Hold, thro' clifted Stones, ſtretching and ſtaring, 

As if they were all Eyes, and every Limb 

Would feed its Faculty of Admiration. 

While you alone retire, and ſhun this Sight; 

This Sight, which is indeed not ſeen (tho twice 

The Multitude ſhould gaze) in abſence of your Eyes, 
Alm. My Lord, my Eyes ungratefully behold 

The gilded Trophies of exterior Honours. | 

Nor will my Ears be charm'd with ſounding Words, 

Or pompous Phraſe; the Pageantry of Souls, 

But that my Father is return'd in Safety, 

I bend to Heav'n with Thanks. 
Gonſ. Excellent Princeſs! 

But tis a Task unfit for my weak Age, 

With dying Words, to-offer at your Praiſe. 

Garcia, my Son, your Beauty's loweſt Slave, 

Has better done; in proving with his Sword 

The Force and Influence of your matchleſs Charms, 
Alm, I doubt not of the Worth of Garcia's Deeds, 

Which had been brave, tho' I had ne er been born. 

Leon, Madam, the King. ä [ Flowriſs, 
Am. My Women: I wou'd meet him. 
( Arrendants to Almeria enter in Mournirg. 


— — — — 
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SCENE IV. 


ymphony of Warlike Muſick. Enter the King, attended by 
Garcia and ſeveral Officers. Files of Priſoners in Chains, 
and Guards, who are ranged in Order round the Stage. 
Almeria meets the King, and kneels; afterwards Gonſalez 
kneels and kiſſes the King's Hand, while Garcia does the 
ſame to the Princeſs. : 


K1NG, 
Lmeria, riſe ---= My beſt Gonſalex, riſe, 
What, Tears! my good old Friend 
Gonſ. But Tears of Joy. 
Believe me, Sir, to ſee you thus has fill'd 
My Eyes with more Delight than they can hold, : 
King, By Heav'n thou low ſt me, and I'm pleas'd thou doſt: 
Take it for Thanks, old Man, that I rejoice 
To ſee thee weep on this Occaſion ---- ſome 
Here are, who ſeem to mourn at our Succeſs ! 
Why is't, Almeria, that you meet our Eyes, 
pon this ſolemn Day, in theſe ſad Weeds? 
a oppoſition to my Brightneſs, you 
and yours are all like Daughters of Affliction. 
Alm. Forgive me, Sir, if I in this offend. 
The Year, which I have vow'd to pay to Heav'n. 
a Mourning and ſtrict Life, for my Deliverance 
from Wreck and Death, wants yet to be expired, 
King, Your Zeal to Heav'n is great, fo is your Debt: 
Yet ſomething too is due to me, who gave 
That Life, which Heav'n preſery'd. A Day beſtow'd 
in Filial Duty, had aton'd and given 
Diſpenſation to your Vow ---- No more. 
Twas weak and wilful---and a Woman's Error, 
Yet--- upon Thought, it doubly wounds my Sight, 
To fee that Sable worn upon the Day 


—_— 
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Succeeding that, in which our deadlieſt Foe, 
Hated Anſelmo, was interr'd - By Heav'n, 
It looks as thou didſt mourn for him: Juſt ſo, 
Thy ſenſeleis Vow appear'd to bear its Date, 
Not from that Hour wherein thou wert preſery'd, 
But that, herein the curs d A. 'phonſo periſh'd, 
Ha! What? thou doſt not weep to think of that? 

Gonſ. Have Patience, Royal Sir; the Prlnceſs weeps © 
To have offended you. If Fate decreed, , 
One pointed Hour ſhould be Alphonſo's Loſs, 
And her Deliverance ; is ſhe to blame? 

King. I tell thee ſhe's to blame, not to have feaſled 
When my firſt Foe was laid in Earth, ſuch Enmity, 
Such Deteſtation, hears my Blood to his; 
My Davghter ſhould have revell'd at his Death; 
She ſhould have made theſe Palace Walls to ſhake,” 
And all this high and ample Roof to ring 
With her'Rejaicings, © What, to mourn, and! weep; © 
Then, then to weep, and pray, and grieve? By Heiv'n, 
There's not a Slave, a ſhackled Slave-of mine, 
But ſhould have ſmil'd that Hour, through all his Care, 
And ſhook his Chains in Tranſport and rude Harmony. 
= Gonſ. What ſhe has done, was in Exceſs of Goodneſs; 
=. Betray'd by too much Piety, to ſeem ' | 

bt As if ſhe had offended. Sure, no more. 

= King. To ſeem is to commit, at this Conjuncture. 
1 | 1 wo' not have a ſeeming Sorrow ſeen 


| To-day, ---- Retire, diveſt your ſelf with Speed 
1.1 Of that offealive Black; on me be all 


— The Violation of your Vow: For you, . 
| MI It ſhall be your Excuſe, that I command it, 
dill Gar, [ Kneeling.) Your Pardon, Sir, if I preſume ſo far, 
10 As to remind you of your gracious Promiſe. 


1 King. Riſe, Garcia I forgot, , Yet ſlay, Almeria. 
| Alm. My boding Heart !---- What is your Pleafure, Sir? 
King. Draw near, and give your Hand; and, Garcia, 
yours: 
Receive this Lord, as one whom I have found 
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Worthy to be your Husband, and my Son. 
Gar. Thus let me kneel to take O not to take == 
But to devote, and yield my ſelf for ever 
The Slave and Creature of my Royal Miſtreſs. 
Gorſ. O let me proſtrate pay my worthleſs Thanks 
King. No more; my Promiſe long ſince paſs d, thy Ser- 
vices, 
And Garcia's well-try'd Valour, all oblige me. 
This Day we triumph; but to- morrow's Sun, 
Garcia, ſhall ſhine to grace thy Nuptials - 
Alm. Oh! [ Faints, 
Gar. She faints! help to ſupport her. | 
Gonſ. She recovers. 
King, A Fit of Bridal Fear: How is't, Almeria? 
Alm. A ſudden Chilneſs ſeizes on my Spirits. 
Your Leave, Sir, to retire. 
King. Garcia, conduct her, 
[Garcia leads Almeria to the Door, and returns, 
This idle Vow hangs on her Woman's Fears. 
I! have a Prieſt ſhall preach her from her Faith, 
And make it Sin, not to renounce that Vow 
Which I'd have broken. Now, what would 4lonzo? 


— — 


SCENE V. 


* 


Kine, GONSALEZ, GARCIA, ALONZO, Attendants. 


Alonzo, Vun beauteous Captive, Zara, is arriv'd, 
And with a Train as if ſhe till were Wife 
To Albucacim, and the Moor had conquer d. 
King. It is our Will ſhe ſhould be ſo attended. 
Bear hence theſe Priſoners, Garcia; which is he, 
Of whoſe mute Valour you relate ſuch Wonders? 


[Priſoners led off. 


Gar. Oſmyn, who led the NMooriſi Horſe; but he, 
Great Sir, at her Requeſt, attends on Zara. 
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King, He is your Priſoner; as you pleaſe diſpoſe him. 
Gar. I would oblige him, but he ſhuns my Kindneſs; 
And with, a haughty Mien, and ſtern Civility, 
Duqbly declines all Offers: If he ſpeak, 
*TisFearce above a Word; as he were born 
Alone to do, and did diſdain to talk; | 
At leaſt, to talk where he muſt not command. 
King. Such Sullenneſs, and in a Man ſo brave, 
Muſt have ſome other Cauſe than his Captivity. 
Did Zara, then, requeſt he might attend her ? 
„Gar. My Lord, ſhe did. 0th 
King. That, join'd with his Behaviour, 


Begets a Doubt, . I'd have 'em watch'd; perhaps ] 
Her Chaias hang heavier on him than his own. 3B 
— — — — e F 
| A 

SCENE VI. 
Kinc, GoxsALEEz, Garcia, ALonto, Zarifl « 
and Os MIN bound, conducted by PEREZ and & Gun. y 


and attended by S ELIN and ſeveral Mutes and Eunus Y 1 
in a Tran, 9 — 


King. We? AT Welcome, and what Honours, beauteous ” 
| Zara, ö Te 
A King and Conqueror can give, are yours. | Gi 
A Conqueror indeed, where you are won; | 
Who with ſuch Luſtre ſtrike admiring Eyes, An 
That had dur Pomp been with your Preſence grace d. At 
Th' expecting Crowd had been deceiv d; and ſeen _F 
Their Monarch enter not Triumphant, but ; ; 
In pleaſing Triumph led; your Beauty's Slave. wh 
Zara. If I on any Terms could condeſcend o. 
To like Captivity, or think thoſe Honours, $ | 
ks Which Conquerors in courteſy beſtow, Thi 
WY Of cqual Value with unborrow'd Rule, c 


And Native Right, to Arbitrary Sway; Ter 
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might be pleas d, when I behold this Train 
With uſual Homage wait. But when I feel 
Theſe Bonds, I look with loathing on my ſelf; 
And ſcorn vile Slavery, tho doubly hid 
Beneath Mock-Praiſes, and diſſembled State. | 
Ring. Thoſe Bonds! Twas my Command you ſhould be 
free. | 
How durſt you, Perez, diſobey ? 
Perex. Great Sir, 
Your Order was, ſhe ſhould not wait your Triumph; 
But at ſome Diſtance follow, thus attended. 
King. Tis falſe; tw¾as more; I bid ſhe ſhould be free: 
If not in Words, I bid it by my Eyes. 
Hier Eyes did more than bid----Free her and hers 
With Speed---yet ſtay---my Hands alone can make 
Fit Reſtitution here----Thus I releaſe you, 
And by releaſing you enſlave my ſelf. 
Zara, Such Favours ſo conferr'd, tho! when unſought, 
Deſerve Acknowledgment from noble Minds. 
Such Thanks, as one hating to be oblig'd-.--- 
Yet hating more Ingratitude, can pay, 
I offer. 
King. Born to excel, and to command! 
As by tranſcendent Beauty to attract 
All Eyes, ſo by Preeminence of Soul 
To rule all Hearts, 
Garcia, what's he, who with contracted Brow, 
: [ Beholding Oſmyn as they unbind him. 
And ſullen Port, glooms downward wich bis Eyes; 
At once regardleſs of his Chains, or Liberty ? 
Gar. That, Sir, is he of whom I ſpoke; that's Oſyn. 
King, He anſwers well the Character you gave him. 
Whence comes it, valiant Oſmyn, that a Man 
So great in Arms, as thou art ſaid to be, . 
So hardly can endure Captivity, 
The common Chance of War? 
Oſm. Becauſe Captivity 
Has robb'd me of a dear and juſt Revenge. 
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King. I underſtand not that. 

O/m, 1 wou'd not have you. 

Zara. That Galant Moor in Battle loſt a Friend, 
Whom more than Life he lov'd; and the Regret, 


Of not revenging on his Foes that Loſs, 
Has caus'd this Melancholy and Deſpair. 


King. She does excuſe him; *tis as I ſuſpected. 2 Gon! 

Gonſ. That Friend may be her ſelf; ſeem not to heed 
His arrogant Reply: She looks concern'd. 

King, I'll have Enquiry made; perhaps his Friend 


Yet lives, and is a Priſoner. His Name? 


Zara, Heli, 

King. Garcia, that Search ſhall be your Care ; 
It ſhall be mine to pay Devotion here; 
At this fair Shrine tolay my Laurels down, 
And raiſe Love's Altar on the Spoils of War, 
Conquelt and Triumph, now, are mine no more; 
Nor will I Victory in Camps adore: 
For, ling'ring there, in long ſuſpence ſhe ſtands, 
Shifting the Prize in unreſolving Hands: 
Unus'd to wait, I broke through her Delay, 
Fix'd her by Force, and ſnatch'd the doubtful Day. 
Now, late I find that Was is but her Sport ; 
In Love the Goddeſs keeps her awful Court: 
Fickle in Fields, unſteadily ſhe flies, 
But Rules with ſettled Sway in Zara's Eyes, 


The End of the Firſt Act. 
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U 
Repreſenting the Iſle of a Temple. 


Gancia, HELI, Perez. 


GARCI A. 


„Hs Way, we're told, Oſimyn was ſcen ts 
Walk; 
Chooſing this lonely Manſion of the Dead, 
To mourn, brave Heli, thy miſtaken Fate, 
Heli. Let Heav'n with Thunder to the Cen- 
-- tre ſtrike me, 
If to ariſe in very deed from Death, 
And to reviſit with my lopg-clos'd Fyes 
This living Light, cou'd to my Soul, or Senſe, 
Afford a Thought, or ſhow a Glimpſe of Joy, 
In leaſt Proportion to the vaſt Delight 
I feel, to hear of Oſnyn's Name; to hear 
That Oſinyn lives, and I again ſhall ſee him, 
Gar. I've heard, with admiration of your Friendſhip, ' 
Per. Yonder, my Lord, behold the noble Moor. 
Heli. Where? where? 
Gar, I faw him not, nor any like him 
Per, I ſaw him when I ſpoke, thwarting my View, 
And ſtriding with diftemper'd haſte; his Eyes 
Scem'd Flame, and flaſh'd upon me with a Glance ? 
Then forward ſhot their Fires, which he purſu'd, 
As to ſome Object frightful, yet not fear'd. 
Gar. Let's haſte to follow him, and know the Cauſe: 
Heli. My Lord, let me intreat you to forbear: 
Leave me alone, to find and cure the Cauſe, 
I know his Melancholy, and ſuch Starts 
Are uſual to his Temper. It might raiſe him 
To act ſome Violence upon hiamlelf, 
So to be caught in an unguarded Hour, 
And when his Soul gives all her Paſſions way, 
Secure and looſe in friendly Solitude. 
B 2 
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1 know bis Noble Heart would burſt with Shame, 
To be ſurpris'd by Strangers in its Frailty. 

Gar. Go, gen'rous Heli, and relieve your Friend. 
Far be it from me, officiouſly to pry 
Or preſs upon the Privacies of others, 


— a 


SCENE. 


Gancia, PER EZ. 


G AR CIA. 


Erex, the King expects from our Return 
To have his Jealouſy confirm'd, or clear d, 
Of that appearing Love which Zara bears 
To O/myn; but ſome other Opportunity 
Muſt make that plain. 
Per. To me 'twas long fince plain, 
And ev'ry Look from him and her confirms it. 
Gar, If ſo, Unhappineſs attends their Love, 
And | cou'd pity em. I hear ſome coming. 
The Friends perhaps are met; let us avoid em. 


n Hl, 


ALMERIA, LEO NORA. 


L NI 


15 was a fanſy'd Noiſe, for all is huſh'd. 
Leon It bore the Accent of a human Voice. 

Alm It was thy Fear, or elſe ſome tranſient Wind 

Whiſtling thro? Hollows of this vaulted Iſle, 

We'll liſten------- 

Leon, Hark ! 

Alm, No, all is huſh'd, and ſtill as Death 'Tis dreadiul 
How reverend is the Face of this tall Pile, 
Whoſe ancicnt Pillars rear their Marble Heads, 
To bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous Roof, 
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By its own Weight made ſtedfaſt and immoveable, 
Looking Tranquillity. It ſtrikes an Awe 
And Terror on my aking Sight ;. the. Tombs 
And Monumental Caves of Death look cold, 
And ſhoot a Chilneſs to my trembling Hearr. 
Give me thy Hand, and let me hear thy Voice; 
Nay, quickly ſpeak to me, and let me hear 
Thy Voice----my own affrights me with its Echoes. 
Leon, Let us return; the Horror of this Place 
And Silence, will increaſe your Melancholy. 
Alm, It may my Fears, but cannot add to that. 
No, I will on; ſhew me Anſelmos Tomb, 
Lead me o'er Bones ard Skulls and mould'ring Earth 
Of human Bodies; for I'll mix with them, 
Or wind me in the Shroud of ſome pale Coarſe 
Yet green in Earth, rather than be the Bride 
Of Garcta's more deteſted Bed : That Thought 
Exerts my Spirits; and my preſent Fears 
Are lo{ in dread of greater Ill. Then ſhew me, 
Lead me, for I am bolder grown: Lead on 
Where I may kneel, and pay my Vows again 
To him, to Heav'n, and my Alphonſo's Soul, 
Leon, I go; but Heaven can tell with what Regret; 


SCENE IV. 


The SCENE opening diſcovers a Place of Tombs, One Monu- 
ment fronting the View greater than the reſt, 
HE L. I. 


Wander thro' this Maze of Monuments, 
Yet cannot find him -- Hark! ſureꝰ tis the Voice 
Of one complaining - There it ſounds Pl follow it. 
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SCENE V. 


ALMERIA, LEONORA, 


LEONOR A. 


Ehold the Sacred Vault, within whoſe Womb 
The poor Remains of good Anſelmo relt ; 

vet treſh and unconſum'd by Time or Worms. 
What do I ſee? O Heaven! either my Eyes 
Are falſe, or ſtil the Marble Door remains 
Unclos'dz the Iron Grates that lead to Death 
Beneath, are ſtill wide ſtreteb'd upon their Hinge, 
And ſtaring on us with unfolded Leaves. 

Alm, Sure tis the friendly Yawn of Death for me; 
And that dumb Mouch, ſignificant in Show, 
Invites me to the Bed where I alone 
Shall reſt; ſhews me the Grave, where Nature, weary, 
And long oppreis'd with Woes and bending Cares, 
May lay the Burden down, and ſink in Slumbers 
Of Peace Eternal. Death, grim Death, will fold 
Me in his leaden Arms, and preſs me cloſe 
To his cold clayie Breaſt : My Father then 

Will ceaſe his Tyranny 3 and Garcia too 
Will fly my pale Deformity with loathing. 
My Soul, enlarg'd from its vile Bonds, will mount, 
And range the Starry Orbs, 444 Milky Ways, 
Of that refulgent World, v-fcre I ſhall ſwim 
In liquid Light, and float on Seas of Bliſs 
To my Alphonſo's Soul. O Joy too great! 
O Ecſtaſy of Thought! Help me, Auſelmo; 
Help me, Alphonſo; take me, reach thy Hand; 
To thee, to thee I call, to thee Alphonſos 
© Alphonſo ? 
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SCENSE. VE 


ALMERIA, LEONORA, OSMYN aſcending from the Tomb, 


OS MTN. 


HO calls that wretched Thing that was Alphonſo ? 
Alm. Angels, and all the Hoſt of Heav'n, ſupport me? 

Oſm. Whenceis that Voice, whoſe Shrillneſs, from the 
And growing to his Father's Shrowd, roots ap [Grave, 
Alphonſo ? 

Alm. Mercy! Providence! O ſpeak, 

Speak to it quickly, quickly; ſpeak to me, 

Comfort me, help me, ho!d me, hide me, hide me, 
Leonora, in thy Boſom, from the Light, 
And from my Eyes. 

O/m. Amazement and Illuſion! 
Rivet and nail me where I ſtand, ye Powr's; [Coming freed. 
That motionleſs-I may be (till deceiv'd. 

Let me not ftir, nor breathe, leſt I diffolve 
That tender, lovely Form of painted Air, 

So like Almeria. Ha! it ſinks, it falls; 

Vil catch it ere it goes, and graſp ber Shade, 
'Tis Life! *tis warm! 'tis ſhe! *tis ſhe her ſelf ? 
Nor Dead, nor Shade, but breathing and alive! 
It is Almeria, tis, it is my Wife! 


. 


ll 
— — 


A = * = * „ — 


SCENE VII. 


ALMERIA, LEON ORA, Os ux, HEL1, 
LEO NORA. 


LAS, ſhe ſtirs not yet, nor lifts her Eyes; 
He too is fainting----Help me, help me, Stranger, 
Who-e'er thou art, and lend thy Hand to raiſe 
Theſe Bodies, 
Heli. Ha! 'tis he! and with Almeria 
O Miracle of Happineſs! O Joy 
Unhop'd for! does Almeria live! 
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O/m. Where is ſhe ? | 

Let me behold and touch her, and be ſure 

Tis ſhe; ſhew me her Face, and let me feel 

Her Lips wich mine Tis ſhe, I'm not deceiv'd ; 

I taſte her Breath, I warm'd her and am warm'd. 

Look up, Almeria, bleſs me with thy Eyes; 

Look on thy Love, thy Lover, and thy Husband, 


Alm, I've ſworn I'll not wed Garcia; why d'ye force me 


Is this a Father ? 
O/m. Look on thy Alphonſo, 
Thy Father is not here, my Love, nor Garcia : 
Nor am I what I ſeem, but thy Alphonſo. 
Wilt thou not know me? Haſt thou then forgot me? 
Haſt thou thy Eyes, yet can't not ſee Alphonſo ? 
Aq; 1 fo alter d, or art thou ſo chang'd, 
That ſeeing my Diſguiſe, thou ſeeſt not me? 
Alm. It is, it is Alphonſo; tis his Face, 
His Voice, I know him now, I know him all, 
O take me to thy Arms, and bear me hence, 
Back to the Bottom of the boundleſs Deep, 
To Seas beneath, where thou ſo long has dwelt. 
O how haſt thou return'd? How haſt thou charm'd 
The Wildneſs of the Waves and Rocks to this? 
That thus relenting, they have giv'n thee back 
To Earth, to Light and Life, to Love and me. 
*"Oſm. O Pll not ask, nor anſwer how, or why 
We both have back werd trod the Paths of Fate, 
To meet again in Life; to know I have thee, 
Is knowing more than any Circumſtance 
Or Means by which I have thee -- 
To fold thee thus, to preſs thy balmy Lips, 
And gaze upon thy Eyes, is ſo much Joy, 
I have not Leiſure to reflect, or know, 
Or trifle Time in thinking. 
Alm. Stay a while: 
Let me look on thee, yet a little more. 


Oſm. What would 'ſt thou? thou doſt put me from thee. 


im, Yes. 


* 


Ow. 
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O/m, And why? What doſt thou mean? Why doſt thou 

gaze ſo? | 

Alm, I know not; tis to ſee thy Face, I think 
It is too much! too much to bear and live! 4 
To ſee him thus again is ſuch Profuſion = 
Of Joy, of Bliſs----I cannot bear----] muſt. | | 
Be mad I cannot be tranſported thus. 8 

Oſm. Thou Excellence, thou Joy, thou Heav'n of Love - 

Alm. Where haſt thou been? and how art thou alive? 
How is all this? All- power ful Heay'n, what are we! 

O my ſtrain'd-Heart----let me again behold thee, 
For I weep to ſee thee----Art thou not paler ? 
Much, much; how thou art chang'd ! 

Oſm. Not in my Love, 

Alm. No, no, thy Griefs, I know, have done this to thee. 
Thou haſt wept much, Alphonſo; and, I fear, 5 
Too much, too tenderly lamented me. - 

O/m. Wrong not my Love, to ſay too tenderly. 
No more, my Life; talk not of Tears or Grief; - . 
Affliction is no more, now thou art found. 

Why doſt thou weep; and hold thee from my Arms, 

My Arms which ake to hold thee faſt, and grow 

To thee with twining ? Come, come to my Heart. 
Alm. I will, for I ſhould never look enough. 

They would have marry'd me; but I had ſworn - 

To Heav'n and thee, and ſooner wou'd have dy'd -- 

Oſm. Perfection of all Faithfulneſs and Love 

Alm, Indeed I wou'd----Nay, I wou d tell thee all, 
If 1 cou'd ſpeak ; how I have mourn'd and pray d; 
For I have pray d to thee, as to a Saint: : 
And thou haſt heard my Prayer; for thou art come 
To my Diſtreſs, to my Deſpair, which Heav'n - 
Could only by reſtoring thee have cur'd, 

O/m, Grant me but life, good Heav'n, but length of Da 
To pay ſome Part, ſome little of this Debt, | 
This countleſs Sum of Tenderneſs and Love, 

For which I ftand engag d to this All-Excellence-; -- | | 
Then bear me in a Whirlwind to my Fate, 2 = 
5 By. Saiten 


— 
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Snatch me from Life, and cut me ſhort-unwarn'd ; 

Then, then twill be enough-----I ſhall be old, 

I ſhall have liv'd beyond all Æra's then 

Of yet unmeaſur'd Time; when 1 have made 

This exquiſite, this moſt amazing Goodneſs, - 

Some Recompence of Love and matchlefs'Truth. 
Alm. Tis more than Recompence, to ſee thy re Face: 

If Heav'n is greater Joy it is no Happineſs, 

For tis not to be born----- What ſhall I ſay? 

I have a thouſand things to know, and ask, 

And ſpeak----That thou art here, beyond all Hope, 

All Thought; that all at once thou art before me, 

And with ſuch Suddenneſs has hit my Sight, 

Is ſuch Surpriſe, ſuch Myſtery, ſuch Ecſtaſy ! 

It hurries all my Soul, and ſtuns my Senſe, 

Sure from thy Father's Tomb thou didſt ariſe ! 
O/m. I did; and thou, my Love didſt call me; thou. 
Alm. True; but how cam ſt thou there? Wert thou alone? 
Oſm. I was, and lying on my Father's Lead, 


; Whea broken Echoes of a diſtant Voice 


Diſturb'd the ſacred Silence of the Vault, 
In Murmurs round my Head, I roſe and liſtned, 
And thought I heard thy Spirit call Alphonſo ; 
I thought I ſaw thee too; but O, I thought not 
That I indeed ſhould be ſo bleſt to ſee thee----- 
Alm. But ſtill, how cam'ſt thou hither ? How thus ?---Ha? 
What's he, who like thy ſelf is ſtarted here 
E'er ſeen? 
O/m. Where? ha! What do I ſee ? Antonio? 
I'm fortunate indeed-----my Friend too, ſafe! 
Aeli. Moſt happily, in finding you thus bleſs'd, 
Alm. More Miracles! Antonio too eſcap'd ! 
O/m. And twice efcap'd, both from the Rage of Seas 
And War: For in the Fight I ſaw him fall. 
Heli, But fell unhurt, a Priſoner as your ſelf, 


And as your {elf made free; hither I came 


Impatiently to ſeek you, where I knew 


Of: 
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Oſm. There are no Wonders, or elſe all is Wonder. |] 


Heli, I ſaw you on the Ground, and rais'd you up: 

When with Aſtoniſhment, I faw Almerra. 

O/m. I {aw her too, and therefore ſaw not thee, 
Alm. Nor I; nor could I, for my Eyes were yours. 
Oſm. What means the Bounty of All-gracious Heay a, 

That perſevering ſtill, with open Hand, 5 

It ſcatters good, as in a Waſte of Mercy ? 

Where will this end! but Heav'n is infinite 

In all, and can continue to beſtow, 

When ſcanty Number ſhall be ſpent in telling. 

Leon, Or I'm deceiv'd, or I beheld the Glimpſe 

Of two in ſhining Habits croſs the Ile; 

Who by their pointing ſeem to mark this Place. 

Alm. Sure I have dreamt, if we muſt part ſo ſoons 
O/m. I wiſh at leaſt, our Parting were a Dream, 

Or we could ſleep till we again were met. | 
Heli. Zara with Selim, Sir; I aw and know em: 

You muſt be quick, for Love will lend her Wings. | 
Alm. What Love? Who is ſhe? Why are you ala md { 
O/m. She's the Reverſe of thee; ſhe's my Unhappinęſs. 

Harbour no Thought that may diſturb thy Peace; 


But gently take thy ſelf away, leſt ſhe 

Should come, and ſee the ſtraining of my Eyes 
To follow thee. I'll think how we may meet 
To part no more; my Friend will tell thee allx 


Oſm. We ſhall; we part not but to meet agai 
Gladneſs and Warmth of ever - kindling Love 
Dwell with thee, and revive thy Heart in Abſence. 


SCENS 


How I eſcap'd. how I am here, and thus; 1 \ 
How I'm not call'd Alphonſo, now, but O/myn ; 1 
And he Heli. All, all be will unfold, 1 
Ere next we meet -=--- | 
Alm, Sure we ſhall meet again- — | | 
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N SCENE VIII. 


OS MT N alone. 
Ver I behold her- yet - And now no more. 


239 


Turn your Lights in ward, Eyes, and view my Thought 


So ſhall you ſtill behold her twill not be. 

O impotence of Sight! Mechanick Senſe, 
Which to exterior Objects ow'ſt thy Faculty, 
Not ſceing of Electlon, but Neceſſity, 

Thus do our Eyes, as do all common Mirrours, 
Succeſſively reflect ſucceeding Images: 

Not what they would, but muſt; a Star, or Toad: 
Juſt as the Hand of Chance adininiſters, 

Not fo the Mind, whoſe undetermin'd View 
Revolves, and to the preſent adds the paſt ;. - 
Eſſay ing further to Futurity ; 

But that in vain,” I have Almeria here 


At once, as I before have ſeen her often ·— * 
SCENE IX. 
Z ARA, SELIM, Os MTN. 
237% 1 


EE where. he ſtands, folded and fix'd to Earth, 
Stiff ning in Thought, a Statue among Statues, . 
Why, cruel O/yn, doſt thou fly me thus? 
Is it well done? ls this then the Return 
For Fame, for Honour, and for Empire loft ? 


But what is loſs of Honour, Fame and Empire? * 


Is this the Recompence reſerv'd for Love? 
Why doſt thou leave my Eyes, and fly my Arms, 
To find this Place of Horror and Obſcurity ? 


Am I more loathſome to thee than the Grave, 
Phat ghou doſt ſeek to ſhield thee there, and ſhun 
My Love? But to the Grave I'll follow thee-=--» 


He looks not, minds not, hears not; barbarous Man, 
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Am I neglected thus? Am I deſpis d? 
Not heard ! ungrateful Oſmyn. 

Oſm. Ha, tis Zara! 

Zara. Ves, Traitor; Zara, loſt, abandon' d Zara,” 
Is a regardleſs. Suppliant, now, to Oſmyn, 
The Slave, the Wretch that ſhe redeem'd from Death, 
Diſdains to liſten now, or look on Zara. 

Oſm. Far be the Guilt of ſuch Reproaches from me; 
Loſt in my ſelf, and blinded by my Thoughts, 
I ſaw you not, till now. 

Zara. Now then you ſee me. 
But with ſuch dumb and thankleſs Eyes you look, 
Better I was-unſeen, than ſeen thus coldly. 

O/m, What would you from a Wretch who came to 
And only for his Sorrows choſe this Solitude? [mourky. 
Look round; Joy is not here, nor Chearfulneſs, 
You have purſu'd Mis fortune to its Dwelling, . 
Yet look for Gaiety and Gladneſs there. 

Zara. Inhuman! Why, why doſt thou rack me thus? 
And with Perverſeneſs, from the Purpoſe, anſwer? 
What is't to me, this Houſe of Miſery? 
What Joy do I require? If thou doſt mourn, 
I come to mourn with thee; to ſhare thy Griefs, 
And give thee, for em, in Exchange my Love. 

Oſm. O that's the greateſt Griet-----I am fo poor. 
have not wherewithal to give again. 

Zara. Thou haſt'a Heart, tho tis a Savage Ones. 
Give it me as it is; Lask no more. 
For-all I've done, and all I have endur'd: 
For ſaving thee, when I beheld thee firſt, 
Driven by the Tide upon my Country's Coaſt; 
Pale and expiring, drench'd in Briny Waves, 
Thou and thy Friend, till my Compaſſion found thee; -. 
Compaſſion! ſcarce. will't own that Name, ſo ſoon, 
So quickly was it Love; for thou wert God-like 
Ev'n then. Kneeling on Earth, I loos'd my Hair, 
And with it dry'd that wat'ry Cheeks then chafd 
BY Tem . till revivipg Blood aroſe, 


1 
gl 
| 
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And like the Morn vermilion'd o'er thy Face. 
O Heav'n! how did my Heart rejoice and ake, 
When I beheld the Day-break of thy Eyes, 
And felt the Balm of thy reſpiring Lips! 
O/m. O call not to my Mind what you have done; 
It ſets a Debt of that Account before me, | 
Which ſhews me poor and bankrupt even in Hopes. 
Zara, The faithful Selim, and my Women know 
The Dangers which I tempted to conceal] you. 
You know how I abus d the credulous King; 
What Arts I us'd to make you paſs on him, 
When he receiv'd you as the Prince of Fez; 
And as my Kinſman, honour'd and advanc'd yon, 
O, why do relate what I have done? 
What did I not? Was't not for you this War 
Commenc'd? Not knowing who you were, nor why 
You hated Manwel, I urg'd my Husband 
To this Invaſion ; where he late was loſt, - 
Where all is loſt, and I am made a Slave, 
— ook on me now, from Empire fall'n to Slavery; 
hink on my Suff rings firſt, then look on me; 
Think oa the Cauſe of all, then view thy ſelf: 
Reflect on Oſnyn, and then look on Zara, 
The fall'n, the loſt, and now the Captive Zara, A. 
And now abandon' d- ſay, what then is Oſmyn? De 
Oſm. A fatal Wretch----a hudge ſtupendous Ruin, T. 
That tumbling on its Prop, cruſh'd all beneath, 
And bore contiguous Palaces to Earth, 
Zara. Yet thus, thus fall'n, thus levell'd with the vileſt, 
If Thave gain'd thy Love, tis glorious Ruin; 
Ruin! tis ſtill to reign, and to be more 
A Queen; for what are Riches, Empire, Power, 
But larger Means to gratify the Will? 
The Steps on which we tread, to riſe, and reach 
Our Wiſh, and that obtained, down with the Scaffolding 
Of Scepters, Crowns, and Thrones; they have ſery'd their 
And are, like Lumber, to be left and ſcorn'd, [End, 
Of, Why was I made the Iuſument, to throw 
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In Bonds the Frame of this exalted Mind? * © ; 

Zara, We may be free; the Conqueror is mine; 
In Chains unſeen I hold him by the Heart, | 
And can unwind or ſtrain him as I pleaſe. © 1 


Give me thy Love, Ill.give thee Liberty, | | | 
Ofm. In vain you offer, and in vain require | | 
What neither can beſtow, Set free your ſelf, - | | 
And leave a Slave the Wretch that would be ſo. — 4 
Zara. Thou can't not mean fo poorly as thou talk ſt 1 


Oſm. Alas, you know me not. | 
Zara, Not'who thou art: | 
But what this laſt Ingratitude declares, | 
This groveling Baſeneſs Thou ſay'ſt true, I know 
Thee not, for what thou art yet wants a Name: | | $ 
By ſomething ſo unworthy, and fo vile, — 14 
| 
| 
| 


That to have lov'd thee makes me yet more loſt, 
Than all the Malice of my other Fate. 172 | 
Traitor, Monſter, cold and and perfidious Slave; | 
A Slave, not daring to be free! nor dares | 
To love above him, for *tis dangerous: | | 
*Tis that, I know; for thou doſt look, with Eyes 4 TH 
Sparkling Defire, and trembling to poſſeſs. || 
I know thy Charms have reach'd thy very Soul, | 
And thril'd thee through with darted Fires; but thou 

Doſt fear ſo much, thou dar'ſt not wiſh. The King! 
There, there's the dreadful Sound, the King's thy Rival! 

Sel, Madam, the King is here, and entring now, 1 
Zara. As I could wiſh; by Heav'n Il be reveng'd, | 


1 — 


SCENE X. 
ZARA, OSMYN, SELIM, the Kinc, PEREZ, a 
| Attendants, fi 
KING. if 
HY does the faireſt of her Kind withdraw l! 


; Her Shining from the Day, to gild this Scene 
Of Death and Night? Fla; what Dilorder's this ? 


— 
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| 
| Somewhat I. heard of King and Rival mention d. 
| What's he that dares be Rival to the King? 
4 Or lift his Eyes to like, where I adore?- . _ 
1 Zara. There, he; your Priſoner, and that was my Slave. 
King, How ? Better than my Hopes? Does ſhe accuſe 
7 RAR g | | [Aſude, 
Zara. Am I become ſo low by my Captivity, 
And do your Arms fo leſſen what they conquer, 
That Zara muſt be made the Sport of Slaves? 
And ſhall the Wretch, whom yeſter Sun beheld 
Waiting my Nod, the Creature of my Pow'r, 
Preſume to Day to plead audacious Love, 
And build bold Hopes on my dejected Fate? 
Xivg. Better for him. to tempt the Rage of Heav'n, . 
And wrench the Bolt red-hiſſing from the Hand 
Of him that thunders, than but think that Inſolence. 
*Tis daring for a God. Hence, to the Wheel 
With that Ixion, who aſpires to hold 
Divinity embrac'd , to Whips and Priſons 
Drag him with Speed, and rid me of his Face. 
| | [Guards ſeize Oſmyn. 
Zara, Compaſſion led me to bemoan his State, | 
Whoſe former faith had merited much more: 
And through my Hopes in you, I undertook . 
He ſhould be ſer at large; thence ſprung his Inſolence, - 
And what was Charity, he conſtru'd Love. 
King, Enough; his Puniſhment-be what you pleaſe. 
But let me lead you from this Place of Sorrow, 
To one, where young Delights attend; and Joys 
Yet new, unborn, and blooming in the Bud, 
Which wait to be full-blown at your Approach, 
And ſpread like Roſes to the Morning Sun: 
Where ev'ry Hour ſhall roll in circling Joys 
And Love ſhall wing the tedious-waſting Day: 
Life without Love is Load; and Time ſtands ill : }. 
What we refuſe to him, to Death we give; 
And then, then only, when we love, we live; 
Tiye End ef the Srcond Ack. | 
ACT 
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ACT IE SCENE: L 


APRISON. 


O$SMYN alone with a Paper. 


OSMY N. 


UT now, and I was clos'd within the 
Tomb 

Eh That holds my Father's Aſhes; and but 

II. now. | 

Where he was Pris'ner I am too im- 

- priſon d. 

Sure 'tis the Hand of Heay'n that leads me thus, 

nd for ſome Purpoſe points out theſe Remembrances, 

in a dark Corner of my Cell I found 

This Paper, what it is this Light will ſhow. 


ny Alphonſo---- Ha! Reading. 
my Alphonſo. live, reſtore him, Heav'n; 
Give me more Weight, cruſh my declining Years 
th Bolts, with Chains, Impriſoument and Want; 
3ut bleſs my Son, viſit not him for me. 


{t is his Hand; this was his Pray'r----yet more: 


Let ev'ry Hair, which Sorrow by the Roots Reading. 
Tears from my hoary and devoted Head, 

Ze doubled in Ls Mercies to my Son: 

Not for myſelf, but him, hear me All. gracious 


' Tis wanting what ſhould follow--- Heav'n ſhou'd follow; 
But 'tis torn off----Why ſhou'd that Word alone 

Be torn from his Petition? *Twas to Heav'n, 

Zut Heav'n was deaf, Heav'n heard him not; but thus; 
Thus as the Name of Heav'n from this is torn, 
30 did it tear the Ears of Mercy from 
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His Voice ſhutting the Gates of Pray'r agaiaſt him. 
If Piety be thus debarr'd Acceſs 

On high, and of good Men the very beſt 

Is fingled out to bleed, and bear the Scourge, 

What is Reward? or what is Puniſhment ? 

But who ſhall dare to ax Eternal Juſtice ! 

Yet I may think may, I muſt; for Thought 
Precedes the Will to think, and Error lives 

Ere Reaſon can be born, "Reaſon, the Power 

To gueſs at Right and Wrong the twinkling Lamp 
Of wand'ring Life, that winks by Turns, 

Fooling the Follower, betwixt Shade and Shining. 
What Noiſe! Who's there? My Friend! How cam'ſt 


thou hither ? , 

— — 3 — — — — ; 
SCENE' Il. 1 

OSMYN, HELL. ? 

. R 

HEL I. C 

T HE Times too precious to be ſpent intelling; * 
The Captain influenc'd by Almeria's Power, A 
Gave Order to the Guards for my \dmittance. 1 
oſm. How does Almeria? But I know, ſhe is T 
As I am. Tell me, may I hope to ſee ber? M 
Heli. You may: anon, at Midnight when the King W 

Is gone to Reſt, and Garcia is retir d, 57 0 
(Who takes the Privilege to viſit late, Te 
Preſuming on a Bridegroom's Right) ſhe'll come. Ox 
Oſm. She'll come! *tis what 1 wiſh, yet what fear. C, 
She'll come; but whither, and to whom? O Heav'n! Wy 

To a vile Priſon, and a captiv'd Wretch; f 

To one, who had ſhe never known ſhe had My 

Been happy: Why, why was that heav'nly Creature Pq 

Abandon'd o'er to love what Heav'n forſakes? 205 

Why does ſhe follow, with unwearied Steps, The 

One, who has tir'd Misfortune with purſuing? Occ 
One, dri a about the Word like blaſted Lare For 
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And chaff, the Sport of adverſe Winds; till late 
At length, impriſon'd in ſome Cleft of Rock, 
Or Earth, it. reſts, and rots to filent Duſt. 
Heli, Have Hopes, and hear the Voice of-better Fate, 
ve learn'd there are Diſorders ripe fir Mutiny 
Among the Troops, Who thought to ſhare the Plunder, 
Which Manuel to his.own Uſe.and Avarice 
Converts, This News has reach'd Valzntia's Frontiers; 
Where many of your Subjects, long oppreſo d 
With Tyranny and grievous Impoſitions, 
Are riſen in Arms; and call for chiefs to head 
And lead them to regain their Rights and Liberty. 
O/m. By Heav'n thou'ſt rous'd me from my Lethargy, 
The Spirit which was deaf.to my own Wrongs, 
And the loud Cries of my dead Father's Blood; 
Deaf to Revenge-»--nay, which refus'd to hear 
The piercing Sighs and Murmurs of my Love 
Yet unenjoy'd; what not Almeria could 
Revive, or raiſe, my Peoples Voice has waken'd, 
O my Antonio, I am all on Fire, 
My Soul is up in Arms, ready to charge | 
And bear amidſt the Foe, with conqu'ring Troops, 
I hear em call to lead em on to Liberty, 
To Victory; their Shouts and Clamours rend 
My Ears, and reach the Heav'ns; where is the King? 
Where is Alplonſo? ha! where? where indeed? 
OI could tear and burſt the Strings of Life, 
To break theſe Chains, Off, off, ye Stains of Royalty; 
Off, Slavery. O curſe! that I alone 
Can beat and flutter in my Cage, when I 
Would ſoar and ſtoop at Victory beneath. 
Heli, Our Poſture of Affairs, and ſcanty Time, 
My Lord, require you ſhould compoſe your ſelf, 
And think on what we may reduce to practice. 
Zara, the Cauſe of your Reſtraint may be 
The Means of Liberty reſtor d. That gain d, 
Occafion will not fail to point gut Ways 
For 70h Eſcape, Mean time, I've thought already, 
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With Speed and Safety to convey my ſelf 
Where not far off ſome Male-contents hold Council 
Nightly ; who hate this Tyrant; ſome, who love 
Anſelmo's Memory, and will, for certain, 
When they ſhall know you live, aſſiſt your Cauſe. 
Om, My Friend and Counſellor, as thou think ſt fits 
So do, I will with Patience wait my Fortune. 
Heli. When Zara comes, abate of your Averſion. 
Oſin. I hate her not, nor can diſſemble Love: 
But as I may, I'll do. I have a Paper 
Which I would ſhew thee} Friend, but that the Sight 
Would hold thee here, and clog thy Expedition. 
Within J found it, by my Father's Hand 
"Twas writz aPray'r for me, wherein appears 
Paternal Love prevailing o'er his Sorrows z 
Such Sanctity, ſuch Tenderneſs ſo mix'd 
With Grief as wou'd draw Tears from Inhumanity. 
Heli, The Care of Providence ſure left it there, 4 
To arm your Mind with Hope. Such Piety 
Was never heard in vain: Heav'n has in Store 
For you, thoſe Bleſſings it withheld from him. 
In that Aſſurance live; which Time, I hope, 
And our next Meeting will confirm, 
Oſm. Farewel, 
My Friend; the Good thou doſt deſerve attend thee, 


WV. —— 


SCENE I. 


OsMYN alone. 


T been to blame, and queſtion d with Impiety 
The Care of Heav n. Not ſo my Father bore 

More anxious Grief, This ſhould have better taught me: 

This Leſſon, in ſome Hour of Inſpiration, 

By him ſet down; when his pure Thoughts were born, 

Like Fumes of ſacred Incenſe, o'er the Clouds, 

And wafted thence, on Angels Wings, thro Way 

Of Light, to the bright Source of all. For thers 


* 
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He in the Book of Preſcience ſaw this Day; 
And waking to the World, and mortal Senſe, 
Left this Example of his Reſignation, 

This bis laſt Legacy to me, which, here, 

Il treaſure as more worth than Diadems, 
Or all extended Rule of Regal Pow'r. 


SCENE IV. 
OSMYN, ZARA veil'd, 


OS MTN. 


W HAT Brightneſs breaks upon me thus thro Shades, 
And promiſes a Day to this dark Dwelling? 
Is it my Love? | 
Zara, O that my Heart had taught [Lifting her Veil, 
Thy Tongue that ſaying | 
Om. Zara! I am betray'd 
By my Surpriſe. 
Zara, What, does my Face diſpleaſe thee? 
That having ſeen it, thou doſt turn thy Eyes 
Away, as from Deformity and Horror. 
If ſo, this Sable Curtain ſhall again 
Be drawn, and I will ſtand before thee ſeeing, 
And unſeen, Is it my Love? ask again 
That Queſtion, ſpeak again in that ſoft Voice, 
And look again with Wiſhes in thy Eyes. 
O no, thou can'ſt not, for thou ſee'ſt me now, 
As ſhe whole ſavage Breaſt has been the Cauſe 
Of theſe thy Wrongs; as ſhe, whoſe barbarous Rage 
Has loaden thee with Chains and galling Irons: 
Well doſt thou ſcorn me, and upbraid my Falſeneſs: 
Could one who lov'd, thus torture whom ſhe loy'd? 
No, no, it muſt be Hatred, dire Revenge, 
And Deteſtation, that cou'd uſe thee thus. 
So thou doſt think; then do but tell me ſo; 
Tell me, and thou ſhalt ſee how Tl! revenge 
Thee on this falſe one, how I'll ſtab and tear 


This 
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This Heart of Flint *cill-it ſhall-bleed ; and thou 
Shalt weep for mine, forgetting thy own Miſeries. 
Oſm. You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to believe 
I bear my Fortunes with ſo low a Mind, F 
As ſtill to meditate Revenge on all 
Whom Chance, or Fate working by ſecret Cauſes, 
Has made per force ſubſervient tg that Ed 
The Heav'nly Pow'rs allot me; no, not you, 
But Deſtiny and inauſpicious Stars 
Have caſt me dowa to this low Being: Or, 
Granting you had, from you I have deſerv'd it. 
Zara. Canſt thou forgive me then? wilt thou believe 
So kindly of my Fault, to call it Madneſs ? 
O, give that Madueſs yet a milder Name, 
And call it Paſſion ; then, be ſtill more kind, 
And call that Paſſion Love. 
Oſm. Give it a Name, 
Or Being as you pleaſe, ſuch I will think it. 
Zara. O thou doſt wound me more with this thy Goodueſs, 
Than &er thou could'ſt with bittereſt Reproaches; 
Thy Anger could not pierce thus to my Heart. 
Oſm. Yet I cou'd wiſh------ 
Zara, Haſte me to know it: what? 
Oſm. That at this Time I had not been this Thing 
Zara, What Thing ? | 
O/m. This Slave. 
Zara, O Heav'n! my Fears interpret 
This thy Silence ; ſomewhat of high Concern, 
Long faſhioning within thy labouring Mind, 
And now juſt ripe for Birth, my Rage has ruin'd, 
Have I done this? Tell me, am I ſo curs'd? 
O/m. Time may have ſtill one fated Hour to come, 
Which, -wing'd with Liberty, might overtake 
Occafion paſt, 
Zara. Swift as Occaſion, I 
My ſelf will fly; and earlier than the morn 
Wake thee to Freedom. Now *tis late; and yet 
Some News few Minutes paſt arriv'd, which ſeem'd 
4 


To 
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To ſhake the Temper of the King----Who knows 
What racking Cares diſeaſe a Monarch's Bed? 
Or Love, that late at Night til] lights his Lamp, 
And ftrikes his Rays thro' Dusk, and folded Lids, 
Forbidding Reſt, may ftretch his Eyes awake, 
And force their Balls abroad at this dead Hour. 
try. 

Oſm. 1 have not merited this Grace; 
Nor, ſhou'd my ſecret Purpoſe take Effect, 
Can I repay, as you require, ſuch Benefits. 

Zara. Thou canſt not owe me more, nor have I more 
To give, than I've already loft, - But now, 
So does the Form of our Engagements reſt, | 
Thou haſt the Wrong, *till I redeem thee hence; 
That done, l leave thy juſtice to return 
My Love. Adieu. 


* — 2 


. 


o SMT N alone. 


HIS Woman has a Soul 
Of God-like Mould, intrepid and commanding; 
And challenges, in ſpite of me, my beſt 
Eſteem z to this ſhe's fair; few more can boaſt _ 
Of Perſonal Charms, or with leſs Vanity 
Might hope to captivate the Hearts of Kings, 
But ſhe has Paſſions which out-ſtrip the Wind, 


And tear her Virtues up, as rempeſts root > 


The Sea, I fear when ſhe ſhall know the Truth, 
Some ſwift and dire Event of her blind Rage 
Will make all fatal. But behold ſhe comes 
For whom I fear, to ſhield me from my Fears, 


—— — — — 
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SCENE VL 
ALMERIA, Os ux. 


OS MEFEN. 


Y Life, my Health, my Liberty, my All! 
How ſhall I welcome thee to this ſad Place? 
How ſpeak to thee the Words of Joy and Tranſport? 
How run into thy Arms, withheld by Fetters; 
Or take thee into mine, while I'm thus manacled _ 
And pinſon'd like a Thief or Murderer ? 
Shall I not hurt or bruiſe thy tender Body, 
And ſtain thy Boſom with the Ruſt of theſe 
Rude Irons! Muſt I meet thee thus, Almeria? 
Alm, Thus, thus; we parted, thus to meet again, 
Thou told'ſt me thou would'ſt think how we might meet 
Id part no more-----Now-we will part no more; 
For theſe thy Chains, or Death, ſhall join us ever, 
oſm. Hard Means to ratify that 'Word !----O Cruelty 
That ever I ſhould think beholding thee 
A Torture!----yet, ſuch is the bleeding Anguiſh 
Of my Heart, to ſee thy Sufferings---O Heav'n! 
That T could almoſt turn my Eyes away, 
Or wiſh thee from my Sight, 
Alm. O] ſay not ſo; | 
Tho! tis becauſe thou lov'ſt me. Do not fay, 
On any Terms, that thou doſt wiſh me from thee. 
No, no, 'tis better thus, that we together 
Feed on each other's Heart, devour our Woes 
With mutual Appetite ; and mingling in | 
One Cup the common Stream of both our Eyes, 
Drink bitter Draughts, with never-ſlaking Thirſt, | 
Thus better, than for any Cauſe to part. | 
What doſt thou think? Look not fo tenderly 
Upon me----ſpeak, and take me in thy Arms | 
Thou can'ſt not! thy poor Arms are bound, and ſtrive | 
In vain with the remorſeleſs Chains which gnaw 
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And eat into thy Fleſh, feſtting thy Limb 
With rankling Ruſt. 
O/m. Ohl! O— = 2 
Alm, Give me that Sigh. N 
Why doſt thou heave, and ſtifle in thy Griefs? 
Thy Heart will burſt, thy Eyes lock red and ſtirt; 
Give thy Soul way, and tell me thy dirk Thought. (Brett? 


Oſm. For this World's Rule, I wou'd not word thy - 


With ſuch a Dagger as then ſtuck my Heart. 


Alm, Why? why? To know ir, cannot wound me more. 


Than ee thou haſt felt it. Tell it me. 
----Thou giv'ſt me Pain with too much Tenderneſs! 
Oſm. And thy exceſſive Love diſtracts my Senſe! 
O woud'ſt thou be leſs killing, ſoft or kind, 
Grief cou'd not double thus his Darts againſt me. 
Alm, Thou doft me Wrong, and Grief too robs my Heart, 
If there he ſhoot not ev ry other Shaft; 
Thy ſecond ſelf ſnou d feel each other Wound, 
And Woe ſhou'd be in equal Portions dealt. 
I am thy Wife. 
Oſm. O thou haſt ſearch'd too deep: 
There, there I bleed; there pull the' cruel Cords, 
That ſtrain my cracking Nerves; Engines and Wheels, * 
That Peace- meal grind, are Beds of Down and Balm 
To that Soul-racking Thought, 
Alm. Then I am curs'd 
Indeed, if that be ſo; if Pm thy Torment, 
Kill me, then kill me, daſh me with thy Chains, 


Tread on me: What, am I the Boſom-Snake, 


That ſucks thy warm Life-Blood, and gnaws thy Heart? 
O that thy Words had Force to break thoſe Bonds, 
As they have Strength to tear this Heart in ſunder3 
So ſnoud'ſt thou be at large from all Oppreſſion. 
Am J, am I of all thy Woes the worſt? 

Oſm. My all of Bliſs, my everlaſting Life, 
Soul of my Soul, and End of all my Wiſhes, 
Why doſt thou thus unman me with thy Words, 
And melt me down 1 gy with thy Weepings?” 


» 
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Why doſt thou ask? Why doſt thou talk thus piercingly? 


Thy Sorrows have diſturb'd thy Peace of Mind, 
And thou doſt ſpeak of Miſeries impoſſible, 


Alm. Didſi thou not ſay, that Racks and Wheels were Balm, 


And Beds of Eaſe, to thinking me thy Wife? 

O/m. No no; nor ſhou'd the ſubtleſt Pains that Hell, 
Or Hell-born Malice can invent, extort | 
A Wiſh or Thought from me, to have thee other. 
But thou wilt know what harrows up my Heart: 
Thou art my Wife ·nay, thou art yet my Bride! 
The ſacred Union of connubial Love | 
Yet unaccompliſh'd; his myſterious Rites 
Delay'd; nor has our Hymeneal Torch 
Yet lighted up his laſt moſt prateful Sacrifice; 


But, daſh'd with Rain from Eyes, and ſwail'd with Sighs, 


Burns dim, and glimmers with expiring Light. 
Is this dark Cell a Temple for that God? x 
Or this vile Earth an Altar for ſuch Ofrings ? 
This Den for Slaves, this Dungeon damp'd with Woes; 
Is this our Marriage-Bed! Are theſe our Joys! 

Is this to call thee mine! O hold my Heart! 

To call thee mine? Yes; thus, even thus to call 

Thee mine, were Comfort, Joy, extremeſt Ecſtaſy 
But O thou art not mine, not ev'n in Miſery; 

And *tis deny'd to me to be fo bleſs'd, 

As to be wretched with thee, | 

Alm. No; not that 
The extremeſt Malice of our Fate can hinder: 

That till is left us, and on that we'll feed, 
As on the Leavings of Calamity. 
There we wil! feaſt, and ſmile on paſt Diſtreſs, 
And hug, in ſcorn of it, our mutual Ruin, 

O/m. O thou doſt talk, my Love, as one reſoly'd 
Beeruſe not knowing Danger. But look forward ; 
Think on to-morrow, when thou ſhalt be torn 
From theſe weak, ſtruggling, unextended Arms; 
Think how my Heart will heave, and Eyes will ftraio; 
To graſp and reach what is deny'd my Hands: f 


Think 
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Think how. the Blood will ſtart, and Tears will guſh 
To follow thee, my ſeparating Soul. a l 
Think how Iam, when thou ſhalt wed wich Garcia! | 
Then will I ſmear theſe Walls with Blood, disfigurg 
And daſh my Face, and rive my clotted Hair. 
Break on the flinty Floor my throbbing Breaſt, 
And grovel with gaſh'd Hands fo ſcratch a Grave, 
Stripping my Nails, to tear this Payement UP, | 
And bury me alive. "a 

Alm, Heart-breaking Horror! e | 

O/m. Then Garcia ſhall lie panting on thy boſom; | 
Luxurious, revelling amidſt thy Charms; a 
And thou perforce muſt yield, and aid his Tranſport. 
Hell! Hell! have I not Cauſe to rage and rave? 
What are all Racks, and Wheels, and Whips to this? 
Are they not ſoothing Softneſs,' ſinking Eaſe, 
And wafting Air to this? O my Almerm : 
What do the damn'd endure, but to deſpair, 
But knowing Heay'n, to know it loſt for erer? 

Alm. O, I am ftruck; thy Words are Bolts of Ice, 

Which ſhot into my Breaſt, now melt and chill me, 
I chatter, ſhake, and faint with thrilling Fears, 
No, hold me not----O, let us not ſupport, 
But ſink each other, deeper yet, down, down, 
WhereNevel!'d low, no more we'll lift our Eyes, i 
But prone, and dumb, rot the firm Face of Earth 
With Rivers of inceſſant ſcalding Rain. 


% 


| SCENT: Vit 
ZARA, PEREZ, SELIM, OSMYN, ALMERIA. 
Z AR 4, | 


8 Omewhat of Weight to me requires his Freedom, 
Dare you diſpute the King 5 Command? Behold 
The Royal Signet. 
Per. I obey; yet beg | / 
Your Majeſty one Moment to defer 5! 
C 2 | "Your 
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Your entring, till the Princeſs is return d 
From viſiting the Noble Priſoner, 

Zara. Ha! 
What ſay'ſt th | 

O/m, We are loſt undone! diſcover'd! 
Retire, my Life, with Speed Alas we're ſeen 
Speak of Compaſſion, let her hear you ſpeax 
Of interceeding for me with the King; 
Say ſomewhat quickly to conceal our Lanes 
If poſſible - 

Alm, ------I cannot ſpeak. 

O/m. Let me 
Conduct you forth, as not perceiving her, 
But *till ſhe's gone; then bleſs me thus again, 

Zara. Trembling and weeping as he leads her forth! 
Confuſion in his Face, and Grief in hers! 
Tis plain, I've been abus'd----Death and Deſtruction ? 
How ſhall I ſearch into this Myſtery! 
The blueſt Blaſt of Peſtilential Air 
Strike, damp, deaden her Charms, and kill his Eyes; 
Perdition catch em both, and Ruin part em, 

Oſm. This Charity to one unkuoven, and thus 

I Aloud,to Almeria as ſhe goes out. 

Diſtreſs'd, Heay' a will repay ; all Thanks are poor. 


FY —_ — rat. 


SCENE VIII. 
ZARA, SELIM, OSMYN, 


Z AR A. 


\mn'd, damn'd Diſſembler! Yet I will be calm, 
* Choke in my Rape, and know the urmoſt'Depthr 
Of this Deceiver---You ſeem much ſurpriz'd. 
O/m. At: your:return-ſo-foon and unexpected! 
Zara. And ſa unwviſh d, unwanted tag it ſeems. 
Confuſion! Yet I will contain my ſelf, 
You're grown a Favourite ſince laſt ve parteds 
Perhaps I'm ſaucy and * 
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Oſm. Madam | 
Zara. I did not 'know'the'PrinceſsFavouritez | 
Your Pardon,'Sir--- miſtake me not; you think | | | | 
I'm angry; you're deceiv'd. I came to ſet = 


You free: But ſnall return much better pleas d, | 
To find you have an Intereſt ſuperior. - | 
oſin. You do not come to mock my Miſeries? | | 
Zara. I do. 1 
Oſm, I could at this Time ſpare your Mirth. |. 
Zara. I know thou coud'ſt; but I'm not oftew-Pleas'd;. ” 

| 


And will indilge it now, What Miſeries? | 
Who wou'd not be thus happily confin d. | 
To be the Care of weeping Majeſty? _ [ 
To have contending Queens, at dead of Night, 
Forſake their Down, to wake with watry Eyes, 
And watch like Tapers o'er Your Hotirs of Reſt. 
O Curſe I cannot hold. 
Om, Come, tis too much: 
Zara. Villain! ; 
Oſm. How, Madam 
Zara. Thou ſhalt die. 
Ofm. I thank bu. | | 
Jens Thou ly ſt ; for now I know for whom thoudW 
ive, | 
Oſm. Then you may know for whom I'd die. 
Zara, Hell! Hell! 
Yet Vi] be calm----Dark-and unknown Betrayer! 
But now-the Dawn' begins, and the flow Hand 
Of Fate is ſtretch'd to draw+the Veil, and leave 
Thee bare, the naked Mark of publick View. 
Oſm, You may be ſtill deceiv'd, tis in my Pow'r. 
Zara. Who waits there? As you'll anſwer it, look, this 
Slave II the Guard. 
Attempt no Means to make bimſelf away. — 
I've been deceiv'd. The Publick Safety now 
Requires he ſhou'd be more confin'd, and none, 
No, not the Princeſs, ſuſfer d or to fee, 
Or ſpeak with him I'll quit you to the King. 
; C3 Vile: 
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Vile and Ingrate! too late thou ſhalt repent 
The baſe Injuſtice thou haſt done my Love: 
Yes, thou ſhalt know, ſpite of thy paſt Diſtreſs, _ 
And all thoſe Ills which thou fo long haſt mourn'd;, c 


Heav'n has no Rage, like Love to Hatred turn'd, . 
Nor Hell a Fury, like a Woman ſcorn'd.. - 


The End of the Third Ack. 


— 1 


ACT IVV. SCENE I. 


A Room of State. 


— 


ZARA, SELIM. 


Z A R 4. | 
Wy HOU haſt already rack'd me with thy 
| Stay; | 
Therefore require me not to ask thee 
twice: . 


Reply at once to all. What is concluded? 
a Sel. Your Accuſation bighly has incens'd 
The King, and were alone enough to urge 
The Fate of Oſmyn; but to that, freſh News 
Is ſince arriv'd, of more revolted Troops. 
"Tis certain Heli too is fled, and with him 
(Which breeds Amazement and Diſtraction) ſome” 
Who bore high Offices of Weight and Truſt, 
Both in the State and Army, This confirms 
The King, in full Belief of all you told him, 
Concerning O/myn, and his Correſpondence 
With them who firſt began the Mutiny. 
Wherefore a Warrant for his Death is ſign'd; 
And Order given for Publick Execution. 
Zara. Ha! haſte thee! fly, prevent his Fate and mine; 
Find out the King, tell him I have of Weight 
More than his Crown t'impart ere Oſumn die. 
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Sel. It needs not, for the King will ſtraight be here, 
And as to your Revenge, not his own Int'reſt, | 
Pretend to facrifice the Life of Oſmyn. 

Zara. What ſhall I ſay? Invent, contrive, adviſe 
Somewhat to blind the King, and fave his Life 
In whom I live. Spite of my Rage and Pride, 
I am a Woman, and a Lover ſtill. 
O! "tis more Grief but to ſuppoſe his Death, 
Than ſtill to meet the Rigour of his Scorn. 
From my Deſpair my Anger had its Source; 
When he is dead I muſt deſpair for ever. 
For ever! thay's/Deſpair-- -it was Diſtruſt 
Before; Diſttüſt will ever be in Love, 
And Anger in Diſtraſt, both ſhort-!iv'd Pains. 
Bü © Deſpair, and ever-during Death, 
F 1, no Bound, but Infinite of Woe." 
0 ent, but to think! what then to bear? 
> <0 be born--Deviſe the Means to ſhun it, 
Ack; or, by Heav'n this Dagger drinks thy Blood: 

Sel. My Life is yours, nor wiſh I to preſerve it, 
But to ſerve you. I have already thought. 

Zara, Forgive my Rage; I know thy Love and Truth 
But ſay, what's to be done? or when, or how, 
Shall I prevent, or ftop thapproaching Danger? 

Sel. You muſt ſtill ſeem moſt reſolute and fix d 
On Oſmyn's Death; too quick a Change of Mercy 
Might breed Suſpicion of the Cauſe. Adviſe, 
That Execution may be done in private. 

Zara. On what Pretence? 

Sel, Your own Requeſt's enough. 
However, for a Colour, tell him, you 
Haye Cauſe to fear his Guards may be corrupted, 
And ſome of them bought off to O/rzyn's Intereſt; 
* Who, at the Place of Execution, will N 
Attempt to force his way for an Eſcape, . 
The State of things will countenance all Suſpicions; 
Then offer to the King to have him ſtrangle$ = 
In ſecret by your Mutes; and get an Order, © © 
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That none but Mutes may have Admittance to him. 
I can no more, the King is here. Obtain 
This grant-=--and Ill acquaint you with the reſt. 


. 
— 


. 18 C7” * 


S. © 


KinG, GONSALEZ, PEREZ, Zaga, * Kt. 
XING. 


E AR to the Dungeon thoſe Rebellious Slaves, 
Th'ignoble Curs, that yelp to fill the Cry, | 
And ſpend their Mouths in barking Tyranpy, 
But for their Leaders, Sancho and Ramirez, © 
Let 'em be led away to preſent Death. 
Perez, lee it perform'd. 
Gonſ. Might I preſume, 
Their Execution better were deferr'd, 
Till Oſimu die. Mean time we may learn more 
Of this Conſpirsey. 
King. Then be it ſo. 
Stay, Soldier; they ſhall ſuffer with the Moor. 
Are none eturn'd of thoſe who follow'd Heli? 
Gonſ, None, Sir. Some Papers haye been ſince difcayer'd 
In Roderigo's Houſe, who fled with him, 
Which ſeem to intimate, as if Alphonſo 
Were till alive, and arming in Falentia: 
Which wears indetd this Colour of a Truth, 
They who are fled have that Way bent their Courſe, 
Of the ſame nature divers Notes have been | 
Diſpers d t'amuſe the People; whereupon 
Some ready of Belief have rais d this Rumour: 
That being ſav d upon the Coaſt of Africt, 
He there diſclos d himſelf to Alucatim, 
And by a ſecret Compact made with him, 
Open'd and urg d the way to this Invaſion; 
While he him ſelf returning to Valentia 
In private, undertook to raiſe this Tumult. 
Zara. Ha!] hear ſt thou that? Is Oſnyn hen a 
O Heay'a! a thouſand things occur at once o 
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To my Remembrance now, that make it plain, 
O certain Death for him, as fure Deſpair 
For me, if it be known---If not, what Hope 
Have I? Yet *twere the loweſt Baſeneſs, now 
To yield him up No, I will {till conceal him 
And try the Force of yet more Obligations. 
Gonſ. Tis not impoſſible. Yet, it may be 
That ſome Impoſtor has uſurp'd his Name. 
Your beauteous Captive Zara can inform, 
If ſuch a one, fo *ſcaping, was receiv'd, 
At any time, in Albucacim's Court. 
King. Pardon, fair Excellence, this long Neglect: 
An unforeſeen, unwelcome Hour of Bufineſs, 
Has thruſt between us and our while of Love; 
But wearing now apace with ebbing Sand, 
Will quickly waſte, and give again the Day, 
Zara. You're too ſecure: The Danger is moreimminert: 
Than your high Courage ſuffers you to ſee ; 
While O/2yn lives, you are not fafe. 
King. His Doom 
Is paſs d; if you revoke it not, he dies. 
Zara. Tis well. By what I heard upon your Entrancs 
[ find I can unfold what yet concerns 
You more. One who did call himſelf Alphoiſo 
Was caſt upon my Coaſt, as is reported, 
And oft had private Conference with the Kings 
To what Effect I knew not then: But he, 
Alphonſo, ſecretly departed, juſt 
About the time our Arms embark'd for Spain; 
What I know more is, That a triple League 
Of ſtricteſt Friendſhip, was profeſs d between 
Aiphonſo, Heli, and the Traitor Oſyn's. 
King, Publick Report is ratify'd in this; 
Zara. And Oſmyn's Death requir'd of ſtrong Neceſtitys- 
King. Give Order ſtraight that all the Pris'ners die. 
Zara. Forbear a Moment; ſomewhat more I haye- 
Worthy your private Ear, and this your Miniſter; 
Ang, Let all except Gonſalex leave the Room. 6 
S 2 S ENR 


—— 


6— - — * __ 2 
* ——— — — = * Ln ” py — * 
2 p * — — 4 — 1 : 
— — . _ — 2 — — — — es * = - — — a 
ME nnn — * * 
* 33 8 9 — — — 4 LY 
2 - 
an. = = — — wh © = L — * 
* - : _ 8 . 
_ 2. 2 
— — * — 
— 1 $a ao — * 4 — — — * — 
= — _ — — << 65 — * 
* 7 : | — E — © . 85 
* N ; — — 6 —_——_ — = 
— - © = . SA. - — — — — 
> WS - 2 _ = * I 8 — - F 
: Jr _ — _ 
hg ns B — — — 
% * 1 — — 


* 4 
— 
—— — 
a> 4 — 


— 
— — 


58 The MovaninG BIB. 


His private Practice and Conſpiracy 


. 1 oe 9 GO 


SCENE III. 


Kine, GONSAL EZ, Z ARA; Shur, 


Z ARA. 


1 Am your Captive, and you've us d me nobly;. 
And in return of that, tho' otherwiſe AF 
Your Enemy, I have diſcover'd Oſmyn 


Againſt your State: And fully to diſcharge: 
My ſelf of what I've undertaken, now 
I thiok it fit to tell you, that your Guards 
Are tainted; ſome among em have reſoly d 
To reſcue O{myn at the Place of Death. 
King. Is Treaſon then ſo near us as our Guards! 
Zara. Moſt certain; tho my Knowledge IS 1 not yet 
So ripe, to point at the particular Men. 
King, What's to be done? 
Zara. That too I will adviſe. 
I have remaining in my Train ſome Mutes, 
A Preſent once from the Sultana Queen, 
In the Grand Seigniors Court. Theſe, from their Infancy 
Are practis d in the Trade of Death; and ſhall 
(As there the Cuſtom is) in private ſtrangle 
Oſinyn. 
Gonſ. My Lord, the Queen adviſes well. 
King, What Off ring, or what Recompence remains 
In me, that can be worthy ſo great Services? 
To caſt beneath your Feet the Crown you've ſav d, 


Tho' on the Head that wears it, were too little. 


Zara. Ot that hereafter ; but, mean time, tis fit 
You give ſtrict Charge, that none may be admitted. 
To ſee the Pris'ner, but ſuch Mutes as I. 

Shall ſend. | 
King. Who waits there ? 
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SS GENE IV. 


KING, GanSALEz, ZARA, SELIM, PEREZ, 


| K ING. 
O N your Lie take heed, 
That only Zara's Mutes, or ſuch who bring 
Her Warrant, have Admittance to the Moor. ; 
Zara, They and no other, not the Princeſs ſelf. 
Per. Your Majeſty ſhall be obey d. 
King. Retire, 


— — 


SCENE V. 


Kino, Gon ZARA, SELIX. 


GONSALE Z. 


+ HAT Iaterdiction ſo particular, 
Pronounc'd with Vehemence againſt the Princeſs 
Shou'd have more Meaning than appears barefac'd. 
The King is blinded by his Love, and heeds 
It not.--- Your Majeſty. ſure might have ſpar d 
That laſt Reſtraint; you hardly can ſuſpect 
The Princeſs is Confederate with the Moor. 
Zara. I've heard, her Charity did once extend 

So far, to viſit him, at his Requeſt, 
Gon ſ. Ha! | 

King. How? She viſit Oſmyn! What, my Daughter? 

Sel.. Madam, take heed; or you have ruin'd all, 
Zara. And after did folicite you on his 

Behalf. 3 
King. Never, You have been miſ- inform d 8 
Zara. Indeed? Then 'twas a Whiſper ſpread by be, 

Who wilſh'd it ſoz; a common Art in Courts 


I will retire, and inſtantly prepare 01 5 


Iaſtruction for my Miniſters of Death. 1 


SCENE 
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SC E N E VI. 


KI Nd, GON SALE ZE. 


GONSALE Z. 


I'F "Here's ſomewhat yet of Myſtery in this; 

1 Her Words and Actions are obſcure and double; 
WE © Sometimes concur, and ſometimes diſagree; 
like it not. 

1 Ring. What doſt thou think, Gon ſalex i 
1 Are we not much indebted to this Fair One? 

l Gaz. J am alittle low of Credit, Sir, 
In the Sincerity of Womens Actions. * 
Mietbinks this Lady's Hatred to the Moor 
Diſquiets her too much; which makes it ſeem 
— As if ſhe'd rather that ſhe did not hate him. 
l wiſh her Mutes are meant to be employ d 
| As ſhe pretends -I doubt it now - Your Guards 
Corrupted; how? by whom? who told her ſo? 
Fth' Evening Oſmyn was to die; at Midnight 
Wil i She begg'd the Royal Signet to releaſe him; 
4 Fth' Morning he muſt die again; ere Noon + 
Her Mutes alone muſt ſtrangle him, or bell 
Eſcape, This put together ſuits not well. 

King. Yet, that there's Truth in what ſhe has dilcover'd, 
Is manifeſt from every Circumſtance, 

This Tumult, and the Lords who fled with Heli, 
Are Confirmation — that Alphonſo lives, 
Agtees expreſly too with her Report. 

Gonſ. 1 grant it, Sir; and doubt not, but in Rage 
Of Jealouſy, ſhe has diſeover'd what 
She now repents, It may be I'm deceiv'd. 

But why that needleſs Caution of the Princeſs? 

What if ſhe had ſeen Oſrmyn? tho' *twere ſtrange. 

But if ſhe had, what was 't to her? unleſs 

She fear'd her ſtronger Charms might cauſe the Moor's 


Affection to teyolt. 


* 
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King, I thank thee, Fiiend: fin | 


There's Reaſon in thy Doubt, and I am warn'd. 

ut think'ſt thou that my Daughter law this Aſooy# 
- Gonf. If O/myn be, as Zara has related, 

Alpbonſo's Friend; tis not impoſſible, 

But ſhe might wiſh on bis Account to fee him. 

King. Say'ſt thou? By Heaven thou haſt rouz'da Thought, 
That like a ſudden Earthquake fhakes my Frame; 
Confyſion! then my Daughters an Accomplice, 

And plots in private with this belliſh Moor. | 

Gonſ. That were too hard a Thought---but ſee ſhe comes. 

Twere not amils to queſtion her a little,. 

And try howe'er, if ve divin'd aright, 

If what I fear be true, ſhe'll be concert 
For O/myn's Death, as he's Alphonſo's Friend. 
Urge that, to try if ſhe'll folicice for him. 


. 


SCENE VI. 


KinG, GONSALEZ, ALMERIA, LEONORA, 
3 K INS. 

Our coming has prevented me, Almeria; 
> I had determin'd to have ſent for you. 
Let your Attendant be difmiſc'd;. I haye 


revives. 
To talk with you. Come near; why doſt thou ſhake 
What mean thoſe ſwollen and red-fleck'd Eyes, that look. 
As they had wept in Blood, and worn the Night 
In waking Anguiſh? Why this, on the Day 
Which wasdefign'd to celebrate thy Nuptials : 
But that the Beams of Light are to be ſtain'd 
With reeking Gore, from Traitors on the Rack? 
| Wherefore I have deferr'd the Marriage-Rites, 
Nor ſhall the guilty Horrors of this Day 
Prophane that Jubilee. 4 f 

Alm, Al Days to me 
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Henceforth are equal; this the Day of Death 
To-morrowy, and the next, and each that follows, | 
Will undiſtiaguiſh'd-roll,. and but prolong - | 
One hated Line of more extended Woe, 
King. Whence is thy Grief? Give me to know the Cauſe, 
And look thou anſwer me with Truth; for know, | 
J am nat unacquainted with thy. Falſhood. 
Why art thou mute? baſe and degenerate Maid! 
Gonſ. Dear, Madam, ſpeak, or you'll incenſe the King. 9 
Alm, What is t to ſpeak? or wherefore den I ſpeak? , 
What mean theſe Tears, but Grief. unutterable ?,.. -.., 
King. They are the dumb Confeſſions of thy ouilty Mindz, 
They mean thy Guilt; and ſay thou wert Confed'rate k 
With damn'd Conſpirators to take my Life. | 
O impious Paritide! now can ſt thou ſpeak? _ 
If Alm. O Earth, behold, I kneel upon thy Boſom, 
And bend my flowing Eyes, to ftream upon 
Thy Face, imploriog-thee that thou wilt yield; 
Open thy Bowels of Compaſſion, take 
Into thy Womb the laſt and moſt forlorn 
Of all thy Race. Hear me, thou common Parent; 
--- have no Parent elſe-- · be thou a Mother, 
And ſtep between me and the Curſe of him, 
Who was-—-who was, but is no more a Father, 
But brands my Innocence with horrid Crimes; 
And for the tender Names of Child and Daughter, 
Now calls me Murderer and Paricide. 
Ring. Riſe, I command thee riſe---and if thou wou dſt 
Acquit thy ſelf of thoſe deteſted Names, 
Swear thou haft never ſeen that Foreign Dog, 
Now doom'd to die, that moſt accurſed Oſmyn. 
Alm. Never, but as with Innocence 1 might, 

And free of all bad Parpoſes. * Heavns 
My Witness. 
King. Vile equivocating Wretch! 
With Innocence? O Patience! hear---ſhe owns it! 
wy Confeſles it! be Heav' n Pl have 2 rack d, 

1 | TY That 


* . — _—_ 


FO 


The MourniNG BRIDE. . 6 


That Wit of Man and dire Revenge can:think, ” > .. ö 
Shall he accumulated under- bear. | 
Alm. Oh, l'm loſt there Fate begins to wound. 
Ring. Hear me, then; if thou canſt, reply; know, Traitreſs, 
I'm not to learn that curs'd Alphonſo lives; 
Nor am I ignorant what Oſmyn is. | 
Alm. Then all is ended, and we both muſt die. 


Since thou'rt reyeal'd, alone thou ſhalt not die. | 
And yet alone wou'd I haye dy'd, Heav'n knows, | 
Repeated Deaths, rather than have reveal'd the. ö 
Ves, all my Father's wounding Wrath, tho each 3 
Reproach cuts deeper than the keeneſt Sword, | 
And cleaves my Heart;, I wou'd have born it all, | 
Nay, all the Pains that are prepar'd for thee: 
To the remorſeleſs Rack I wou'd have giv'n | 
This weak and tender Fleſh, to have been bruis d = 
And torn, rather than have reveal'd thy Being. 

Xing. Hell, Hell! do E hear this, and yet endure? ' J 
What, dar'ſt thou to my Face avow thy Guilt? 
Hence, ere I curſe---fly my juſt Rage with ſpeed; | 


Leſt I forget us both, and ſpurn thee from me. 


Alm. And yet a Father! think I am your Child, 
Turn not your Eyes away look on me kneeling 3. 
Now curſe me if you can, now ſpurn me off. 
Did ever Father curſe his kneeling Child 
Never: For always Bleſſings crown that Poſture. 
Nature inclines, and half-way meets that Duty, 
Stooping to raiſe from Earth the Filial Reverence;- 
For bended Knees returning folding Arms, 

With Pray'rs, and Bleſſings, and paternal Love. 
O hear me then, thus crawling on the Earth 

King. Be thou advis'd, and let me go, while yet 
The light Impreſſion thou haſt made remains. 

Alm. No, never will I rife, nor looſe this Hold, 
Till you are mov'd, and grant that he may live. 

King, Ha! who may live? take heed, no more of that 
For on my Soul he dies, tho? thou, and J, 
And all ſnou d follow to partake bis Doom. 


a * 


Away, 
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Away, off, let me go.----Call her Attendants, | 
[Leonora and Women return. 
Alm. Drag me, harrow the Earth with my bareBoſom, 
Tl not let go till you have ſpar d my Husband. 
King. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou? Husband!: an: Dams 
nation! 
What Husband ? which? who? 
Alm. He, he is my Husband. 
Xing. Poiſon and Daggers! who? 
Alm, O- n 
Gonſ. Help, ſupport her. < 
Alm. Let me go, let me fall, fink deep - I'll digs. 
Fll dig a Grave, and tear up Death; I will; 
FI! ſcrape till I collect his rotren Bones, 
And clothe their Nakedneſs with my own Fleſh 3 
Yes, I will ſtrip off Life, and we will change: 
I will be Death; then tho' you kill my Husband 
He ſhall be mine, ſtill and for ever mine. 
King, What Husband? who ? whom doſt thou mean? 
Gonſ. She raves ! - 
Alm. O that I did. Oſnyn, he is my Husband. 
King. Ofmyn ? 
Alm, Not Ofmyn, but Alphonſo is my dear 
And wedded Husband---- Heav'n, and Air, and Seas, 
Ye Winds and Waves, I call ye all to Witneſs, 
King. Wilder than Winds or Waves thy ſelf doſt rave. 
Shou'd I hear more, I too ſhou'd catch thy Madneſs. 
Yet ſomewhat ſhe muſt mean of dire Import, 
Which 11] not hear, till I am more at Peace. 
Watch her returning Senſe, and bring me Word: 
And look that ſhe attempt not on der Life, 
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SCENE VII. 


e GoxnsALEZEZ, LEONORA, Attendants, | 


ALMERIA. 


0 Stay, yet ſtay; hear me, I am not mad. r | 
I wou'd to E 4 | 
Gonſ. Have Comfort. | 
Alm. Curs'd be that Tongue; that bids mebe of Comfort; 
Curs'd.my.awn Tongue, that cou d not move his Pity; 
Curs'd theſe weak Hands that could not hold him here; 
For he is gone to doom Alphonſe's Death. | 
Gonſ. Vour too exceſſiye Grief-works. on your Fancy, 
And deludes your Seoſe. Alphonſe, if living, 
Is far from hence, beyond your Father's Power. 
Alm. Hence, thou deteſted, ill-tim'd Flatterer; 
Source of my Woes: Thou and thy Race be curs'd; 
But doubly thau, who could'ſt alone baue Policy 
And Fraud, -tofinf.the fatal Seccet out, 
And know that 'Qſnyn was Alphonſo. 
Gonſ. Ha! h 
Alm, Why doſt thou ſtart? what doſt thou ſee or hear ? 
Was it the doleful Bell; tolling for Death ? 
Or dying Grones fram my Alſpbonſo's Breaſt? 
See, ſee, look yonder! where a. grizzled, pale, 
por ghaſthjticad glaras by, all ſmear d with Blood, 
Gaſping as it wou d ſpeak ; and after, ſee! 
dead Hand -hes-dropp'd a 
PII catch it--- Hark). a Voice cries Murder! ah! 
My Father's Voice! hollow it founds, and calls þ 
Me from the Tomb----Ill follow it; for there | 
J ſhall again behold my dear Alphonſe, ; 
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S C E N E IX. 


GONSALE Z alone. 
HE's greatly griev'd; nor am I leſs ſurpriz d. 
Oſmyn Alphonſo ! no; ſhe over-rates 
My Policy: I ne er ſuſpected it: 
Nor now had known it, but from her Miſtake, 
Her Husband too ! Ha! Where is Garcia then ? 
And where the Crown that ſhou'd deſcend on him, 
To grace the Line of my Poſterity ? 
Hold, let me think it I ſhou'd tell the King ---- 
Things come to this Extremity ? his Daughter 
Wedded already ---- what it he ſhou'd yield? 
Knowing no Remedy for what is paſt ; 
And urg'd by Nature pleading for his Child, 
With which he ſeems to be already ſhaken, 
And tho' I know he hates beyond the Grave 
Anſelmo's Race; yet if that If concludes me, 
To doubt, when I may be afſur'd, is Folly. 
But how prevent the Captive Queen, who means 
To ſet him free? Ay, now tis plain; Q well 
Invented Tale! He was Alphonſo's Friend. 
This ſubtle Woman will amuſe the King, 
If I delay ---- *twill do---- or better ſo. 
One to my Wiſh, Albnzo, thou art Welcome. 


3 


ini SCENE x. 

| GonsaLEz, ALONZO, 

13 ALON Z 0. 

41K Tax HE King expects your Lordſhip. rn 

1 Gonſ. Tis no matter. " 
1 Pm not i'the way at preſent, good Alonzo. ' 


Alon. If 't pleaſe your Lordſhip, 1'll return, and ſay 
- T have got ſeen you. 


_ | — 
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Vet ſtay, I would - but go; anon will ſerve | 
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Gonſ. Do, my beſt Alonzo. | 


Yet I have that requires thy ſpeedy help. | 
I think thou wou dſt not ſtop to Lat me Service, | 
Alon. I am your Creature. | 2 

Gonſ. Say thou art my Friend. 

I've ſeen thy Sword do noble Execution. | 
Alon, All that it can your Lordſhip ſhall command. | 
Gonſ, Thanks; and I take thee at thy Word, Thou'ſt ſeeny 

Among the Followers of the Captive Queen, | 

Dumb Men, who make their Meaning known by Signs. 

Alon. 1 have, my Lord. 
Gonſ. Coud'ſt thou procure, with Speed 

And Privacy, the wearing Garb. of one 

Of thoſe, tho* purchas'd by his Death, I'd give 

Thee ſuch Reward, as ſhou'd exceed thy Wiſh. 

Alon. Conclude it done. Where ſhall I wait your 
Lordſhip ? | 
Gonſ. At my Apartment. Uſe thy utmoſt Diligence; 

And fay I've not been ſeen ---- haſte, good Alonzo. 

So, this can hardly fail. Alphonſo ſlain, © 

The greateſt Obſtacle is then remov d. 

Almeria widow'd, yet again may wed; 

And I yet fix the Crown on Garcia's Head, 


The End of the Fourth Ad 
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ACT V. 6CENT &. 
| 7 Ribs of Shows, 


King, Perx'tz, ALONZO, 


XING. 


Ho r to be found? In an ill Hour he's abſent, 
None, ſay you, none? what not the Fa- 
"Vtite Eunuch? 


— 


2 . wi Nor ſhe her ſelf, nor any of her Mutes, 
(ORC); Have yet requir'd Admittance, 
" Per. None, my Lord. 
King. Is D/myn ſo diſpos'd as J commanded? 
Per, Faſt bound in double Chains, and at full-length 
Ne lies ſupine on Earth; with as much Caſe 
She might remove the Centre of this Earth, 
As looſe the Rivets of: his Bonds. a 
King. Tis well. i 
2 Mate appears, and ſeeing the King retires. 
Ha! ſtop and ſeize that Mute; Alonxo follow him, 
Ent'ring he met my Eyes, and ſtarted back, 
Frighted, and fumbling one Hand in his Boſom, 
As to conceal the Importance of his Errand, | 
[Alonzo follow; him, and returns with a Paper. 
Alon. O bloody Proof of obſtinate Fidelity! 
King. What doſt thou mean? 
Alon. Soon as I ſeiz'd the Man, 
He ſnatch'd from out his Boſom this and ſtrove 
With raſh and greedy haſte, at once to cram 
The Morſel down his Throat. I catch'd his Arm, 
And hardly wrench'd his Hand to wring it from him: 
Which.done, he drew a Poniard from his Side, 
And on the Inſtant plung'd it in his Breaſt, 
Ling. Remove the Body thence ere Zara ſee it. 


2 
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Alon. 11! be fo bold to borrow his Attire. 
*Twill quit me of my Promiſe to Gonſalex. 


— "OE Pos 


SCEN E II. 


King, PEREZE. 


P E RE Z. 
Hateer it ie, the King's Complexion turns. 
Ring. How's this? My Mortal Foe beneath my 
Roof! [ Having read the Letter. 

O give me Patience, all ye Powers! no, rather 
Give me new Rage, implacable Revenge, 
And trebled Fury Ha! who's there? 

Per. My Lord. 

King. Hence, Slave! how dar ſt thou bide, to watch and pry 
Into how poor a thing a King deſcends; 
How like thy ſelf, when Paſſion treads him down? 
Ha! ſtir not, on thy Life: For thou wert fix'd, 
And planted here to ſee me gorge this Bait, 
And laſh again? the Hook - By Heav'n, you're all 
Rank Traitors; thou art with the reſt combin'd; 
Thou knew'ſt that Ommn was Alphonſo, knew'ſt 
My Daughter privately with him conferr d; 
And wert the Spy and Pandar to their Meeting. 

Per. By all that's Holy, I'm amaz d- 

King, Thou ly'ſt. 
Thou art Accomplice too with Zurn; here 
Where ſhe ſets down · Sill will T ſet thee free. Reading. 
That ſomewhere is repeated · I have Power 


Oer them that are thy Guards --=» Mark that, thou Traitor. 


Per. It was your Majeſty's Command, I ſhould 
Obey her Order. : 

King. [ Reading] And 2 will I ſet 
Thee free, Alphonſo Hell! curs d, curs'd Alphonſo! 
Falſe and Perfidious Zara! Strumpet Daughter! 
Away, be gone, thou feeble Boy, fond Love, Fu 
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All Nature, Softneſs, Pity and Compaſſion, - 
This Hour I throw ye off, and entertain 
Fell Hate within my Breaſt, Revenge and Gall. 
By Heav'n, I'll meet, and counterwork this Treachery. 
Hark thee, Villain, Traitor . anſwer me, Slave. 
Per. My Service has not merited thoſe Titles. 
Ring. Dar ſt thou reply? Take that ---- thy Service? thine? 
[Strikes him, 
What's thy whole Life, thy Soul, thy All, to my 
One Moment's Eaſe ? Hear my Command; and look 
That thou obey, or Horror on thy Head, * 
Drench me thy Dagger in A!phonſo's Heart. 
2 doſt thou ſtart ? Reſolve, or »--= 
Per. Sir, I will. 
King. Tis well --- that when ſhe comes to ſet kia bes 
His Teeth may grin, and mock at ber Remorſe. 
| [Perez going. 
— Stay thee --- Tee farther thought TI add to this, 
And give her Eyes yet greater Diſappointment: | 
When thou haſt ended him, bring me his Robe; 
And let the Cell where ſhe'll expect to ſee him 
Be darken'd, ſo as to amuſe the Sight. 
I' be conducted thither ---- mark me well ---- 
There with his Turbant, and his Robe aray'd, 
And laid along as he now lies ſupine. 
I ſhall convid her to her Face of Falſhood. 
When for Alphonſo's ſhe ſhall take my Hand, 
And breathe her Sighs upon my Lips for his, 


Sudden I'll ſtart, and daſh her with her Guilt. 


But ſee ſhe comes; I'll ſhun th' Encounter; thou, 
Follow me, and give heed to my Direction. 
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241K. SELUM. 
e 
HE Mute not yet return ' d! ba, twas the King! 
The King that parted hence! frowning be wentz 
His Eyes like Meteors roll'd, then darted down 
Their red and, angry Beams; as if his Sight 
Would, like the raging Dog: ſtar, ſcorch the Earth. / 
And kindle Ruin in its Courſe, Doſt think 5 N 
He ſaw me? | r 
Sel, Ves: But then, as if be thought 
His Eyes had err'd, he haſtily recall'd 
Th' imperfect Look, and ſternly turn d TOE 
Zara. Shun me when ſeen! 1 fear thou haſt undone me. 
Thy Shallow Artifice begets Suſpicion, _ os. at 
And, like a Cobweb-Veil, but thinly ſhades . 
The Face of thy Deſign; alone diſguiſing 
What ſhould have ne er been ſeen; imperfect Miſchief! 
Thou like the Adder, venomous and deaf, 
Hiſt ſtung the Traveller; and, after, hear'ſt 
Not his purſuing Voice; 'ev'n where thou think'ſt 
To hide, the ruſtling Leayes and bended Graſs, 
Confeſs, and point the Path which thou haſt crept, . 
O Fate of Fools, officious in contriv ing: 
In Executing puzzled, lame and loſt. 
Sel, Avert it Heav'n, that you ſhould ever ſuffer, 
For my Defect: or that the Means which 1 
Devis'd to ſerve ſhould ruin your Deſign! 
Preſcience is Heav'n's alone, not giv'n to Man. 
If I have fail'd in what, as being Man, 
I needs muſt fail; impute not as a Crime 
My Nature's want, but puniſh Nature in me: 
I plead not for a Pardon and to live, 
But to be puniſh'd and forgiven. Here, ſtrike; 
I bare my Breaſt to meet your juſt Revenge. 
Zara, I have not Leiſure now to take ſo poor | 
A 
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A Forfeit as thy Life: Some what of high 
And more important Fate requires my Thouꝑht. 
When I've concludedron my ſelf, if L 
Think fit, Ill leave thee my Command to die. 
Regard · me well; and dare not to reply 
To what I give in Charge: For Im refoly'd.. 
Give Order, that the two remaining Mutes 
"Attend me inſtantly, with each 'a Bow! f 
Of ſuch Ingredients mix d, as will with ſpeed” 
Benuma the living Faculties, aud give 
Moſt eaſy and inevitable Death. 1 
Yes, Oſmyn, yes; be Oſnmn or Alphonſo, + 
Ill give the Freedom, if thou dar'ſt be free: 
Such Liberty as I embrace my ſelf, 8 
Thou ſhalt partake, Since Fates no more afford; 
Ican but die with thee to keep my Word. 
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SCENE IV. 
SCENE opening ſhews'the-Priſon. 
GonsALEZ: alone diſguis'd like à Mute -with à Dagger. 


GONSALE Z. 
OR Centinel, nor Guard! the Doors unbarr'd! 
And all as ſtill, as at the Noon of Night! 
Sure Death already has been buſy here. 
There lies my Way, that Door too is unlock d. [Looks in. 
Ha! ſure he ſleeps ·L all's dark within, fave what 
A Lamp, that feebly lifts a ſickly Flame, 
By fits reveals ---- his Face ſeems turn'd, to favour 
Th' Attempt : I'll ſteal, and do it unperceiv'd. 
What Noiſe! ſome body coming? ſt, Alonxo ? 
No body ? Sure he'll wait- without --- I would 
Twere done I'll crawl, and Ring him to the Heart: 
Then caſt my Skin, and leave it there to anſwer it. [Goes in. 


SCENE 
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SCENE v. 


Garcia, ALoNxzo, 


GARCTI A, 


Wire where, Alonzot where's tay Father? where 

The King ? Confuſion? all is on the Rout! 3 

All's loſt, all rain by Surpriſe and Treachery. 

Where, where is he? Why doſt thou thus miſ-lead me? 
Alon. My Lord, he enter'd but a Moment fince, * 

And cou'd not paſs me unperceiv'd--- What hoa! 

My Lord, my Lord, what, hoa! My Lord Gonſalex. 


* 
* 
- 
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SCENE VL 


Garcia, ALOonzo, GONSALEZ bloody, 


GONSAL EZ. 
Pecdition choke your Clamours--- whence this Rudeneſs? 


Garcia! 

Gar. Perdition, Slavery, and Death, 
Are entring now our Doors. Where is the King? 
What means this Blood? and why this Face of Horror? 

Gonſ. No matter · give me firſt to knovy the Cauſe 
Of theſe your raſh and ill-tim'd Exclamations. 

Gar. The Eaſtern Gate is to the Foe betray'd, | 175 
Who, but for Heaps of Slain that choke the Paſſage, 
Had enter'd long ere now, and born down all 


* 


Before em, to the Palace Walls. Unleſs | bY 4 


The King in Perſon animate our Men 

Granada's loſt; and to confirm this Fear, 

The Traitor Perez, and the Captive Moor, 

Are thro' a Poſtern fled, and join the Foe; 
Gonſ. Wou'd all were falſe as that; for whom you 1 

The Moor is dead. That Oſyn was Alphonſo ; | 

la whoſe Heart's Blood this Poniard yet is warm, 
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Gar. Impoſſible; for O/myn was, while Aying, 
Pronounc'd aloud by Perez for Alphonſo. 
Gonſ, Enter that Chamber, and convince. your Eyes, 


* 121 much Report has wrong'd your eaſy, Faith, 
[ Garcia goes in, 
Alen. My Lord, for certain Truth, Perez is fled; 
And has declar'd the Cauſe of his Revolt, 
Was to revenge a Blow the King had giv'n him, 
Gar. eee Ruin and Horror! O Heart - wounding 
Sight 
Gon /. 2 ſays my Son? what Ruin? ha? what Horror? 
Gar. Blaſted my Eyes, and ſpeechleſs be my Tongue, 
Rather than or to ſee, or to relate 
This Deed -O dire Miſtake! O fatal Blow! 
The King 
Gonſ. Alon. The King! 
Gar. Dead, welt'ring, crown'd in Blood. 
See, ſee, attit d like Oſmyn, where he lies, [They look in. 
O whence, or how, or wherefore was this done? 
But what imports the Manner, or the Cauſe? 
Nothing remains to do, or to require, 
But that we all ſhould turn our Swords againſt 
Our Selves, and expiate with our own his Blood. 
Gonſ. O Wretch, O curs d, and raſh, deluded Fool! 
On me; on me, turn your avenging Sword. 
I. wha have ſpilt my Royal Maſter's Bleod, 
Shou'd make Atonement by a Death as horrid; 
And fall beneath the Hand of my own Son, 
Gar. Hal what? atone this Murder with a greater! 
The Horror of that Thought has damp'd my Rage. 
The Earth already grones to bear this Deed ; 
Oppreſs her not, nor think to ſtain her Face 
With more unnatural Blood, Murder my Father! 
Better with this to rip up my own Bowels, 
And bathe it to the Hilt, in far leſs damnable 


Self Murder. 
Gonſ. O my Son! from the blind Dotege 


\ Of a Father's Fondachs theſe Ils aroſe :; 
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For thee I've been ambitious, baſe, and bloody: 

For thee I've plung'd into this Sea of Sin; 

Stemming the Tide with only one weak Hand, 

While bother bore the Crown, (tdfwreath thy Brow). 

Whoſe Weight has ſunk me ere | reach'd the Shore. 

Gar. Fatal Ambition! Hark! the Foe is enter d: Laus: 
The Shrilneſs of that Shrout ſpeaks em at Hand. * 
We have no time to ſearch into the Cauſe 

Ol this ſurpriſing and molt fatal Error. 
What'sto be done? the King's Death known, will frike- 
The few remaining Soldiers with Deſpair, 
And make'em yield to Mercy of the Conqueror, | 

Alon. My Lord, I've thought how to conceal the Body; 
Require me not to tell the Means, till done, 

Leſt you forbid what chen you may approve. 
[Goes in, Shouts 

Gon. They ſhout again! Whateer he means to do, 
Twere fit the Soldiers were amus'd with Hopes; 

And in the mean time fed with Expectation 
© To ee the King in Perſon at their Head. 

Gar, Were it a Truth, I fear tis nov too late! 

But I'll omit no Care, nor, Haſte; and try 
Or to repel their Force, or "JON die. 


* 


0 0 


S. CE N N VIE 


Goms AL EZ, ALONZO, 


G ONSAL Z. 


HAT haſt thou done, Alonzo ? 
Alon. Such a Deed 

As but an Hour ago I'd not have done, 

Tho' for the Crown of univerſal Empire. 

But what are Kings reduc'd to common Clay? 

Or who can wound the Dead? I've from _ Body , 

Sever'd the Head, and in an obſcure Corner 4 hs 

Diſpos d it, muffled in the Mute's Attire, | 2 
Da Leaving 


TY 


* 
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Leaving to View of them who enter next, 5 
Alone the undiſtinguiſhable Trunk: 
Which may be ſtill miſtaken by the Guards 
For Oſmyn, if in ſeeking for the King 
They chance to find it. 

Gonſ. Twas an Act of Horror; 
And of a Piece with this Day's dire Miſdeeds. 
But tis no time to ponder or repent. 
Haſte thee, Alonxo, haſte thee hence with ſpeed, 
To aid my Son. Ii follow with the laſt 
Reſerve, to re- inforce his Arms: At leaſt, 
I ſhall make good, and ſhelter his Retreat, 


© 
= — 


SCENE VIII. 


Z ARA, followed by SELIM, and twa Mutes bearing the 
Bowls. 


— 


Z ARA. 


llence and Solitude are ev'ry where! 780 
Thro' all the Gloomy Ways and Iron Doors 

That hither lead, nor Human Face nor Voice 
Is ſeen or heard. A dreadful Din was wont 
To grate the Senſe, when enter'd here; from Grones 
And Howls of Slaves condemn'd, from Clink of Chains, 
And Craſh of ruſty Bars and creeking Hinges : 
And ever and anon the Sight was daſh'd 
With frightful Faces, and the meagre Looks 
Of grim and ghaſtly Executioners. | 
Yet more this Stilneſs terrifies my Soul, 
Than did that Scene of complicated Horrors: 
It may be, that the Cauſe of this my Errand 
And Purpoſe, being chang'd from Life to Death, 
Has alſo wrought this chilling Change of Temper, 
Or does my Heart bode more? what can it more 
Than Death ? 
Let'em ſet down the Bowls, and warn AlpHonſe 
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That I am here---ſo. Youreturn and find 


Mutes going in. 
The King; tell him, what he requir'd, I've done, | 
And wait his coming to approve the Deed, 4 
S K-16 ; 
ZAR A and MUTES. | 
2 ARA. 


Wir have you ſeen? Ha! wherefore ſtare you thus? 
[The Mutes return, and look affrighted, 

With hagard Eyes? why are your Arms a-croſs? h 

Your heavy and deſponding Heads hung down? - 

Why is't you more than ſpeak in theſe fad Signs? - 

Give me more ample Knowledge of this Mourning. 


They go to the Scene, which opening ſhe perceives the Body, 


Ha! proſtrate! bloody! headleſs! O. I'm loſt, 
O On! O Alphonſo! Cruel Fate! 

Cruel, Cruel, O more than killing Object! 

I came prepar'd to die, and ſee thee die 

Nay, came prepar'd my ſelf to give thee Death -+-« 
But cannot bear to find thee thus, m Omũðn 

O this accurs'd, this baſe, this rreach'tous King! 


— n — — — 
F 8 NE: | 
Z ARA, SELIM. 


S ELI u. . MY 


1** ſought in vain, for no where can the King 


Be found »-- == | q 
Zara. Get thee to Hell, and ſcek him there, [Stabs him, 


His helliſh Rage had wanted Means to act, 


But for thy fatal and pernicious Counſel. | 
f D 3 Sel, 


— 
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Sel. You thought it better then · but I'm rewarded. 
The Mute you ſent, by ſome Miſchance was ſeen, 
And forc'd to yield your Letter with his Life: 

I found the dead and bloody Body ſtripp'd ----»= 
My Tongue falters, and my Voice fails---I ſink--- 
Drink not the Poiſon · for Alphonſo is--» _ Dies.. 

Zara. As thou art now - And I ſhall quickly be. 
Tis not that he is dead; for *twas decreed 
We both ſhould die. Nor is't that I ſurvive; 

T have a certain Remedy for that. 

But Oh, he dy'd unknowing in my Heart, a 

He knew I loy'd, but knew not to what Height: 

Nor that I meant to fall before his Eyes, 

A Martyr and.a Victim to my Vows: 

Inſenſible of this laſt Proof he's gone. 

Yet Fate alone can rob his mortal Part 

Of Senſe: His Soul ſtill ſees, and knows each Purpoſe, 

And: fix'd' Event of my perſiſting Faith. 

Then, wherefore do I pauſe?----give me the Bowl. 
[.4 Mute kneels and gives one of the Bowls, 

Hover a Moment, yet, thou gentle Spirit, 

Soul of my Love, and I will wait thy. Flight. 

This to our mutual Bliſs when. join'd aboye, [Drinks-. 

Os friendly Draught, already in my Heart, 

Cold; cold; my Veins are Icicles and Froſt. 

II creep into his Boſom, lay me there; 

Cover us cloſe --- or I ſhall chill his Breaſt, 

And-fright him from my Arms --- See, ſee, he {lides. 


Still further from me; look, he hides his Face, 


It cannot fer! it - quite beyond my reach, 


| Qnow. he's gone, and all is dar 5 Dies. c 


[The Mutes kneel and mourn over her. 
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SCENE XI. 
ALMERIA, LN ONORA, MuTES, Ge, 


AL MER I 4. 
Let me ſeek him in this horrid Cell; 
For in the Tomb, or Priſon, I alone 
Muſt hope to find him, 
Leon. Heav'ns! what diſmal Scene 
Of Death is this? The Eunuch Selim ain! 


Alm. Shew me, for I am come in ſearch of Death: 3. 


But want a Guide; for Tears have dim'd my Sight. 
Alm, Alas, a little farther, and behold 

Zara all pale and dead! two frightful Men, 

Who ſeem the Murderers, kneel weeping by: 

Feeling Remorſe too late for what they've done. 

But O forbear-----lift up your Eyes no more; 

But haſte away, fly from this fatal Place,, 

Where Miſeries are multiply'd; return, 

Return and look not on; for there's a Dagger 

Ready to ſtab the Sight, and make your Eyes. 

Rain Blood 
Alm. Ol foreknow, foreſee that Object. 

Is it at laſt then ſo? Is he then dead? 

What dead at laſt, quite, quite, for ever dead? 

There, there Lſee him; there he lies, the Blood 


Yet bubbling from his Wounds----O. more than Sayage!! 


Had they, or Hearts, or Eyes, that did this Deed? 
Could Eyes endure to guide ſuch crue] Hands? 

Are not my Eyes guilty. alike with theirs, 

That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to Stone? 
do not weep! The Springs of Tears are dry'd; 
And of a ſudden 1 am calm, as if 


All Things were well; and yet my Husband's murder d 
Tes, yes, I know to mourn! I'll Sluce this Heart, 


The Source of Woe, and let the Torrent looſe, 
= Thoſe Men have left to weep! they look on met: 
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I hope they murder all on whom they look. 


Behold me well; your bloody Hands have err'd, 
And wrongfully have flain thoſe Innocents: 
I am the Sacrifice deſign'd to bleed; 
And come prepar'd to yield my Throat----they ſhake 
Their Heads, in fign of Grief and Innocence! 
[They point at the Bowl on the Ground. 

And point! what mean they? Ha! a Cup, O well 
I underſtand what Medicine has been here. 
O noble Thirſt! yet greedy, to drink all 
oh for another Draught of Death - What 

mean they? [They point at the other Cup. 
Ha!] point again? *tis there, and full, I hope. 
Thanks to the liberal Hand that fill d thee thus; 
Fil drink my glad Acknowiledgment - =>» 

Leon. O hold 
For Mercy's fake; upon my Knee I beg------- 
Alm. With thee the kneeling World ſhould beg in vain, 

Seeſt thou not there? behold who proſtrate lies, 
And pleads againſt thee? who ſhall then prevail? 
Yet I will take a cold and parting Leave, 
From his pale Lips; I'll kiſs him, ere I drink, 
Leſt the rank Juice ſhou'd bliſter on my Mouth, 
And ſtain the Colour of my laſt Adieu. 


Horror! a headleſs Trunk ! nor Lips nor Face, 


[Coming nearer the Body, ſtarts and lets fall the Cup. 


But ſpouting Veins, and mangled Fleſh! O, oh! 
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SCENE the lf. 5 
ALMERIA, LEONORA, ALP HON SO, HEL1, PEREZ; 
with GARC1A Priſoner, Guards aud Attendants. 
ALPHONSO, 

WAY, ſtand off, where is ſhe? let me fly, | 
Save her from Death; and ſnatch her to my Heart. 

r 6 
| Alb; 
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Alph. Forbear; my Arms alone ſhall hold her up, 
Warm her to Life, and wake her into Gladneſs. 
O let me talk to thy reviving Senſe, 
The Words of Joy and Peace; warm thy cold Beauties, 
With the new-fluſhing Ardour of my Cheek; 
Into thy Lips, pour the ſoft trickling Balm 
Of cordial Sighs; and reinſpire thy Boſom 
With the Breath of Love. Shine, awake, Almeria, 
Give a new Birth to thy long-ſhaded Eyes, 
Then double on the Day reflected Light. 

Alm, Where am 1? Heav'n ! what does this Dream 

intend ? 

Alph, O may't thou never dream of lefs Delight, 
Nor ever wake to leſs ſubſtantial Joys. 

Alm. Giv'n me again from Death] O all ye Pow'rs 
Confirm this Miracle! Can I believe | 
My Sight, againſt my Sight? and ſhall I truſt 
That Senſe, which in one Inftant ſhews him dead 
And living? Yes, I will; I've been abus d | 
With Apparitions and affrighting Fantoms : 
This is my Lord, my Life, my only Husband; 
I have him now, and we no more will part. 
My Father too ſhall have Compaſſion------== 

Alph. O my Heart's Comfort; tis not giv'n to this 
Frail Life, to be entirely bleſs'd, Even now, 
In this extremeſt Joy my Soul can taſte, 
Yet am I dafh'd to think that thou muſt weep; 
Thy Father fell, where he delign'd my Death. 
Gonſalex and Alonzo both of Wounds : 
Expiring, have with their laſt Breath confeſs d 
The juſt Decrees of Heay'n, which on themſelves 
Has turn'd their own moſt bloody Purpoſes, 
Nay, I muſt grant, tis fit you ſhou'd be thus 

[She wee, 

Let em remove the Body from her Sight. a 
Il-fated Zara! Ha! a Cup? Alas! 
Thy Error then is plain; but I were Flint 
Not to o'erflow in Tribute to thy Memory. 


Dn IONS 
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| The MourninG BRAI PDE. 82 
| O Garcia! 
Whoſe Virtue has renounc'd thy Father's Crimes; 
Sceſt thou, how juſt the Hand of Heav'n has been? 
4 Let us, who thro' our Innocence ſurvive, 
| Still in the Paths of Honour perſevere, - 
And not from paſt or preſent Ills deſpair : 


i For Bleſſings ever wait on virtuous Deeds; h ; 
if And tho' a late, a ſure Reward ſucceeds. ¶ Extunt Omne:, 


133 Tragedy thus dene, I am, you know, 
No more a Princeſs, but in ftatu quo: 
And now as unconcern'd this Mourning wear, 
As if indeed a Widow, or an Heir. 
Tye Leiſure, now, to mark your. ſev ral Faces, 
And know each Critick by his ſour Grimaces. 
To poiſon Plays, I ſee ſome where they ſits 
Scatter d, like Rati=bane, up and down the Pit: 
| While others watch like Pariſh-Searchers hir d 
To tell of what Diſeaſe the Play expir d. 
O with what Joy they run to ſpread the News | 
Of a damn'd Poet, and departed Muſe ! 
But if he ſcape, with what Regret they're ſeix a 
Aud how they're diſappointed, when they're pleas d 
Criticks to Plays for the ſame End reſort, 
That Surgeons wait on Trials in a Court; 
For Innocence condemn'd they've no Reſpect, 
Provided they've a Body to diſſe. _ 
s Suſſex Men, that dwell upon the Shore, 
Lok out when Storms ariſe, and Billows rore, 
Devoutly praying, with uplifted Hands, | 
That ſore well-laden Ship may ſtrike the Sandi; 


EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirale. 


EPILOGUE. 


E whoſe rich Cargo they may make Pretence, 
And fatten on the Spoils of Providence: 
80 Criticks throng to ſee a New Play ſplit, 
And thrive and proſper on the Wrecks of Wit. 
Small Hope aur Poet from theſe Proſpeits draws ; 
And therefore to the Fair commends his Cauſe. 
Your tender Hearts to Mercy are inclin d, 
With whom, he hopes, this Play will Favour find, 
Which was an Off ring to the Sex diſign'd. 
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o the Right Honourable 


My L ORD, | 
N % HETHER the World will = 
raign me of Vanity, or not, that I 
have preſum'd to Dedicate this Co- 
med to your Lordſhip, Iam yet in 
Doubt: Tho' it may be it is ſome 

928 degree of Vanity even to doubt of it. 
One who has at any time had the Honour of Your 
Lordſhip's Converſation, cannot be ſappos'd to 
think very meanly of that which he wou'd preter 
to Your Peruſal: Yet it were to incur the Im- 
putation of too much Sufficiency, to pretend to 
ſuch a Merit as might abide the Teſt of Your Lord» 
fiip's Cenſure. 

Whatever Value may be wanting to this Play 
while yet it is mine, will be ſafficiently made up 
to it, when it is once become Your Lordſhip's 
and it is my Security, that I cannot have over-rated 
it more by my Dedication, than Your Lordſhip 
will dignify it by Your Patronage. | 

That it ſucceeded on the Stage, was almoſt 
beyond my Expectation; for but little of it was 


| Prepar'd for that general Taſte which ſeems now * 


to be predominant in the Palates of our Audfence. 
Thoſe Characters which are meant to be ridi- 
cul'd in moſt of our Comedies, are of Fools ſo 


groſs, that in my humble Opinion, they ſhou'd. 


rather diſturb than divert the well - natur'd and re- 
flecting Part of an Audience; they are rather Ob- 


jects of Charity * Contempt; and inſtead of | 


mov 
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The Dedication. 


moving our Mirth, they ought very often to excite 
our Compaſſion, | | 

This Reflexion mov'd me to deſign ſome Cha- 
racters, which ſhou'd appear ridiculous not ſo 
much thro' a natural Folly (which is incorrigible, 
and therefore not proper for the Stage) as thro? 
an affected Wit; a Wit, which at the ſame time 
that it is affected, is alſo falſe. As there is ſome 
Difficulty in the Formation of a Character of this 
Nature, ſo there is ſome Hazard which attends the 
Progreſs of its Succeſs, upon the Stage: For 


many come to a Play, fo over-charg'd with Cri- 


ticiſm, that they very often let fly their Cenſure, 
when thro” their Raſnneſs they have miſtaken their 
Aim. This I had Occaljon lately to obſerve: For 
this Play had been acted two or three Days, be- 
fore ſome of theſe haſty Judges cou'd find the 
leiſure to diſtinguiſh betwixt the Character of a 
Witwond and a Trueuit. 

I muſt beg Your Lordſhip's Pardon for this 
Digreſſion from the true Courſe of this Epiſtle; 
but that it may not ſeem altogether impertinent, I 
beg, that I may plead the Occaſion of it, in part 
of that Excuſe of which I ſtand in need, for re- 
commending this Comedy to Your Protection. It 
is only by the Countenance of Your Lordſhip, and 
the Few fo qualify'd, that ſuch who write with 
Care and Pains can hope to be diſtinguiſh'd: For 
the Proſtituted Name of Poet promiſcuouſly levels 
all that bear it. | 

Terence, the moſt correct Writer in the World, 
had a Scipio and a Lelius, if not to aſſiſt him, at. 
leaſt to ſupport him in his Reputation: And not- 
withſtanding his extraordinary Merit, it may be, 
their Countenance was not more than neceſſary. 

The Purity of his Stile, the Delicacy of his 
Turns, and the Juſtneſs of his Characters, were 
all of them Beauties, which the greater Part of his 
Audience were incapable of Paſting: Some of the 

l courſeſt 


F. the 
irſeſt 
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The Dedication: 


eourſeſt Strokes of Plantas, ſo ſeverely cenſur'd by 


Horace, were more likely to affect the Multitude ; 
ſuch, who come with expectation to laugh at the 


laſt Act of a Play, and are better entertain'd with- , 


two or three unſeaſonable Jeſts, than with the art- 
fal Solution of the Fable. 


As Terence excell'd in his Performances, fo had 


he great Advantages to encourage his Under- 
takings ; for he built moſt on the Foundations of 
Menander : His Plots were generally modell'd, 
and his Characters ready drawn to his Hand. He 
copied Menander; and Menander had no leſs 
Light in the Formation of his Characters, from 
the Obſervations of Theophraſius, of whom he 
was a Diſciple ; and Theophraſtus it is known was 
not only the Diſciple, but the immediate Succeſſor 
of Ariſtotle, the firſt and greateſt Judge of Poetry. 
Theſe were great Models to deſign by; and the 
further Advantage which Terence poſſeſs'd, to- 


wards giving his Plays the due Ornaments of 


Purity of Stile, and Juſtneſs of Manners, was not 
leſs conſiderable, from the Freedom of Converſa- 
tion, which was permitted him with Lelius and 
Scipio, two of the greateſt and moſt polite Men of 
his Age. And indeed, the Privilege of ſuch a 
Converſation, is the only certain Means of attain- 
ing to the Perfection of Dialogue. 

If it has happen'd in any Part of this Comedy, 
that J have gain'd a Turn of Stile, or Expreſſion 
more Correct, or at leaſt more Corrigible than in 
thoſe which I have formerly written, 1 muſt, with 
equal Pride and Gratitude, aſcribe it to the Honour 
of Your Lordſhip's admitting me into Your Con- 
verſation, and that of a Society where every body 
elle was ſo well worthy of You, in your Retire- 
ment laſt Summer from the Town: For it was 
immediately after, that this Comedy was written. 
If I have fail'd in my Performance, it is only to be 
regretted, here there were ſo many, not inferior 
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The Dedication. 


either to a Scipio or a Lelixs, that there ſnou'd be 
one wanting, equal in Capacity to a Terence. 

If I am not miſtaken, Poetry is almoſt /the only 
Art, which has not yet laid Claim to your Lord- 
ſhip's Patronage. Architecture, and Painting, to 
the great Honour of our Country, have flouriſh'd 
under Your Influence and Protection. In the 
mean time, Poetry, the eldeſt Siſter of all Arts, 
and Parent of molt, ſeems to have reſfign'd her 
Birth right, by having negledted to pay her Duty 
to Your Lordſhip; and by permitting others of a 
later Extraction, to prepoſſeſs that Place in Your 
Eſteem, to which none can pretend a better Title. 
Poetry, in its Nature, is ſacred to the Good and 
Great; the Relation between them is reciprocal, 
and they are ever propitious to it. It is the Privi- 
lege of Poetry to addreſs to them, and it is their 
Prerogative alone to give it Protection. 

This receiv'd Maxim is a general Apology for 
all Writers who Conſecrate their Labours to great 
Men: But 1 could wiſh, at this time, that this 


Addreſs were exempted from the common Pre- 


tence of all Dedications; and that as I can diſtin» 


guiſh Your Lordſhip even among the moſt De- 


ſerving, ſo this Offering might become remarka- 
ble by ſome particular Inſtance of Reſpedt, which 
ſhould aſſure Your Lordſhip, that I am, with 
all due Senſe of Your extreme Worthineſs and 
Humanity, 


My LORD, 
Tour Lordſhip*s moſt Obedient 
and moſt Oblig'd Humble Servant, 


Will. Congreve. 


£ 
: 


Mr. CONGREPMP E, 
Occaſion'd by his COMEDY. 
CALL'D THE 


Way of the Wo RID. 


W HEN Pleaſure falling to the low Delight, 
In the vain Joys of the uncertain Sight 

No Senſe of Wit when rude Spefiators know, 

But in diſtorted Geſture, Farce and Show: 

How could, great Author, your aſpiring Mind 
Dare to write only to the Few Refin'd ! 

Yet tho that nice Ambition you purſue, 

Iis rot in Congreveꝰ Power to pleaſe but ſew. 
Implicitly devoted to his Fame, 

Hell- dred Burbarians know his awfu! Name. 

Tho' ſenſeleſs they're of Mirth, but when they laugh, - 
As they feel Wine, but when, till drunk, they qua ff. 


On you, from Fate a laviſh Portion fell. 
In ev'ry way of Writing to excel, _—_ 
Your Muſe Applauſe to Arabella brings, | 
In Notes as ſweet as Arabelli ſings, 
hen. e er you draw an undiſſembled Woe, 
With fweet Diſtreſs your Rural Numbers flow.” 
Paſtora's the Complaint of ev'ry Swain, 
ut Paſtora fill the Echo of the Plain! 

N Or if your Muſe deſcribe, with warming Force,” 

The wownded- Frenchman falling from his Here: 
A 


eve. 5 5 i 


To Mr. CONGREVE. 
And her own William glorious in the Striſe, 
Beſtowing on the proſtrate Foe his Life. 


Whom ſtill that World unjuſtly diſeſteems, 

Tho he, alone, profeſſes what he ſeems: 

But when your Muſe aſſumes her Tragic Part, 

She conquers and ſhe reigns in ev'ry Heart, 

To mourn with ber Men cheat their trivate Woe, 

And gen rous Pity's all the Grief they know: 

The Widow, who, impatient of Delay, 

From the Town joys muſt mack it to the Play, 

Joins with your Mourning-Bride*s reſitleſs Moan: - , 

And weeps a Loſs ſhe ſlighted, when her own; 

You give us Torment, ard you give us Eaſe, 

And vary our Aſflictions as you pleaſe, 

Fs not a Heart ſo kind as yours in Pain, 

To load your Friends with Cares you only feign; 

Your Friends in Grief, compos'd your ſelf, to leave? 

Bu, tis the only way-youll &er decerve, 

Then ſtill, great Sir, your moving Pow'r employ, 
orrow, aud correct our Foy, 


R. STEELE: 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


'S +; thoſe few Fools who with ill Stars are curſt, ' 

Sure ſcribling Fools. call'd Poets, fare the worſt : 
For they're a ſort of Fools which Fortune makes, 

And after ſhe has made em Fools, forſakes. 

With Nature's Oafs *tis quite a diff 'rent Cafe, 

For Fortune favours all her Idiot. Race: 

In her own Neſt the Cuckow- Eggs we find, 

Oer which ſhe broods to hatch the Changling-Kind. 
No Portion for her own ſhe has to ſpare, 

So much ſhe dotes on her adopted Care. 


Poets are Bubbles, by the Town drawn in, 
Suffer d at firſt ſome triflling Stakes to win: 


Each time they write they venture all they ve won: 
The Squire that's butter'd flill. is ſure to be undone, 
This Author, heretofore, has found your Favour; 
But pleads no Morit from his paſt Behaviour. 

To build on that might powue @ vain Preſumption, 
Showd Grants, to Poets made. admit Reſumption: 
And in Parnaſſus he muft loſe his Seat, 

If that be found a forfeited Eſtate. 


He owns, with Toil he wrought the following Scene; 
But, if they're nanght, ne er [pare him for his Pains: 
Damn him the more; have no Commiſeration | 
For Dulneſs on mature Deliberation, 

He ſwears hell not reſent one hiſi d- off Scene, 

Nor, like thoſe peeviſh Wits, his Play maintain, 

Who, to aſſert their Senſe, your Taſte arraign. 

Some Plot we think he has, and ſome new Thought; 

Some Humour too, no Farce; but that's a Fault. 

Satire, he thinks, you ought not to expect; ; 

For ſo Reform'd a Town, who dares correct? 

To pleaſe, this Time, has been his ſole Pretence, 

He'll not inſtruct, leſt it fhowd give Offence, 

Shou'd he by chance a Knave or Fool expoſe, D 
That hurts none here, ſure here are none of thoſe, a 


But what unequal Hazards d» they run! 2 | 


PROLOGUE. 


In ſtort our Play ſhall (with your Leave to ſhew it) 
Give yon one Inſtance of a Paſſive Poet, 

Who to your Fudgments yields all Reſignation; 

So Sate or Damn, after your own Diſcretion, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
T 


Fainall, In Love with Mrs. Mar wood. Mr. Betterton- 
Mirabell, In Love with Mrs. Mulamant. Mr. Verbruggen. 
Witwoud, Followers of Mrs, Millamant 2 Mr. Bowen, / 
Päeͤetulant, ee e _ I Mr, Bowman,”. 
Sir HMalſul Witworud, Half Brother to Mit- . 
Z'4d word, and Nephew to Lady Wiſhfort. 8 Mr. Underhill! 
Maitwell, Servant to Mirabell. Mr Bright. $5 


W OME N. 

Lady Viſpfert, Enemy to Mirabell, for ha- BY 
0 s fo <5 6 ap e _ to her. © Mrs Leigh, 
Mrs. Millamant, A fine Lady, Niece to TERS 
| Lady Hiſtfort, and loves Mirabell. c Mrs. Bracegirdie. 
Mrs. Marwced, Friend to Mr, Fainall, ? rs B 

and likes Mirabell. * am e 

Mrs. Fainall, Daughter to Lady HWiſhfort, | 

and Wife to Fainall, formerly Friend > Mrs. Bowman, 
to Mirabell. 

Foihle, Woman to Lady WViſhfort. Mrs. #illis, 
Aincing, Woman to Mrs, Millamant, Mrs. Prince, 


| Dancers, Footmen, and Attendants. 


SCENE, LONDON. 
The Time equal to that of the Preſentation. 
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ACTL SCENTS 
A Chocolate-Houſe. 


— 


1 


MIRABELY and FAINALL [Riſing from 
Cards.) BETTY waiting. 


M1RABELL 


0 U are a fortunate Man, Mr. Famall. 
Fin. Have we done? 
Mira. What you pleaſe, I'll play on to: 
entertain you. 
* AN Fain, No, I'll give you your Revenge + 
ZF FRYE Nother time, when you are not ſo indiffe- 
rent; you are thinking of ſomething elſe 
now, and play too negligently; the Coldneſs of a loſing 
Gameſter leſſens the Pleaſure of the Winner. Id no more 
play with a Man that ſlighted his ill Fortune, than I'd 
make Love to a Woman who undervalu'd the Loſs ot 
ber Reputation. 

Mira. You have a Taſte extremely delicate, and are for 
refining on your Pleaſures. 
Fain. Prythee, why ſoxelery'd? Something has put yo 

out of Humour, a 


Airs. 


— 
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Mira. Not at all: I happen to be grave to Day; and 
you are gay; that's all. Es 
Fain, Confeſs, Millamant and you quarrel'd liſt Night, 
after I left you; my fair Couſin has ſome Humours that 
wou'd tempt the Patience of a Stoick, What, ſome Cox- 
comb came in, and was well receiv'd by her, while you 
were by. 
Mira. Witwoud and Petulant; and what was worſe, her 
Aunt, your Wife's Mother, my evil Genius; or to ſum 
up all in her own Name, my old Lady H iſaſort came 
In, ; 


- Fain. O there it is then She has a laſting Paſſion for 
you, and with Reaſon. What, then my Wife 
was there? 

Mira. Ves, and Mrs. Marwood and three or four more, 
whom I never ſaw before; ſeeing me, they all put on 
their grave Faces, whiſper d one another; then complain'd 
aloud of the Vapours, and aft& fell into a profound 
Silence. 

Fain. They had a mind to be rid of you. 

Mira, For which Reaſon I refoly'd not to ſtir, At laſt 
the good old Lady broke thro? her painſul Taciturnity, 
with an Invective zpainſt long Viſits, I would not have 

" underſtood her, but Millamant joining in the Argument, I 
roſe, and with a conſtrain'd Smile told her, I thought 
nothing was ſo eaſy as to know when a Viſit began to 
be rroubleſome; ſhe reden'd and I withdrew, without 
expecting her Rep!y. 

ain. You were to blame to reſent what ſhe ſpoke only 
in Compliance with her Aunt. 

Mira. She is more Miſtreſs of her ſelf, than to be under 
th eceſſity 7 ſuch a Reſignation. 

rain. What? tho* half her Fortune depends upon her 

Marrying with my Lady's Approbation ? 

Mira. I was then in ſuch a Humour, that I ſhou'd have 

been better pleas'd if ſhe had been leſs diſcreet. . 7 

Fain, Now 1 remember, I wonder not they were 

weary of you; liſt Night was one of their Cabal-Nights ; WW 
they bave 'em three times a Week, and meet by turnt, 

at one another's Apartments, where they come together 
like the Coroner's Igqueſt, to ſit upon the murder'd Ne- 
| putations 


* 


ed? Women do not eafily forgive Omiſſions of that Na- 


The W av of the Wo grp. 3: 
putations of the Week. You. and I are excluded; and it 
was once propos'd that all the Male Sex ſhou'd be excep-- 
ted; but ſomebody mov'd that to avoid Scandal there 
might be one Man of the Community; upon which mo- 
tion Miewomil and Petulant were enrolled Members. 3 

Mira. And who may have been the Foundreſs of this 
Sect? My Lady Miſhfert, I warrant, who publiſhes her 
Deteſtation of Mankind; and full of the Vigour of Fifty 
five, declares for a Friend and Ratafia; and let Poſterity . 
ſhifr for it ſelf, ſhe'll breed no more. 

Fain, The Diſcoyery of your ſham Addreſſes to her to 
conceal your Love to her Niece, has provok'd this Separa- 
tion: Had you diſſembb'd better, Things might have con- 
tinu'd in the Stare of Nature. 

Mira. | did as much as Man cou'd, with any reaſona- 
ble Conſcience; I proceeded to the very laſt Act of Flat 
tery with her, and was guilty of a Song in her Com- 
mendation, Nay, I got a Friend to put her iato a Lampoon, . 
and compliment her with the Imputation of an Affair 
with a young Fellow, which I carry'd ſo far, that I told 
her the malicious Town took notice that ſhe was grown 
fat of a ſudden; and when ſhe lay in of a Dropſy, per- 
ſuaded her ſhe was reported to be in Labour. The Devil's: 
in't, if an old Woman is to be flatter'd further, unleſs a 
Man ſhou'd endeavour downright perſonally to debauch 
her; and that my Vertue forbad me. But for the Diſco- 
very of this Amour, I am incebted to your Friend, or 
your Wife's Friend, Mrs. Mirword. | 

Fam. What ſhou'd provoke her to be your Enemy, 
unleſs ſhe has made you Advances, which you have ſlight- 


ture, 

Mira. She was always civil to me, till of late; 1 
confeſs I am not one of thoſe Coxcombs who are apt to 
interpret a Woman's good Manners to her Prejudice; and 
think that ſhe who does not refuſe em ev'ry thing, can 
refuſe *em nothing, » 4Þ 

Fain, You are a galant Man, Mirabell; and tho“ you | 
may have Cruelty enough, not to ſatisfy a Lady's long- 1 
ing; you have too much Generoſity, not to be tender of 1 
ber Honour. Yet you ſpeak with an Indifference which 

4 5 feemg [. 
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1 De War of the Wok ys. 
ſeems to be affected; and confeſſes you are conſcious of 


a Negligence. 
Mira. You purſue the Argument with a Diſtruſt that 


ſeems to be unaffected, and confeſſes you are conſcious of 


a Concern for which the Lady is more indebted to you, 
than is your Wife. | | 

Fain, Fy, fy, Friend, if you grow cenſorious I muſt 
leave you; Ill look upon the Gameſters in the next 
Room. 

Mira. Who are they? 

Fain, Petulant and Witwoud — Bring me ſome Choeo- 


e. 
Mira. Betty, what ſays your Clock? 
Bet. Turn d of the laſt Canonical Hour, Sir. | 
Mira. How pertinently the Jade anſwers me! Ha? al- 
moſt one a Clock! [Looking on bis Watch.) O, y ao 


come 


SCENE I. 
3 Mirabell aud Footman, 

Mira. Well; is the grand Affair over? You have been 
ſomething tediovs. 

Serv. Sir, there's ſuch Coupling at Pancras, that they 
ftand behind one another, as twere in a Country Dance, 
Ours was the laſt Couple ro lead up; and no Hopes ap- 
pearing of Diſpatch, beſides, the Parſon growing hoarſe, 
we were afraid his Lungs 'wou'd bave fail'd before it- 
came to our Turn; ſo we drove round to Dukes-Place; 
and there they were rivetted in a trice, 

Mira, So, ſo, you are ſure they are married. 

Serv, Married and Bedded, Sir: I am Witneſs, 

Mira. Have you the Certificate, 

Serv, Here it is, Sir. 

Mira. Has the Tailor. brought WaitwelPs Clothes home; 
and the new Liveries? . 

Serv. Yes, Sir. | NAG 

Mita. That's well, Do you go home apain, d'ye hear, 
and adjourn the Conſummation *rill farther Order; bid 
Waitwell ſhake his Ears, and Dame Partiet ruſtle up her 
Feathers, and meet me. at One a Clock . b 

Pong 3 
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Pond; that I may ſee her before ſhe returns to her La- 
dy: And as you tender your Ears be ſecret. 


S GEN. E: UL, 


Mirabell, Fainall, Betty. 


Fain, Joy of your Succeſs, Mirabell; you look pleas'd. 

Mira, Ay; I have been engap'd in a Matter of ſome ſort of 
Mirth, which is not yet ripe for Diſcovery. 1 am glad 
this is not a Cabal-Night, I wonder, Fainall, that you 
who are married, and of conſequence ſhould be diſereet, 
will ſuffer your Wife to be of ſuch a Party. 

Fain, Faith, I am not jealous. Beſides, moſt who are 
eng:g'd are Women and Relations; and for the Men, they 
are of a Kind too contemptible to give Scandal. 

Mira, Tam of another Opinion. The greiter the Coxcomb, 
always the more the Scandal: For a Woman who is not 
a Fool, can have but one Reaſon for aſſociating with. 8 
Man who is one. 

Fam, Are you jealous as often as you ſee Mitmond enter- 
tain'd by Millamant # 

Mira. Of her Underſtanding I am, if not of her Perſon. 

Fain, You do her wrong; for to give her her Due, ſhe 
has Wir, 

Mira. She has Beauty enough to make any Man think 
ſo; and Compliifance enough not to contradict him who 
ſh3ll tell her ſo, 

Fain, For a paſſionate Lover, methinks you are a Man 
ſomewhat too diſcerning in the Failings of your Miſtreſs, 

Mira. And for a diſcerning Man, ſomewhat too paſ- 
ſionate a Lover; for I like her with all her Faults; nay like 
her for her Faults. Her Follies are fo natural, or ſo-art- 
ful, that they become her; and thoſe Affectations which 
in another Woman wou'd be odious, ſerve but to make” 
her more agreeable, Ill tell thee, Fainall, ſhe once us@ 
me with that Inſolence, that in Revenge I took ber to 
pieces; ſifted her, and ſeparated her Failings; I fiudy'd 
em, and got em by Rote. The Catalogue was ſo large, 
that I was not without Hopes, one Day or other to hate 
her heartily : To which end I ſo us'd my ſelf to think of 
em, that at length, contrary to my Deſign and 
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tation, they gave me ev'ry Hour leſs and leſs Diſturbance? 
*till in a few Days it became habitual to me, to remem- 
ber em without being diſpleasd. They are now 


' grown as familiar to me as my own Frailties; and in all 


probability in a little time longer I ſhall like *em as well, 


Fain, Merry her, marry her; be half as well acquainted. iſ 


with her Charms, as you are with her Defects, and my 
Life on't, you are your own. Man again. 
Mira. Say you fo? 
L I, I, I have Experience: I have a Wife, and fo 
rth. | 


. 
[To them.] Meſſenger, 
Meſſ. Is one Squire Witwoud here? 
Bet. Yes; What's your Buſineſs? 
Mefſ. I have a Letter for him, from his Brother Sir 
Wilfal, which I am charg'd to deliver into his own Hands 
Bet. He's in the next Room, Friend That way. 


S. C E NE V.. 


Mirabell, Fainall, Betty. 


Mira. What, is the chief of that noble Family in Town; 
Sir Wilfal Witwoud ? —_ — 

Fain, He is expected to Day, Do you know him? 

Mira. | have ſeen him, he promiſes to be an extraor- 


Ginary Perſon ; I think you have the Honour to be related 


to him. 

Fain. Yes; he. is half Brother to this Witwoud by 1 
former Wife, who was Siſter to my Lady Wiſhfore, my 
Wife's Mother. If you marry Millamant, you muſt call 
Couſins too. 

Mira, I had rather be his Relation than his Acquain- 
tance. 

Fain, He comes to Town in order to equip himſelf for 
Travel. f 

Mira. For Travel! Why the Man that I mean is above 
Forty. | 

Fain, No matter for that; tis for the Honour of Eng- 
land, that all Europe ſhou'd know we have Blockheads of 
Mira. 
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faye the Credit of the Nation, and prohibit the Exporta- 
tion of Fools, 

Fain. By no means, tis better as tis; *tis- better to 
trad? with a little Loſs, than to be quite eaten up with 
ed. being overſtock d. 

7 Mira. Pray, are the Follies of this Knight-errant, an 
thoſe of the Squire his Brother, any thing related? 


Fain. Not at all; Muwoud grows by the Knight, like 


ſo. Wa Medlar grafted on a. Crab. One will melt ja your 
Mouth, and bother fet your Teeth on edge; one is all 

Pulp, and the other all Core. 
Mira. So one will be Rotten before he be Ripe, and 
he other will be Rotten without ever being Ripe at all. 
Fain. Sir Wilful is an odd Mixture of Baſhfulneſs and 
Obſtinacy.— But when he's drunk, he's as loving as the 


gir Monſter in the Tempeſt; and much after the ſame man- 


er. To give Yother his due, he has ſomething of Good- 
ture, and does not always want Wit. 
Ys - Mira. Not always; but as often as his Memory fails 


im, ond his Common-place of Compariſons. He is a 


oo with a good Memory, and fome few Scraps of other 


aſſionately affects the Reputation of underſtanding Rail- 
ry, that he will conſtrue an Affront into a Jeſt; and 
all downright Rudeneſs and ill Language, Satire and 
ire. 

Fain, If you have a mind to finiſh his Picture, you 
my Nee an Opportunity to do it at full Length. Behold the 
call Miiginal. 

SCENE VE 


[Tothem)] Witwouds. 


for Vie. Afford me your Compaſſion, my. Dears; pity me,. 


amall; Mirabell, pity me. 
boye /a. I do from my Soul. 

Fam, Why, what's the Matter? 
Eng- Hit. No Letters for me, Betty? 


ds of fl E. Did not a. Meſſenger bring you one but now, Sir? 


Mira. N. 


Mira. I wonder there is not an Act of Parliament to 


olk; Wit. He is one whole Converſition can never be 
pproy'd, yet it is now and then to be endur d. He bas 
gerd one good Opality, he is not exceptious; for he ſo. 
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Wit. Ay, but no other? 
Bet. No, Sir. _ 
Wit, That's hard, that's very hard; — A Meſſeoger, 
/ a Mule, a Beaſt of Burden, he bas brought me a Letter 
trom the Fool my Brother, as heavy as a Panegyrick iq 
2 Funeral Sermon, or a Copy of Commendatory Verſe 
from one Poet to another. And what's worſe, tis as ſure 
a Forerunner of the Author, as an, Epiſtle Dedicatory, 
Mira, A Fool, and your Brother, Witwoud ! 8 
nm. Ay, ay, my half Brother. My halt Brother he i 
no nearer upon Honcur. | | 
Mira. Then *tis poſſible he may be but half a Fool. 
Wit. Good, good, Mirabell, le Drole! Good, good 
hing him, don't let's talk of him: Fainall, how don 
your Lady? Gad, | ſay any thing in the World to ge 
this Fellow out of my Head. 1 beg Pardon that I ſhou' 
ask a Man of Pleaſure, and the Town, a Queſtion at one 
fo Foreign and Domeſtick. But I talk hike an old Mai 
at a Marriage; I don't know what 1 ſay: But ſhe's the 
beſt Woman in the World. | 
Fain, * [is well you don't know what you ſay, or elf 
your Commendation wou'd go near to make me eithe 
vain or jcalous. | 
Wit. No Man in Town lives well with a Wife but 
Jainall. Your Judgment, Mirabell! 
Mira. You had better ſtep and ask bis Wife, if yo 


wou'd be credibiy inform'd. g 
Hit. Mirabell. f 


Mira. Ay. | 
Wit. My Dear, I ask ten thouſand Pardons; — —xF 
Gad I bave forgot what I was going to ſay to you. be 
Mira, I thank you heartily, heartily, c0 
Wit. No, but prithee excuſe me, —— my Memory il 
ſuch a Memory. 
Mira. Have a care of ſuch Apologies, Witwoud; 
for 1 never knew a Fool but he affected to complain Fr 
either of the Spleen or his Memory. 
1 Fam, What have you done with Petulant ? T; 
i Mit. He's reckoning his Mony,— my Mony it u N 
| have no Luck To- day. 
Fain, You may allow him to win of you at Play; f 
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for you are ſure to be too hard for him at Repartee: 

KW Since you monopolize the Wit that is between you, the 
ger Fortune muſt be his of courſe. 
on Mira. I don't find that Petulant confeſſes the Superio< 
ia :ity of Wit to be your Talent, Witword. 4 
rial , 775. Come, come, you are malicious now, and wou'd 
ſure breed Debates Petulant's my Friend, and a very 
. honeſt Fellow, and a very pony Fellow, and has a ſmat- 
terin Faith and Troth a pretty deal of an odd ſort 
of a ſmall Wit: Nay, I' do him Juſtice, I'm his Friend, 
I won't wrong him. And it he had any judgment 
in the World, — he wou'd not be altogether contemp- 
tible, Come, come, don'c detract from the Merits of 
my Friend, 

Fin. You don't take your Friend to be over · nicely 
bred. | | 

Hit. No, no, hang him, the Rogue has no Manners 
at all, that I muſt own——— No more Breeding than 
a Bum-baily, that J grant you "Tis pity; the Fellow 
has Fire and Life, 

Mira. What, Courage? 

Wit. Hum, faith I don't know as to that, — I can't 
ſay as to that. Yes, faith, in a Controyerſy, he'll 
contradict any body. | 
7 Mira. Tho? *twere a Man whom he fear d, or a Wo- 
1 Je man whom he lov'd. 

Wit. Well, well, be does not always think before he 
ſpeaks; —— We have all our Failings: You are too hard 
upon him, you are faith. Let me excuſe him, 
] can defend moſt of his Faults, except one or two: One 
. be has, that's the Truth on't; if he were my Brother, I 

could not acquit him— That indeed I cou'd wiſh were 
nor] other wiſe. : | 

Mira. Ay marry, what's that, Witwoud ? 

"= Hit. O pardon me—— Expoſe the Infirmities of m 
mPTY Friend. —No, my Dear, excuſe me there, 
e What I warrant he's unſincere, or tis ſome ſuch 

rifle, 

Hit. No, no, what if he be? *Tis no matter for that, 
Ibis Wit will excuſe that: A Wit ſhou'd no more be fin- 
cee, than a Woman conſtant ; one argues a Decay of 

Parts, as Cother of Beauty, — @&' W.. 
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Mira, May be you think him too poſitive? 

Wit. No, no, his being poſitive is an Incentive to Ar. 
gument, and keeps up Converſation, 

Fain. Too illiterate, 

Hit. That! that's his Happineſs His Want of Lear. 
ning gives him the more Opportunities 'to ſhew his na» 
tural Parts. 

- Mira. He wants Words. 

Wit. Ay: But 1 like him for that now; for his Want 
of Words gives me the Pleaſure very often to explain his 
Meaning. . 

Fain, He's impudent. 

Mit. No, that's not it. 

Mira. Vain. 

Wit. No. 

Mira. What, he ſpeaks unſeaſonable Truths ſometimes; 
becauſe he has not Wit enough to invent an Evaſion. 

Wit. Truths! Ha, ha, ha! No, no; ſince you will 
have it, — I mean, he never ſpeaks Truth at all, — That's 
all. He will lye like a Chambermaid, or a Woman of 
Quality's Porter. Now that is a Fault. 


"SCENE VU. | 
| 


— — —— —_ - 
— — — —U— — — 


[To them] Coachman. 


Coach. Is Maſter Petulamt here, Miſtreſs ? 
Bet. Yes. : 


| | | 
1 Conch, Three Gentlewomen in a Coach wou'd ſpeak 

| | { with him. 4 
Il | . Fam. O brave Petulami! Three! t 
1 Ber. I'll tell him. al 
| Coach, You muft bring two Diſhes of Chocolate and te 
| ö a Glaſs of Cinnamon- Mater. H 
{18 1 Mirabell, Fainall, Wirwoud. er 
| | | Mit. That ſhowd be for two faſting Strumpets, and « 
ll. Bavyd troubled with Wind. Now you may Know what ye 
Ut | WITTY 
1 the Three are. 

airm. You ore very free with your Friend's Acquain- {ff in 


| 4 = 
i. Ay, ay, Friendſhip without Freedom is as dull Nor 


Love 
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The Way of the WorLD 11 
Love without Enjoyment, or Wine without Toaſting; 
but to tell you a Secret, theſe are Trulls whom he allows 
Coach-hire, and ſomething more, by the Week, to call 
on him once a Day at publick Places, 
Mira, How ! | 


Hit. You ſhall ſee he won't go to em, becauſe there's | 1 
no more Company here to take notice of him Why l 


this is nothing to what he us'd to do: Before he found 
out this Way, I have known him call for himfelf — 

Fain, Call for himſelf! What doft thon mean ? 

Wit. Mean, why he wou'd flip you ont of this Cho- 
colate-houſe, juſt when you had been talking to bim— 
As ſoon as your Back was turn'd— whip he was gone; 
— Then trip to his Lodging, clap on a Hood and Scarf, 


to the Door again in a trice; where he wou'd fend in 
for himſelf, that is I mean, call for himſelf, wait for 
himſelf, nay and what's more, not finding himſelf, ſome- 
times leave a Letter for himſelf, | : 

Mira. J confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary 
I believe he waits for bimſelf now, he is ſo long a co- 
ming: O I ask his Pardon. 


Petulant, Mirabell, Fainall, Witwoud , Betty, 
Pet. Sir, the Coach ſtays. | 
Pet, Well, well; I come; — Sbud a Man had as good 
be a profeſs'd Midwife, as a profeſs'd W horemaſter, at 
this rate; to be knock'd up and rais'd at all Hours, and in 


tell em I won't come Let em ſnivel and cry their 
Hearts out. 

Fain, Tou are very cruel, Petulant. 

Pet. All's one, let it paſs—— I have a Humour to be 


eruel. | 
Mira. I hope they are not Perſons of Condition that || 


you uſe at this rate. 


* 
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-and a Mask, flap into a Hackney-Coach, and drive hither |. 


! 
'i 

SCENE IX. | 
| 


* 
all Places, Pox on em, I won't come-—— Dye hear, | 


Pet. Condition, Condition's a dry'd Fig, if I am not 
in Humour—— By this Hand, if they were your - 2 
-a -your What-dee-call-'ems themſelves, they muſt wait 
or rub off, it I want Appetit, 


Mira, 
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12 ' The Way of the WorLD. 
- Mira, What-dee-call-'ems! What are they, Witwoud? 
it. Empreſſes, my Dear--— By your What- dee · call 
*ems he means Sultana Queens, 
Pet. Ay, Roxolana's. 
Mira, Cry you Mercy. 
- Fain, Witwond ſays they are 
Pet. What does he ſay th' are 
Wir. I; fine Ladies I ſay. | | 
Per. Paſs: on, Witwoud—— Harkee, by this Light his 
Relations Two Co-heirefſes his Coulins, and an old 
Aunt, who loves Catterwauling better than a Conven- 
ticle. | 
Wit. Ha, ha, ha, I had a mind to ſee how the Rogue 
wou'd come off— Ha, ha, ha; Gad I can't be angry with 
him, if he had ſaid they were my Mother and my Siſters, 
Mira. No. | 
Hit. No; the on. ooh Wit and Readineſs of Inyention 


\- charm me, dear P 


Bet. They are gone, Sir, in great Anger. 

Pt. Enough, _ 9 Felps Complexion, 
Aves Paint. 

Fain, This Continence is all diſſembled; this is in or- 
der to have ſomething to brag of the next time he makes 
Court to Millamant, and ſwyear he has abandon'd the whole 
Sex for her ſake, E4 

Mira. Have you not left off your impudent Pretenſion 
there yet? I ſhall cut your Throat, ſome time or other, 
Petulant, about that Buſineſs. 

Per. Ay, ay, let that paſ There are other Throats 
to be Cut. | ; 

Mira. Meaning mine, Sir? | 

Pet. Not I—1 mean no Body— I know nothing 


But there are Uncles and Nephews in the World And 


they may be Rivals— What then? AlPs one for that— 
Airs. flow! Harkee, Petulant, come bither—- Explain 
or 1 ſhall call your Interpreter. | 
Pet. Explain; I know nothing - Why you, have an 
Uncle, have you not, lately come to Town, and lodges 
by my Lady Wiſhfort's? | 
Mira, True, | 
Pet. Why that's enougt—You and he are not ron 
all 


] 
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and if he ſhou'd marry and have a Child, you may bs 
6if:,herited, ha? 

Mira. Where haſt thou ſtumbled upon all this Truth ? 

Pet. AlPs one for that; why then ſay I know lomething, 

Mira Come, thou art an honeſt Fellow, Petulant, and 
ſhalt make Love to my Miſtreſs, thou ſha't, Faith. What 
haſt thou heard of my Uncle? 

Pet. I, nothing I. If Throats are to be cut, let Swords 
caſh; ſnug's the Word, I ſhrug and am ſilent. 

Mira. O Raillery, Raillery, Come, I know thou art 
in the Womens Secrets — What, you're a Cabaliſt; 1 
know you ſtaid at Millamant's laſt Night, after I wear. 
Was there any Mention made of my Uncle, or me? Tell 
me. If thou badſt but Good- nature equal to thy Wit, 
Petulant, Tony Wit woud, who is now thy Competitor in 
Fame, wou'd ſhew as dim by thee as a dead Whiting's 
Eye by a Pearl of Orient; he wou'd no more be ſeen by 
thee, than Mercury is by the Sun, Come, I'm ſure thou 
wo't tell me. | 

Pet, If 1 do, will you grant me common Senſe then, 
for the future? 

Mira, Faith L' do what I can for thee, and II pray 
that Heav'n may grant it thee in the mean time. 

Pet, Well, barkee. 

Fain, Petulant and you both will find Mirabell as warm 


| 2 Rival as a Lover. 


Vit. Pſhaw, pſhaw, that ſhe laughs at Perulant is plain- 
And for my part— But that it is almoſt a Faſhion to ad 
mire her, I ſhou'd— Harkee— To tell you a Secret, but 
ict it go no farther—Between Friends, I ſhall never break 
my Heart for ber, ; 

Fain, How! 

Wit. She's handſom; but ſhe's a ſort of an uncertain 
Woman. N 

Fain, I thought you had dy'd for her. 

Wit, Umh— No— 

Fain, She has Wit. 

Wit, Tis what ſhe will hardly allow any body elfe— 
Now, Demme, I ſhou'd hate that, if ſhe were as handſom 
3s Cleopatra. Aracell is not ſo ſure of her as he thinks 
for, , a 
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Fain, Why do you think ſo? 

Wit. We ſtaid pretty late there laſt Night; and heard 
ſomething of an Uncle to Mirabell, who is lately come 
to. Town, — and is between him and the beſt Part of his MW 
Eftate; Mirabell and he are at ſome diſtance, as my Lady 
Wiſhfort has been told; and you know ſhe hates Mirabell 
worſe than a Quaker hates a Parrot, or than a Fiſhmonger 
hates a hard Froſt, Whether this Uncle has ſeen Mrs, 
Millamant or not, I cannot ſay; but there were Item 
of ſuch a Treaty being in Embrio; and if it ſhould come 
to Life, poor Mirabell wou'd be in ſame ſort unfortunately 
fobb'd Ffaith. 

Fain. Tis impoſſible Millamant ſhou'd hearken to it. 

Wit. Faith, my Dear, I can't tell; ſhe's a Woman, and 
a kind of a Humoriſt. 

Mira. And this is the Sum of what you cou'd collect 
laſt Night. 

Pet. The Quinteſſence, May be Witwoud knows more, 
he ſtay d longer Beſides, they never mind him; 
they ſay any thing before him. 

Mira. | thought you had been the greateſt Favourite. 

Pet. Ay, tete à tete; but not in publick, becauſe I make 


Remarks, | 

Mira. You do? 

Pet. Ay, ay; px, I'm malicious, Man. Now he's 
ſoft, you know; they are not in awe of him—— The 
Fellow's well bred; he's what you call a What- 
gee-call-'em, a fine Gentleman: But he's filly withal. 

Mira. I thank you, | know as much as my Curioſity 
requires. Fiinall, are you for the Mall ? | 

Fam, Ay, Vil take a Turn before Dinner, 

Wit, Ay, we'll all walk in the Park; the Ladies talk' 
of being there, { 

Mira. I thought you were oblig'd to watch for you M 
Brother Sir Wilfell*s Arrival. — 

Wit. No, no; he comes to his Aunt's, my Lady Wiſh 
ort: Pox on him, 1 ſhall be troubled with him too 
* whit ſhall I do with the Fool? 

Per. Beg him for his Eſtate, that I may beg you after 

wars; and ſo have but one Trouble with you both. 
Wit, O rare Petulant; thou art as quick as Fire „ 
tro 
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froſty Morning; thou ſhale to the Mall with us, and wel 
be very ſevere. 


15 Pet. Enough, I'm in a Humour to be ſevere. 
his Mira. Are you? Pray then walk by your felves— Let 
ay not us be acceſſary to your putting the Ladies our of 
161 Countenance with your ſenſeleſs Ribaldry, which you 
Kr roar out aloud as often as they paſs by you; and when 
185 you have made a handſom Woman bluſh, then you think 
em ou have been ſevere, : . 
. Pet. What, what? Then let 'em either ſhewy their In- 
meh nocence by not underſtanding what they hear, or elſe 
ſhew their Diſcretion by not hearing what they wou d 
it not be thought to underſtand. 
-and Mira. But haſt not thou then Senſe enough to know 


that thou ought'ſt to be moſt aſham'd thy ſelt, when thou 
„leg haſt put another out of Countenance? x 
Peer. Not I, by this Hand 1 always take Bluſhing 
either for a Sign of Guilr, or ill Breeding. 


A Mira. I confeſs you ought to think ſo. You are in the 
' right, that you may plead the Error of your judgment 

rite, in defence of your Practice. | 

Hake Where Modeſly's Ill manners, tis but fit 


That Imfudence and Malice paſs for Wit, 


= ACT i SCENE YL 
St. AME S' PAR K. 
Mrs, FalN ALL and Mrs, MAR WOOP. 


Mrs. FAINAL I. 


As ay, dear Marwood, if we will be happy, we muſt 
find tie Means in our ſelves, and among our ſelves, 
Men are ever in Extremes; either doating, or averſe, 
While they are Lovers, if they have Fire and Senſe, their 
Jealoufies are inſupportable: And when they ceaſe to Love, 
{we ought to think at leaſt) they lothe; they look upon us 
with Horror and Diſtaſte; they meet us like the Ghoſts 
of what we were, and as from ſuch, fly from us, 
Mrs. Mar, True, tis an unhappy Circumſtance of Life, 
a h that 


you 


to forget em. 
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that Love ſhou'd ever die before us; and that the Man ſo 
often ſhou'd out- ive the Lover. But ſay what you will, 
cis better to be left, than never to have been lov'd. To 

aſs or r Youth in cull Indifference, to refuſe the Sweets 
of Life becauſe they once muſt leave us, is as prepoſterous, 
as to wiſh to have been born Old, becauſe we one Day 
mult be Old, For my part, my Youth may wear and 
waſte, but it ſhall never Tuſt in my Poſſeſſion. 

Mrs. Fain, Then it ſeems you difſemble an Averſion to 

"Mankind, only in compliance to my Mother's Humour.“ 

Mrs. Mar. Certainly. To be free; I have no Taſte of 
"thoſe intipid dry Diſcourſes, with which our Sex of force 
maſt entertain themſelves, apart from Men, We ma 
affe&t Endearments to each other, profeſs eternal Friend- 
ſhips, and ſeem to dote like Lovers; but *cis not in our 
Natures long to perſevere. Love will reſume his Empire 
in our Breaſts, and every Heart, or ſoon or late, receive 
and readmit him as its lawful Tyrant. 

Mrs. Fain, Bleſs me, how have I been deceiv'd! Why 
you profeſs a Libertine, 

Mrs. May. You ſee my Friendſhip by my Freedom, 
Come, be as ſincere, acknowledge that your Sentiments 
agree with mine. 

Mrs. Fam. Never, 

Mrs. Mar. You hate Mankind? 

Mrs. Fain, Heartily, Inveterately. 

Mrs. Mar. Vour Husband ? 

Mrs. Fain, Molt tranſcendently; ay, tho' J fay it, me- 
ritorioully. | | | 

Mrs. Mar. Give me your Hand upon it, fy 

Mrs. Fain, There, 

Mrs. Mar, I join with you; what I have ſaid has been 
to try you. ; fur 

Mrs. Fain. Is it poſſible? Doſt thou hate thoſe Vipen me 
Men? | 

Mrs. Mar. I have done hating *em, and am now come 
to deſpiſe em; the next thing I have to do, is eternally 


Mis. Fain, There ſpoke the Spirit of an Amazon, 1 


Mrs, Mar. And yet I am thinking ſometimes to carr 
my Averſion further. 1 Mr 
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Mre, Fam, How? 1 

Mrs. Mar. Faith by marrying; if I cou'd but find one 
that lov'd me very well, and would be throuphly ſenſible 
of il Uſage; I think I ſhould do my ſelf the Violence of 
undergoing the Ceremony, 

Mrs. Fam. You would not make him a Cuckold? 

Mrs, Mar. No; but I'd make him believe I did, and 
that's as bad. ? 

Mrs, Fain, Why had not you as good do it? 

Mrs. Mar. O it he ſhou'd ever diſcover it, he wou'd 
then know the worſt, and be out of his Pain; but I wou'd 
have him ever to continue upon the Rack of Fear and 
Jealouſy, | | 
Mrs. Fain. Tagenious Miſchief! Wou'd thou wert mar- 
ried to Mirabell, | 

Mrs. Mar. Wou'd J were. 

Mrs. Fain. You change Colour. 

Mrs, Mar. Becauſe I hate him, | 

Mrs, Fain. So do I; but I can hear him nam'd, But 
what Reaſon have you to hate him in particular? 

Mrs, Mar. I never loy'd him; he is, and always; was 
inſufferably proud. ; 

Mrs. Fain, By the Reaſon you give for your Averſion, 
one wou'd think it diſſembled; for you have laid a Fault 
to his Charge, of which his Enemies muſt acquit him. 

Mrs, Mar. O then it ſeems you are one of his favoura- 
ble Enemies. Methinks you look a little pale, and now 
you fluſh again, | 


Mrs. Fain. Do I? I think I am a little fick o' the 
ſudden, 


Mrs, Mar. What ails you? 
Mrs. Fain. My Husband. Don't you ſ:e him? He 
turn'd ſhort upon me unawares, and has almoſt overcome 


me, 
CENT 1 


[To them] Fainall and Mirabell. 
Mrs. Mar. Ha, ha, ha; he comes opportunely for you. 
Mrs, Fain. For you, for he has brought Mirabell with 
bim. ö 
Faia. My Dear. 
3 3 Mrs. 
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| Mrs. Fain, My Soul. 
| Fain. You don't look well to Day, Child. 
1 


Mrs. Fain. D'ye think ſo? 

Mira. He is the only Man that does, Madam. 

Mrs. Fain, The only Man that wou'd tell me ſo at leaft; 
and the only Man from whom I cou'd hear it without 
Mortification. ; 

Fain, O my Dear I am fatisfy'd of your Tenderneſs; 
I know you cannot reſent any thing from me; eſpecially 
what is an effect of my Concern, ; 

Mrs. Fain. Mr, Mirabell, my Mother interrupted you in 
2a pleafant Relation laſt Night, I wou'd fain hear it out. 

_ Mira, The Perſons concern'd in that Affair, have yet a 
tolerable Reputation. I am {afraid Mr, Fainall will be 
cenſorious. 

Mrs, Fain, He bas a Humour more prevailing than his 
Curioſity, and will willingly diſpenſe with the hearing of 
one ſcandal us Story, to avoid giving an Ocesſion to make 
another by being ſeen to walk with his Wife. This way, 

Mr. Mirabell, and I dare promiſe you will oblige us both. 


„ 


Fainall, Mrs. Marwood. 

Fain. Excellent Creature! Well, ſure if I ſhou'd live to V 
be rid of my Wife, I ſhou'd be a miſcrable Man, 

Mrs. Mar. Ay! 

Fain, For having only that one Hope, the Accompliſh- {MW ©! 
ment of it, of Conſequence muſt put an end to all my 
Hopes; and what a Wretch is he who muſt ſurvive his 
Hopes! Nothing remains when that Day comes, but to 
fit down and weep like Alexander, when he wanted other 
Worlds to conquer. 

Mrs. Mar. Will you not follow em? 

Fain. Faith, I think not. 

Mrs. Mar. Pray let us; I have a Reaſon, 

Faiz, You are not Jealous ? 
| Mrs, Mar. Of whom? 

. Fain, Of Mirabell. | | 
Mrs. Mar. If I am, is it inconſiſtent with my Love to 
you that I am tender of your Honour ? 

Fam. You wou'd intimate then, as if they were a ſel- 
low-feeling between my Wife and him, Mr» 


s falſe, 
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Mrs. Mar. I think ſhe does not hate him to that degree 


© ſhe wou'd be thought, 


Fain, But he, I fear, is too Inſenſible. 
Mrs. Mir, It may be you are deceiv'd. 2 
Fain, It may be ſo, I do not now begin to appre- 


: hend it. 


Mrs. Mar. What? 
Fain. That I have been deceiv'd, Madam, and you are 


Mrs. Mar. That I am falſe! What mean you? 

Fain, To let you know I fee through all your little 
Arts Come, you both love him; and both have equally 
diſſembl'd your Averſion. Your mutual Jealoufies of one 
znother, have made you clafh 'till you have both ſtruck 
Fire, I have ſeen the warm Confeſſion red'amg on your 
Checks, and ſparkling from your Eyes, 

Mrs, Mar. You do me wrong. 

Fain, I do nat ——*Twas for my eaſe to overſee and 
wiltully neglect the groſs Advances made him by my 
Wife; that by permitting her to be engap'd, I might con- 
tinue unſuſpected in my Pleaſures; and take you oftner to 
my Arms in full Security. But cou'd you think, becauſe 
the nodding Husband wou'd not wake, that cer the 
watchful Lover ſlept? . 

Mrs. Mar. And wherewithal can you reproach me? 

Fain, With Infidelity, with loving another, with Love 
of Mirabell. 

Mrs, Mar. *Tis falſe, I challenge you to ſhew an In- 
ſtance that can confirm your groundleſs Accuſation. I 
hate him, | 

Fain, And wherefore do you hate him? He is infenſt- 
ble, and your Reſentment tollows his Neglect. An In- 
ſtance! The Injuries you have done him are a Proof: 
Your interpoting in his Love. What cauſe had you to 
make Diſcoveries of his pretended Paſſion? To undeceive 
the credulous Aunt, and be the officious Obſtacle of his 
Match with Millamant ? EN 

Mrs. Mar, My Obligations to my Lady urg'd me: I 
had profeſs'd a Friendſhip to her; and cou'd not fee her 
ealy Nature fo abus d by that Diſſembler, "© 
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Fain, What, was it Conſcience then? Profeſs'd a Friend- 
ſhip! O the pious Friendſhips of the Female Sex! 

Mrs. Mar. More tender, more ſincere, and more endu- 
ring, than all the vain and empty Vows of Men, whether 
profeſſing Love to vs, or mutual Faith to one another, 

Fain, Ha, ha, ha; you are my Wife's Friend too. 

Mrs. Mar. Shame and Inpratitute! Do you reproach 
me? You, you upbraid me! Have I been falſe to her, 
thro? ſtrict fidelity to you, and facrific'd my Friendſhip 
to keep my Love inviolate? And have you the Baſeneſs 
to charge me with the Guilt, unmindful of the Merit! To 
you it ſhoud be meritorious, that I have been vicious: 
And do you refle& that Guilt upon me, which ſhou'd lie 
Luried in your Boſom? 

Fain, You miſinterpret my Reproof, I meant but to 
remind you of the flight Account you once cou'd make 
of ſtricteſt Ties, when ſet in Competition with your Love 
to me. 

Mrs, Mar. Tis falſe, you urg'd it with deliberate Malice 
— vas ſpoke in ſcorn, and I never will forgive ir. 

Fain. Your Guilt, not your Reſentment, begets your 
Rage. If yet you ſov'd, you cou'd forgive a Jealouſy : 
But you are ſtung to find you are diſcoyer'd, 

Mrs. Mar. It ſhall be all diſcover'd, You too ſhall be 
diſcover'd; be ſure you ſhall. I can but be exposd —— 
If 1 do it my ſelf I ſhall prevent your Baſeneſs. 

Fain, Why, what will you do? 

Mrs. Mar. Diſcloſe it to your Wife; own vybat has 
palt berween us, 

Fam. Frenzy! | 

Mrs. Mar. By al my Wrongs PI! do't —— PII publiſh n 
to the World the Injuries you have done me, both in my 
Fame and Fortune: With both I truſted you, you Bank- C 
rupt in Honour, as indigent of Wealth. 

Fain. Your Fame I have preſcrv'd. Your Fortune has 
been beſtow'd as the Prodigality of your Love would haye m 
1 i, in Ple:ſures which we both have ſhar'd. Vet, had cot 
i you been falſe, I had ere his repaid it "Tis true — Pa 


Tad you permitted Mirabell with Millamant to have ſtoll'n lot 
their Marriage, my Lady had been incens'd beyond all 


Means of Recoacilemei.t: Millamant had forfeited the I an 
Moiety 
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Moiety of her Fortune; which then wot'd have deſcen- 


ded to my Wife; — And wherefore did I marry, but to 


make lawful Prize of a rich Widow's Wealth, and fquan- 


der it on Love and you? 
Mrs, May. Deceit and frivolous Pretence. 


Fain, Death, am I not married? What's Pretence? Am 


J not impriſon'd, fetter'd? Have I not a Wife? Nay a 
Wife that was a Widow, a young Widow, a handſom 
Widow; and wou'd be again a Widow, but that I have a 
Heart of Proof, and ſomething of a Conſtitution to buſtle 
thro' the ways of Wedlock and this World. Will you yet 
be reconciPd to Truth and me? 

Mrs, Mar. Impeſiible. Truth and you are inconſiſtent 
——— | hate you, and ſhall for ever. i 

Fain, For loving you? 

Mrs. Mar, I lothe the Name of Love after ſuch Uſage; 
and next to the Guilt with which you wou'd aſperſe me, 1 
{cor you moſt, Farewe), 

Fain, Nay, ve muſt not part thus, 

Mrs, Mar. Let me go, 

Fain, Come, I'm ſorry, 

Mrs. Mar. I care not—— Let me go —— Break my 
Hands, do I'd leave 'em to pet looſe. 

Fain. | wou'd not hurt you for the World, Have I no 
other Hold to keep you here? 

Mrs. Mar. Well, I have deſerv'd it all, 

Fain, You know I love you. 5 4 

Mrs. Mar. Poor diſſembling!— O that — Well, it is 
not yet i | 

Fain, What? What is it not? What is it not yet? It is 
not yet too late | | | 

Mrs. Mar. No, it is not yet too late — 1 have that 
Comfort. 

Fain. It is, to love another. KR 

Mrs. Mar. But not to lothe, deteſt, abhor Mankind, 
my ſelf and the whole treacherous World, 

Fain, Nay, this is Extravagance — Come, I ask your 
Pardon —— No Tears —— I was to blame, I cou'd not 
love you and be eaſy in my Doubts —- Pray fordear —— 


l believe you; I'm corvinc'd I've done you wrong; 


and any way, ev'ry Way Will make amends; —— I. 
20 B 5 hate 
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hate my Wife yet more, Damn her, I'll part with her, 
rob her of all ſhe's worth, and we'll retire ſomewhere, 
any where, to another World, I'll marry thee — Be paci- 
fy'd —— *Sdeath they come, hide your Face, your Tears 


—— You have a Mask, wear it a moment, This way, 


this way, be perſuaded, 
SCENE III. 


Mirabell [and Mrs. Fainall. 
| Mrs. Fam. They are here yet. 

Mira. They are turning into the other Walk, 

Mrs. Fain. While I only hated my Husband, I cou'd 
bear to ſee him; but ſince I have deſpis'd him, he's too 
offenſive, 

Mira, O you ſhou'd hate with Prudence, 

Mrs. Fain, Yes, for | have lov'd with Indiſcretion. 

Mira. You ſhou's have juſt ſo much Diſguſt for your 
Husband, as may be ſufficient to make you reliſh your 
Lover, | 

Mrs. Fax. You have been the Cauſe that I have lov'd 
without Bounds, and wou'd you ſet Limits to that Aver- 
fon, of which you have been the Occaſion? Why did you 
make me marry this Man? | 

Mira, Why do we daily commit diſagreeable and dan» 
gerous Actions? To ſave that Idol Reputation, 
Familiari ies of our Loves had produc'd that Conſequence, 
of which you were apprehenſive, where cou'd you have 
fix'd a Father's Name with Credit, but on a Husband? J 
knew Fainall to be a Man laviſh of his Morals, an intereſ- 
ted and proteſſing Friend, a falſe and a deſigning Lover; 
yet one whoſe Wit and outward fair Behaviour, have 
gain'd a Repuratioa with the Town, enough to make 
that Woman ſtand excus'd, who has ſuffer'd her ſelf to be 
won by his Addreſſes. A better Man ought not to have 
been facrific'd to the Occeſton; a worſe had nut anſwer'd 
to the Pu poſe. When you are weary of him, you know 
your Remedy. | 

Mrs. Faiz. | ought- to ſtand in ſome Degree of Credit 
with you, Mirabell. 

Mira. In Juſtice to you, I have made you privy to my 
whole Deſign, and put it ia your Pow'r. to ruin or ad- 
vance my Fortune, | SES one Mrs 
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Mrs. Fain, Whom have you inſtructed to repreſent your 


pretended Uncle. | 
Mira, Waitwell, my Servant. 


Mrs. Fain, He is an humble Servant to Foiole my Mo- 


ther's Woman, and may win her to your Intereſt. 


Mira. Care is taken for that — She is won and worn 


by this time, They were married this Morning. 

Mrs, Fain, Who? | 

Mira. Waitwell and Foible. I wow'd not tempt my Ser- 
vant to betray me by truſting him too far, If your Mo- 
ther, in hopes to ruin me, ſhou'd conſent to marry my 
pretended Uncle, he might, like Moſca in the Fox, ſtand 
upon Terms; ſo I made him ſure betorehand. 

Mis. Fais. So, if my poor Mother is caught in a Con 
tract you will diſcover the Lmpoſture betimes; and rele iſe 
her by producing a Certificate of her Galant's former 
Marriage. | 

Mira, Yes, upon Condition that ſhe conſent to my 
Marriage with her Niece, and ſurrender the Moiety of her 
Fortune in her Poſſeſſion, 

Mrs. Fain, She talk'd laſt Night of endearouring at a. 
Match between Millamant and your Uncle. 

Mira, That was by Foible's Direction, and my Inſtrue- 
tion, that ſhe might ſeem to carry it more privately. 

Mrs. Fam, Well, I have an Opinion of your Succels;. 
for | believe my Lady will do any thing to get an Hus- 
band; and when ſhe has this, which you have provided 
for her, I ſuppoſe ſhe will ſubmit to any thing to get rid. 
of him, 

Mira, Yes, I think the good Lady wou'd marry any 
thing that reſembl'd a Man, though twere no more than 
What a Butler could pinch out ot a Napkin. | | 

Mrs. Fain, Female Frail:y! We matt all come to lit, if 
we live to be Old, and feel the craving ot a falſe App-tite 
whea the true is decay'd. 

Mira. An old Womin's'Appetite is deprav'd like that of 
I'Girl —*Tis the Green-Sickneſs of a ſecond Childhood; 
and like the faint Otter of a latter Spring, ſerves but to 
uſher in the Fall; and withers in an affected Bloom. 

Mrs,.Fqiv, Here's your. Miſtreſs. 


— — — — 
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SCENE IV. 


[To them] Mrs. Millamant, Witwoud, Mincing. 

Mira. Here ſhe comes i'faith full Sail, with her Fan 
ſpread and Streamers out, and a Shoal of Fools for Ten- 
ders Ha, no, I cry her Mercy, | | 

Mrs, Fain, I ſee but one poor empty Sculler; and he 
tows her Woman after him. 

Mira, You ſ em to be unattended, Madam, —— Vou 
usd to have the Beaumond Throng after you; and 2 
Flock of gay fine Perukes hovering round you, 

Nit. Like Moths about a Candle I had like to 
have loſt my Compariſon for want of Breath, 

Milla. O I hive deny'd my ſelf Airs to Day. I have 
walk'd as faſt through the Croud ———— 

Wit. As a Favourite juſt diſgraced ; and with as few 
Followers. 

Milla. Dear Mr. Vitwoud, Truce with your Similitudes: 
For I am as Sick of em 

Wit. As a Phyſician of a good Air — I cannot help it, 
Madam, tho' tis againſt my ſelf. 

Milla. Yet again! Mincing, ſtand between me and his 
Wir. 

Hit. Do, Mrs. Mincing, like a Skreen before a great 
Fire, I conſeſs I do blaze to Day, I am too bright. 

Mrs. Fain, But, dear Millamant, why were you ſo long? 

Milla. Lopg! Lord, have I not made violent haſte? I 
have ask'd every living Thing I met for you; I have en- 
quir'd after you, as after a new Faſhion, 

Hit. Madam, Truce with your Similitudes No, 
you met her Husband, and did not ask him for her. 

Mira. By your leave Witwonud, that were like enquiring 
after an oli Faſhion, to ask a Husband for his Wife, 

Mit. Hum, a hit, a hit, a palpable hit, I confeſs it. 

Mrs.-Faiz, You were Creſs'd before I came abroad. 

Milla. Ay, that's true 
Mincing, what had I? Why was l ſo long? 

Minc. O Mem, your Laſhip ſtaid to peruſe a Pacquet of 
Letters, 

_ Milla, O ay, Letters — ] had Letters - I am perſecuted 
wich Letters — I hate Letters — No Body knows how to 
Write 


| 
| 
| 
[ 
4 


O but then I had 
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write Letters; and yet one has em, one does not know 
why —— They {rye one to pin up one's Hair. 

Wit. Is that the way? Pray, Madam, do you pin up 
your Hair with all your Letters; I fiad I muſt keep 
Copies. : 

Milla. Only with thoſe in Verſe, Mr. Vitwoud. I never 
pin up my_ Hair with Proſe, I think I try'd once, 
Mincing. 

Mizc, O Mem, I ſhall never forget it. 

Milla. Ay, poor Mincing tift and tift all the Morning. 

Minc. Till [ had the Cramp in my Fingers, I'll vow 
Mem. And all to no purpoſe. But when your Laſhip pins 
it up with Poetry, it ſits fo pleaſant the next Day as any 
Thing, and is ſo pure and ſo crips. 

Wit, Indeed, ſo crips? 

Mine. You're ſuch a Critick, Mr. 7Vitwoud, 

Milla. Mirabell, Did you take Exceptions laſt Night? 
O ay, and went away —— Now I think on't I'm angry? 
No, now I think on't I'm plea:d —— For I believe 
gave you ſome Pain. 

Mira. Does that pleaſe you? 

Milla, Infinitely; I love to give Pain. 

Mira. You wou'd affect a Cruelty which is not in your 
Nature; your true Vanity is in the Power of pleaſing. 

Milla. O I ask your Pardon for that —— Ones Cruelty 
is ones Power, and when one parts with ones Cruelty, one 


parts with ones Power; and when one has parted with 


that, I fancy one's old and ugly. 


Mira. Ay, ay, ſuffer your Cruelty to ruin the Object of 


your Power, to deſtroy your Lover — And then how 
vain, how loſt a Thing you'll be? Nay, 'tis true: You 
are no longer handſom when you've loſt your Lover; 
your Beauty dies upon the Inſtant: For Beauty is the Lo- 
ver's Gift; 'tis he beſtows your Charms —— Your Glaſs 
is all a Cheat. The Ugly and the Old, whom the Looking- 
plaſs mortifies, yet after Commendation can be fluter'd 
by it, and diſcover Beauties in it: For that reflects our 
Praiſes, rather than your Face. | 

Milla. O the Vanity of theſe Men! Fainall, d'ye heit 
him? It they did not commen d us, we were not hand- 
lome! Now you muſt kaow they cou'd not commend 
One, 


—_— "EY - — — — 


E w_ - 
_ I 
dl = EC 


„%% Po Ee RES 
8 Fee J ral 8 


26 The War of the Wok p. 


one, if one was not handſom. Beauty the Lover's Gift 
Lord, what is a Lover, that it can give? Why 
one rnakes Lovers as faſt as one pleaſes, and they live as 
long as one pleaſes, and they die as ſoon as one pleaſes: 
And then if one pleaſes one makes more, 

it, Very pretty. Why you make no more of making 
of Lovers, Madam, than of making ſo mary Card- 
matches. 

Milla One no more owes ones Beauty to a Lover, 
than ones Wit to an Echo: They can but reflect what 
we look and ſay; vain empty Things if we are ſilent or 
unſeen, and want a Being. 

Mira Yet, to thoſe two vain empty Things, you owe 
two the greateſt Pleaſures of your Life: 

Milla, How ſo? | 

Mira, To your Lover you owe the Pleaſure of hearing 
your ſclves prais d; and to an Echo the Pleaſure of hear- 
ing your {elves talk. 

Mit. But I know a Lady that loves Talking fo inceſ- 
fantly, ſhe won't give an Eccho fair play; ſhe has that 
everlaſting Rotation of Tongue, that an Eccho muſt wait 
till ſhe dies, before it can catch her laſt Words. 

Milla. O Fiction; Fainall, let us leave theſe Men. 

Mira. Draw off Hitwond. [ Aſide to Mrs, Fainall, 

Mrs. Fain, Immediately; I have a Ward or two for 


Mr. Witwoud. 


S 0. NEV 


Millamant, Mirabell, Mincing, 

Mira. I wou'd beg a little private Audience t0O mmm 
You had the Tyranny to deny me laſt Night; tho' you 
knew I came to impart a Secret to you. that concern'd 
my Love. | 

Milla, You ſaw I was engag'd. 

Mira. Un kind. You had the leiſure to entertain a Herd 
of Fools; Things who viſit you from their exceſſive ldle- 


neſs; beſtowing on your Ealineſs that Time, which is 


the Incumbrance of their Lives, How can you find 
Delight iu ſuch Society? It is impoſſible they ſhou'd ad- 
mire you, they are not capable; Or if they were, it 
ſhou'd be to you as a Mortification;, for ſure to jlcale a 
Fool. is ſame degree of Folly. E 
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Milla. I pleaſe my ſelf =— Beſides, ſometimes to con- 

yerſe with Fools is fer my Health, | 
Mira. Your Health! Is there a worſe Diſceſe than the 
Converſation of Fools? 

Milla, Yes, the Vapours; Fo ls are Phyſick for it, 
next to Aſſa fœtida. 
| Mira, You are not in a Courſe of For]: ? 

Milla, Mirabell, if you perfiſt in this off-nfive Freedom 
| —— you'll diſpleaſe me — I think J muſt relolve after 
| all, not to have you —— We ſhan'c agree. 

Mira, Not in our Phyſick it may be, 8 
Milla. And yet our Diſtemper in all likelihood will be 
the ame; for we ſhall be ſick of one another. I ſhan't 
endure to be reprimanded, nor inſtructed; tis ſo dull to 
act always by Advice, and ſo tedious to be told of ones 
Faults — — I can't bear it. Well, I won't have you Mira- 
bell —— Pm refolv'd —— 1 think —— You may go 
Ha, ha, ba, What wou'd you give, that you cou'd help 
loving me? | 
Mira, I wou'd give ſomething that you did not know 
t I cou'd not help it. | 
Milla, Come, don't look grave then. Well, what do 
you ſay to me? 
L Mira, I ſay that a Man may as ſoon make a Friend by 
r his Wit, or a Fortune by his Honeſty, as win a Woman 
with Plain- dealing and Sincerity. 
Milla. Sententious Mirabell! Prithee don't look with 
that violent and it flexible wiſe Face, like Solomon at the 
dividing of the Child in an old Tapeſtry Hanging. 


* 


3 


* Mira. You are merry, Madam, but I would perſuade 
* you for a Moment to be ſerious, | 
d Milla, What, with that Face? No, if you. keep your 


Countenanace, tis impoſſible I ſhou'd hold mine, Well, 

after all there is ſomething very moviog in a Love-ſick 
> Face. Ha, ha, ha— Well I won't laugh, don't be peeviſh 
g Heigho! Now Il be melancholy, as melancholy as 
is I a Watch-light. Well, Mirabell, if ever you will win me 
14 i woo me now —— Nay, if you are ſo teuious, fare you 
d- well; — 1 ſee they are walking away. 


1c Mira. Can you not find in the variety of your Diſpo- 
a ton one Mo MENT ona. . N 
As | Milla 
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Milla. To hear you tell me Foible's Marry'd, and your 
Plot like to ſpeed —— No. 
Mira. But how you came to know it | 
Milla. Without the help of the Devil, you can't imagine; 
unleſs ſhe ſhould tell me her ſelf, Which of the two it 
may have been, I will leave you to conſider; and when 
you have done thinking of that, think of me, 


& CE NE. VL 


Mirabell alone. 
" Mira. I have ſomething more Gone — Think of 
you! To think of a Whirlwind, tho* *twere in a Whirl- 
wind, were a Caſe of more ſteady Contemplation; a very 
Trar quillity of Mind and Manſion, A Fellow that lives in 
a Windmill, has not a more whimſical Dwelling than the 
Heart of a Man that is lodg'd in a Woman, There is no 
Point of the Compaſs to which they cannot turn, and by 
which they are not turn'd; and by one as well as another; 


for Motion not Method is their Gccupation, To know 


this, and yet continue to be in Love, is to be made wi 
from the Pictates of Reaſon, and yet perſevere to phy 
the Fool by the force of Inſtinct.— O here come my 
Pair of Turtles, — What, billing ſo ſweetly! Is not Vas 
lentine's Day over with you yet? 


S C EN E:-VH; 


[To him] Waitwell, Foible, 

Mira. Sirrah, Waitwell, why ſure you think you wer: 
marry'd for your own Recreation, and not for my Con- 
veniency. 

Wait. Your Pardon, Sir. With Submiſſion, we have 
indeed been ſolacing in lawful Delights; but ſtill with an 
Eye to Euſir eſs, Sir. I have inſtructed her 2s well as I 
could. If ſhe can take your Directions as readily as my 
Inſtructions, Sir, your Affairs are in a proſperous way. 

Mira. Give you Joy, Mrs. Foible. 

Foib. O: las, Sir, I'm fo aſnam d I'm afraid my 
Lady has been in a Thouſand Inquietudes for me. But! 
proteſt, Sir, made as much haſte as I could, 

Wait. I het fhe did indeed, Sir, It was my Fault that 
ſhe did not make more. 


Mira. That I believe. Foib. 


The Wav of the WORLD. 29 


Foib. But I told my Lady as you inſtructed me, Sir. 
That I had a proſpect of ſeeing Sir Rowland your Uncle; 
and that I wou'd put her Lady ſhip's Picture in my Pocket 
to ſhew him; which I'll be ſure to {ay has made him fo ena- 
mou7'd of her Beauty, that he burns with I mpatience to 
lie at her Ladyſhip's Feet and worſhip the Original. 

Mira, Excellent Foible! Matrimony has made you elo- 
vent in Love. ä 

Vait. I think ſhe has profited, Sir. I think fo. - 
Foib, You have ſeen Madam Millamant, Sir? 
pf Mira, Yes. * 
1 Foib. I told her, Sir, becauſe I did not know that you 


* 


y might find an Opportunity; ſhe had ſo much Company 


ia 1:7 Night. 


he Mira. Your Diligence will merit more — in the mean 
no time — [Gives Mony. 
by Foib. O dear Sir, your humble Servant. 
T; Wait. Spouſe. | 
v Mira. Stand off, Sir, not a Penny — Go on and proſ- 


per, Foible—— The Leaſe ſhall be made good and the 

y Farm ſtock'd, if we ſucceed. 

my Foib. I don't queſtion your Generoſity, Sir: And you 

Vn. need not doubt of Succeſs. If you have no more Com- 
mands, Sir, I'll be gone; I'm ſure my Lady is at her Toi- 
let, and can't dreſs till I come.—— O dear, Pm ſure that 
[Looking out] was Mrs, Marwood that went by in a Misk; 
it ſhe has ſeen me with you Pm ſure ſhe'!] tell my Lady. 

ver: l make baſte home and prevent her, Your Servant, Sir. 

,on- N w'y Waitwell, 


SE NE. VIE 


h an Mirabell, Waitwell. 


as 1 Tait, Sir Rowland, if you pleaſe. The Jade's ſo pert 
my Kupon her Preferment ſhe forgets her ſelt. 


Y Mira. Come, Sir, wil you endeayour to forget you 
land transform into Sir Kowland, &. 

my ait. Why, Sir; it will be impoſſible I ſhou'd remem 
ut I Per my felf——Marry'd, Knighted and attended all in one 

Ny! *Tis enough to mike any Man forget himſelf, Tas 

t tat Difficulty will be bow to recover my Acquaintance and 

amiliarity with my former ſelf; and fal from,my Trans- 

Foib. : EA formation 
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formation to a Reformation into Maitwell. Nay, I ſhan't 
be quite the ſame Waitwell neither for now I remem- 
ber me, I'm marry'd, and can't be my own Man again. 
Ay there's my Grief; that's the ſad Change of Life; 
To loſe my Title, and yet keep my Wie. 


1 
* 


im. SCENE I. 


A Room in Lady Wiſhfort's Houſe, 
Lady Wiſhfort at her Toilet, Peg waiting. 


Lady. M Erciful, no News of Foible yet? 
Peg. No, Madam. 


11. 


Lady. J have no more Patience—If I have not fretted 


my ſelf till I am pale again, there's no Veraci'y in me. 
Fetch me the Red — the Red, do you hear, Sweet- 
heart? An errant Aſh-colour, as I'm a Perſon, Lo:k you 
how this Wench ſtirs! Why doſt thou not fetch me a lit- 
tle Red? Didſt thou not hear me, Mopus? 

Peg. The red Ratafia does your Ladyſhip mean, or the 
Cherry-Brandy ? : 

Lady. Ratafia, Fool. No, Fool. Not the Ratafia, Fool 
Grant me Patience! I mean the Spaniſh Paper, Idiot, Com- 
plexion Darling Paint, Paint, Paint, doſt thou underſtand 
that, Changeling, dangling thy Hands like Bobbias before 
thee? Why doſt thou not ſtir, Puppet? thou wooden 
Thing upon Wires, 

Peg. Lord, Madam, your Ladyſhip is fo impatient.— 
I cannct come at the Paint, Madam, Mrs, Foible has 
lock'd it up, and carry'd the Key with her, 

Lady, A Pox take you both— Fetch me the Cherry- 
Brandy then. t 
| S8 N £1. 


Fi Lady Wiſhfort. 
m as pale and as faint, I look like Mrs. Qualmſiet 


the Curate's Vife, that's always breeding — Wench, 


come, come, Wench, what art thou doing, Sippiag? 


Taſting? Save thee, doſt thou not know the Bottle? 


SCENE 


ſick 


ich, 


| the Bottle firſt, Here, here, under the Table What, 


the Aſturian in Don Quixote. No Foible yet? 


with mentioning that Traitor, She durſt not have the 
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Lady Wiſhfort, Peg with a Bottle and China Cup. 


Peg. Madam, I was looking for a Cup. 

Lady. A Cup, fave thee, and what a Cup baſt thou 
brought! Doſt thou take me for a Fairy, to drink out of 
an Acorn? Why didſt thou not bring thy Thimble? Haſt 
thou neer a Braſs-Thimble clinking in thy Pocket with a 
bit of Nutmeg? I warrent thee, Come, fill, fill. 
So-— again, See who that is [One knocks. ] Serdown 


wou'dſt thou go with the Bottle in thy Hand like a Tap» 
ſter. As 'm a Perſon, this Wench has liy'd; in an Inn 
upon the Road, before ſhe came to me, like, Maritornes 


Peg. No Madam, Mrs. Marwood. | 
Lady. O Marwood, let her come in. Come in good 
Marwed, | 


SUE NE IV, 


[To them] Mrs, Marwood, 


Mrs. Mar. I'm ſurpriz'd to find your Lady ſhip in Diſha- 
bills at this time of Day. 

Lady. Foible's a loſt Thing; has been abroad fince Mor- 
ning, and never heard of ſince. 

Mrs. Mar. I ſaw her but now, as I came mask d 
through the Park, in Conference with Mirabell. 

Lady. With Mirabell! You call my Blood into my Face, 


Confidence, I ſent her to negotiate an Affair, in which 
it I'm detected I'm un lone. If that wheedling Villain 
has wrought upon Foible to detect me, Pm ruin'd. Oh 
my dear Friend, I'm a Wretch of Wretches if I'm detec- 
ted. | 

Mrs. Mar. O Madam, you cannot ſuſpect Mrs, Foible's 
Integrity, | | 

Lady. O, he carries Poiſon in his Tongue that wou'd 
corrupt Integrity it ſelf, If ſhe has given him an Oppors 
tunity, ſhe has as good as put her Integrity into his Hands, 
Ah dear Marwood, what's Integrity to an n ON 
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Hark! I hear her —— Dear Friend, retire into my Cloſet; 
that I may examine her with more Freedom You l 
p:rdon me, dear Friend, I can make bold with you 
There are Books over the Chimney———— QOuarles and 
Pryn, and the Short View of the Stage, with Bunyan; 
Works to entertain you, Go, you Thing, and 
ſend her in, LI Peg, 


SCENE VV. 
Lady Wiſhfort, Foible. 


Lady. O Foible, where hait thou been ? what haſt thou 
been doing? 
Foib. Madam, I have ſeen the Party. 

Lady. But what haſt thou done? 

Foib. Nay, 'tis your Ladyſhip has done, and are to do; 
have only promis'd, But a Man ſo enamour'd————1o 
tranſported) Well, if worſhipping of Pictures be a Sin— 
it Poor Sir Rowland 1 ſry. 

Lady. The Miniature has been counted like—— But hiſt 

thou not betray'd me, Foible? Haſt thou not d: tected me 
to that faithleſs M:rabell?———- What hadſt thou to do 
with him in the Park? Anſwer me, has he got nothing 
out of thee? 
Foib. So, the Devil has been beforehand: with me, 
what fhal) I ſay?—— Alas, Madam, could I help it, it I | 
met that confident Thirg? Was I in Favl:? if you had 
heard how he us'd me, and all upon your Lady ſbip's Ac- 
count, Pm ſure you wou'd not ſuſpect my Fidelity. Nay, 
if that had been the worſt I cou'd have born: But he had 1 
a Fling at your Ladyfhip too; and then I cou'd not hold: , 
Eut i'f2i:h I gave him his own, 1 

Lady, Me? What did the filthy Fellow ſay? 2 

- 
T 


Foib, © Madam; *ris a Shame to ſay what he ſaid 

Wich his Taunts and his Flers, toſſing up his Note, 
Humh {ſays he) what you are a hatching ſoine Plot (iays h 
he) you are ſo early abroad, or Catering (tays be) ferreting 
for {ome disbanded Officer, I warrant— alt Pay is bu:  . 
thin Sub ſiſtence (ſays he)— Well, what Penſion docs your 4 
Lady propoſe? Let me tce (ſays he) what ſhe muſt come 
down pretty deep now, ſhe's ſuperannuated (ſays he) 
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Lady. Ods my Life, III have him, I'll have him mut- 
der'd. Vil have him poiſon'd. Where does he eat? IN 
marry a Drawer to have him poiſon'd in his Wine. Il 
ſend for Robin from Lockets—Immediately, | 

Foib, Poiſon him? Poiſoning's too good for him. 
Starve him, Madam, ſtarve him; marry Sir Rowland, and 
get him diſinberited. O you wou'd bleſs your ſelf, to 
hear what he ſaid, 

Lady. A Villain, ſuper innuated! 

Foib. Humh (Gays he) J hear you are laying Deſigns a- 
oqinft me too (ſays he) and Mrs. Millamant is to marry 
my Uacle; (he does not ſuſpect a Word of your Ladyſhip 3) 
but (ſays he) VI! fir you for that, I warrant you (ſays he) 
I hamper you for that (ſays he) you and your old Frip- 
pery too (fays he) Vi] handle ou. 

Lady. Audicious Villain! hindle me, wou'd he durſt— 
Frippery? old Frirpery! Was there ever ſuch a foul- 
mouth'd Fellow ? I'll be marry'd To-morrow, I'll be con- 
trated To pight. 

Foib. The ſooner the better Madam. 

Lady. Will Sir Rowland be here, ſay'ſt thou? when, 
Foible? 

Foib. Incontinently, Madam, No new Sheriff's Wife 
expects the Return of her Hucband after Kniphthood, 
with that Imparience in which Sir Rowland burns for the 
dear Hour of kifling your Lacyfhip's Hand after Dinner 

Lady. Frippery? fuperaaruated Frippery! VII Frippe 
the Villain, Fi! reduce hit ro Friopery "cd Nad A 
Ta'terdemalio! hope to fee him hung with Tat- 
ters, like a L-:g-Lane Penthouſe, or a Gibbet- Thief. A 
ander- mouth'd Railer: I warrant the Spendthrift Prodi- 
gabs in Debt as much as the Million Lottery, or the whole 
Curt upon a Birth-Day. III ſpoil bis Credit with his 
Tailor. Yes, he ſhall hive my Niece with her Fortune, 
he ſhall, : 

Foib. Ae! J hope to ſee him lodge in Ludgate firſt, and 
angle into Black-Friars for Braſs Farthings, with an old 
Mitten. 

Lady. Ay der Foivle ; thank thee for that, dear Foible. 
He has put me out of all Patience. I ſhall never recom- 
poſe my Features, to receive Sir Rowlazd with any Occo- 

5 nomy 
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nomy of Face. This Wretch has fretted me that I am 
abſolutely decay'd. Look, Foible. 

Foib, Your Ladyſhip has frown'd a little too raſhly, in- 
deed, Madam. There are ſome Cracks diſcernible in the 


white Verniſh, 

Lady. Let me fre the the Glafs—— Cracks, ſay'ſt 

thou? Why I am errantly flea'd-——1 look like an old 

pecl'd Wall. Thou muſt repair me, Foible, before Sir 

Rowland comes; or I ſhall never keep up to my Picture. 
Foib. I warrant you, Madam; a little Art once made 


your Picture like you; and now a little of the fame Art 


muſt make you like your Picture, Your Picture muſt 
fit for you, Madam, 

Lady. But art thou ſure Sir Rowland will not fail to 
come? Or will a not fail when he does come? Will he 
be Importunate, Foible, and puſh? For if he ſhou'd not 
be importunate——1 ſhall never break Decorums— I ſhall 
die with Confuſion, if I am forc'd to advance— Oh no, 
I can never advance—1 ſhall ſwoon it he ſhould expect 
Advances, No, I hope Sir Rowland is better bred, than 
to put a Lady to the Necefſlity of breaking her Forms, 
I won't be too coy neither. I won't give him 
Deſpair——— But a li'tle Diſdain is not amiſs; a little 
Scorn is alluring, 

Foib. A little Scorn becomes your Lady fhip. 

Lady. Yes, but Tenderneſs becomes me beſt 
A ſort of a Dyingneſs — You ſee that Picture has a ſort 
Of a Ha Foible? A Swimmingnelſs in the Eyes— 
Yes, Vil look ſo— My Niece affects it; but ſhe wants 
Features, Is Sir Rowland bandſom? Let my Toilet be 
remov'd— Il dreſs above. Ill receive Sir Rowland here. 
Is he handſom? Don't anſwer me. I won't know: Ill 
be ſurpriz d. Vil be taken by Surprize. 

Foib. By Storm, Madam. Sir Rowland's a brisk Man, 

Lady. Is he! O then he'll imporiune, if he's a brisk 
Man. I ſhall fave Decorums if Sir Rowland importunes. 
I have a mortal Terror at the Apprehenſion of offending 
againſt Decorums. O I'm glad he's a brisk Man, Let 
my Things be remoy'd, good Foible. 


SCENE 
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Mrs. Fainall, Foible. 


Mrs. Fain, O Foible, | have been in a Fright, left I 
ſhou'd come too late. That Devil Marwood, 1faw you in 
the Park with Mirabell, and I'm afraid will diſcoyer it to 
my Lady. | - 

Foib, Diſcover what, Madam? 

Mrs. Fain, Nay, nay, put not on that ſtrange Face; 
] am privy to the whole Deſign, and know that Waitwell 
to whom thou wert this Morning marry'd, is to perſo- 
nate Mirabell's Uncle, and as ſuch, winning my Lady, to 


involve her in thoſe Difficulties from which Mirabell 


only muſt releaſe her, by his making his Conditions to 
have my Couſin and her Fortune left to her own Diſpoſal. 

Foib. O dear Madam, I beg your Pardon. It was not 
my Confidence in your Ladyſhip that was deficieat; bur 
I thought the former good Correſpondence between your 
Ladyſhip and Mr, Mirabell, might have hinder'd his com- 
municating this Secret, 

Mrs. Fam, Dear Foible, forget that. 

Foib. O dear Madam, Mr. Mirabell is ſuch a ſweet 
winning Gentleman — But your Lad yſhip is the Pattern 
of Generoſity. Sweet Lady, to be ſo good! Mr, 
ſirabef cannot chooſe but be grateful. I find your Lady 


ſhip has his Heart fill, Now, Madam, I can ſafely tell 


your Ladyfhip our Succeſs, Mrs, Marwood had told my 
Lady; but I warrant I manag'd my ſelf. I turn'd it all 
for the better. I told my Lady that Mr. Mirabell rail'd at 


her, I laid horrid Things to his Charge, III vow; and 


my Lady is ſo incens'd, that ſhe'll be contracted to Sir 
Rowland to Night, ſhe ſays; !] warrant I work'd 
her up, that he may have her for asking for, as they ſay 
of a Helſh Maidenhead. 

Mrs. Fain. O rare Foible! | 

Foib, Madam, I beg your L:dyſhip to acquaint Mr, Mi- 
rabell of his Succeſs, I would be ſeen as little as poſſible 
to ſpeak to him bcſides, I believe Madam Mar- 
wood watches me. She has a Month's Mind; bur 
I know Mr, Mirabell can't abide her. [Calls] 
John remove my Lady's Toilet. Madam, your 
th Servant 
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| Servant. My Lady is ſo impatient, I fear ſhe*.1 come for 
me, if I ſtay. | 

| 1 Mrs, Fai, I' go with you up the back. Stairs, leſt I 

| l | Mou'd meet her, 

8 


SCENE VI. 


1 Mrs. Marwood alone. 
1 Mrs. Mar. Indeed, Mrs. Eng ine, is it thus with you! 
| 1 Are you become a go- between of this Importance! 
1; Yes, I ſhall watch you. Why this Wench is the Paſs 
i par- toute, a very Maſter-Key to every Body's ſtrong Boy, 
My Friend Fainall, have you carry'd it {o ſwimmingiy! 
I thought there was ſomething in it; but it ſeems it“ 
| over with you. Your Loathing is not from a want- af 
| | . Appetite then, but from a Surfeit, Elſe you could never 
118 be ſo cool to fall from a Principal to be an Aſſiſtant; to 
| procure for him! A Pattern of Generoſity, that I con- 
feſs. Well, Mr. Fainall, you have met with your 
Match. — 0 Man, Man! Woman, Woman! The 
Devil's an Aſs: If I were a Painter, I would draw him 
| like an Idiot, a Driveler-with Bib and Bells. Man ſhou'd 
4 have his Head and Horns, aud Woman the reſt of him. 
1 Poor fimple Fiend! Madam Marwocd has a Month's Mind, 
| but he catit abide her Tvrere better for him you 
f | had rot been his Confeſſar in that Affair; without you 
: could have kept bis © ounſel cloſer, I ſhall not prove 
. another Pattern of Generoſity he has not obligd 
me to that with thoſe Exceſſes of himlielf; and new ['| 
5 have ne ne of him. Here comes the good Lady, panting 
TY Tipe; wi ha Heart full of Hope, and a Head full of Care, 
| like any Chy miſt upon the Day of Projection. 


i "SCENE VIII. 


= [ To her] Lady Wiſhfort. | 
TY Lady. O Dear Marwood, what ſhell I ſay for this rude... 
_ Poorgetfulneſs Bot my dear Friend is all Goodneſs... 
__ © Mrs. Mar. No Apologies, ccar Madam, I have been z 
very well entertain'd. A 
Lady. As I'm a Perſon I am in a very Chaos to think y 

I ſhou'd fo forget my ſelf—— But I have ſuch an Olio o,. 

Affairs really I know not what to do [ Calls] — 4 


| | | Foible I expect my Nephew Sir Will ey'ry lo- 


melt 
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r ment too: Why Foible He means to travel for S 
Improvement, | . 1 
Mrs, Mar. Methinks Sir ilfull ſhou'd rather think -f 
marrying than travelling at his Year?. I hear he is turn'd 
of forty. 
Lady. O he's in leſs Danger of being ſpoild by his Tra- 
vcls——l am againſt my Nephew's marrying too Young, 
It will be time enough when he comes back, and has ac- 
quir'd Diſcretion to chooſe for himſelf, 

Mrs. Mar. Methinks Mrs. Millamant and he wou'd 
wake a very fit Match, He may travel afterwards. *Tis 
a Thing very uſual with young Gentlemen. 

Lady. I promiſe you I have thought on't=— 4nd fince 
tis your Judgment, Pil think on't again. I aſſure you I 
will; I value your Judgment extremely. On my Werd 


II propoſe it. 
$ GEN 


[To them] Foible. 8 

Lady. Come, come, Foible 1 had forgot my Nephew 
will be here before Dinner I muſt make haſte. | 
MM Fob, Mr. Hirwoud nd Mr, Petulant are come to dine 
ind, with your Ladyſhip. | We? 
Lady. O Dear, I can't appear till T am dreſs d. Dear 
Marwood ſhall I'be free with you apain, and beg you to 
nertain em. I' make all imaginable haſte, Dear Friend, 


xcule me, | 
S N. 
Mrs. Marwood, Mrs, Millamant, Mincing. | 
Milla, Sure never any thing was ſo unbred as that odi- | 
Ms Man Marwod, your Servant. | 
Mrs, Mar. You have a Colour, what's the matter? 
: Milla, That horrid Fellow Petulant has provok'd me 
is rut, a Flame — I have broke my Fan — Mincing, lend 
. yours; is not all the Powder out of my Hair? 
e been hrs. Mar. No. What has he done? | 
lla. Nay, he has done nothing; he has only talk'd-— 
o thing, he bas ſaid nothing neither; but be has contradicted 
Olo oer Thing that bas been faid, For my part, I thought 
Jon and he wou'd have quarrell'd, | 


014 8 Mine. 


a 
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Minc. I vow Mem, I thought once they wou'd have fit 

Milla. Well, tis a lamentable thing I ſwear, that one 
has nut the Liberty of chooſing ones Acquaintance as one 
does ones Clothes. | 

Mre. Mar. If we had that Liberty, we ſhou'd be a; 
weary of one Set of Acquaintance, tho never ſo good, as we 
are of one Suit, tho* never ſo fine. A Fool and a Doily Stuff 
wou'd now and then find Days of Grace, and be worn tor 
Varie'y. 

Milla. I could conſent to wear em, if they wou'd 
wear alike; but Fools never wear out—— They are ſuch 
Drap-deberry Things! Without one cou'd give em to ones 
Chamber-maid after a Day or two. 

Mrs. Mar. *Twere better ſo indeed. Or what think 
you of the Play-houſe? A fine gay gloſſy Fool ſhou'd be 
given there, like a new masking Habit, after the Maſque. 
rade is over, and we have done with the Diſguiſ. For 
a Fool's Vilit is alvwways a Diſguiſe; and never admitted 
by a Woman of Wit, but to blind her Afﬀiir with a Lo. 
ver of Senſe, If you wou'd but appear barefac'd now, 
and own Mirabell; you might as cahly put off Petylart 
and Witwoud, as your Hood and Scarf. And indeed 1 
time, for the Town has found it: The Secret is grown 
too big for the Pretence. Tis like Mrs. Frimly's great Bel 
I»; ſhe may lice it down. before, but it burniſnhes on he 
Hips. Indeed, Millamant, you can no more conceal it 
than my Lady Stram mel can her Face, that goodly Fac 
which iu Defiance of her Rheniſh-wine Tea, will no: 
compr-aended in a Mask. 

Milla, II take my Death, Marwood, you are me 
©-:oriousthan adecay'd Beauty, or a diſcarded Toaſt; Ai 
cing, tell the Men they may come up. My Aunt is not crefli 
here; their Folly is ic{+ provoking than your Malice. 


SOCENEXE 
Millamant, Marwood. 
Milla The Town has found it! What it has four 
That Mirabell loves me is no more a Secret, than it is 
Sgeret that you aiſgover'd it to my Aunt, or than 
Ran by you diſcover'd it is a Secret. 
Mrs. Mar. You are nettled. 
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Milla, You're miſtaken. Ridiculous! 5 
Mrs. Mar. Indeed, my Dear, you'll tear another Fan, 
if you don't mitigate. thoſe violent Airs. | 
Milla. O filly! Ha, ha, ha. I cou'd laugh immode- 
rately, Poor Mirabell! His Conſtancy to me has quite 
deftroy'd bis Complaiſance for all the World beſide. I 
ſwear, I never enjoin'd it him, to be fo coy ——— If 
1 had the Vanity to think he wou'd obey me, I wou'd 
command him ro ſhew more Galantry—— Tis hardly 
well bred to be ſo particular on one hand, and ſo infen- 
file on the other. But 1 deſpair to prevail, and fo let 
him follow his own Way. Ha, ha, ha, Pardon me, dear 
Creature, I muſt laugh, ba, ha, ha. Tho' I grant you tis 
a little barbarous, ha, ha, ha. | 
Mrs. Mar. What pity 'tis ſo much fine Raillery, and 
deliver'd with ſo ſignificant Geſture, ſhou'd be ſo unhap- 
pily directed to miſcarry. 
Milla. Hz? Dear Creature, I ask your Pardon — I 
ſweat l did not mind you, > | | 
Mrs. Mar. Mr, Mirabell and you both may think it a 
Thing impoſſible, when 1 ſhall tell him by telling you 
Milla, O dear, what? for it is the ſame thing, it I hear 
Ha, ha, ha, 1 
Mrs. Mar. That I deteſt him, hate him, Madam. 
Milla. O Madam, why ſo do I And yet the 
Creature loves me, ha, ha, ha, How can one forbear 
laughing to think of it - I am a Sibyl if I am not 
amaz d to think what he can ſee in me. I'll take my 
Death, I think you are handſomer and within 
Year or two as young If you cou'd bur ſtay tor 
me, I ſhou'd overtake you But that cinnot be, 
—— — Well, that Thought makes me melancholick, 
Now I'll be fad. 
Mrs. Mar, Your merry Note may be chang'd ſooner 
than you think. = 
Milla, D'ye fay ſo? Then I'm reſoly'd I'll have a Song 
to keep up my Spirits. 


SCENE XII. 
[To them] Mincing. 


it 


Mine, The Gentlemen ſtay but to comb, Madam; #nd 
will wait 0a you? C 2 


- Mila, 
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Milla. Deſire Mrs. — that is in the next Room 
to ſing the Song I wou'd have learnt Yeſterday, You 


ſhall hear it, Madam — Not that there's any great 
Matter in it But 'tis agreeable to my Humour, 
S O N 6. 
Set by Mr. John Eccles. 


| J. 
| | Rpt Xs but the Frailty of the Mind, 
hen *tis not with Ambition join'd; 
A fickly Flame, which, if not fed, expires, 
And feeding, waſtes in Self-conſuming Fires, 
| II. 
Ils not to wound a wanton B 
Or am'rous Youth, that gives the Foy; 
But *tis the Glory to have pier®d a Swain, 
For whom inferior Beauties ſigh'd in vain. 
: | II. 
Then I alone the Conqueſt prize, 
When I inſult @ Rival's Eyes: 
F there's Delight in Love, tis when ] ſee 
That Heart, which others bleed for, bleed ſor me. 


[To them] Petulant, Witwoud. i 
Milla, Is your Animoſity compos'd, Gentlemen? E 


Wit. Railltry, Raillery, Madam; we have no Animo- 
fity— We hit off a little Wit now and then, but no Ani- I 
moſity— The Falling-out of Wits is like the Falling-out 
of Lovers We agree in the main, like Treble 
and Baſe. Ha, Petwulant ? 

Pet. Ay, in the main 
mour to contradict 

Wit. Ay, when he has a Humour to contradict, then 1 
4 contradict too. , What, I know my Cue. Then we con- 

5 tradict one another like two Battle-dores: For Contra- ko 
dictions beget one another like Fews. 

Pet. If he ſays Black's Black — if I have a Humour to 
fay *tis Blue Let that paſs Als one for 
| that. If I have a Humour to prove it, it mult be granted, 
F Wit. Not poſitively muſt — But it ma — It fo 

| may. , Pet, 


But when I haye a Hu- 
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Pet. Yes, it poſitively muſt, upon Proof poſitive. 

Fit, Ay, upon Proof poſitive it muſt; but upon Proof 
preſumptive it only may, That's a Logical Diſtinction 
now, Madam. 

Mrs. Mar. I perceive your Debates are of Importance, 
and very learnedly handled, 

Pet. Importance is one Thing, and Learning's another; 
but a Debate's a Debate, that J aſſert. 

Wit. Petulant's an Enemy to Learging; he relies alto» 
gether on his Parts, 

Pet, No, I'm no Enemy to Learning; it hurts nat me. 

Mrs. Mar, That's a Sign indeed tis no Enemy to you. 

Pet. No, no, tis no Enemy to any Body, but them 
that have it. 

Milla. Well, an illiterate Man's my Averſion: I wen- 
der at the Impudence of any illiterate Man, to offer to 
make Love. 

Wit. That I confeſs I wander at too. 

Milla. Ah! to marry an Ignorant! that can hardly Read 
or Write. 

Pet. Why ſhou'd a Man be any further from being mar- 
ry'd tho' he can't read, than he is from being Hang'd, 
The Ordinary's paid for ſetting the Pſalm, and the Pariſh- 
Prieſt for reading the Ceremony, And for the reſt which 
is to tollow in both Caſes, a Man may do it without 
Book —————So all's one for that. | 

Milla, D'ye hear the Creature? Lord, here's Company, 
I'.] bz gone, 


out SCENE XIV. 


be sir Wilfall Witwoud in 4 riding Dreſs, Mrs, Mar wood; 
Petulant, Witwoud, Foot man. 


Hu- Wit. In the Name of Bartlemew and his Fair, what 

* have we here? 

8 Fg Mrs. Mar. TIis your Brother, I fanſy. Don't you. 
kao him? the 

nas Wit. Not I Yes, I think it is he I've 


ney ſorgot him; I ot ſeen him ſince the Revo- 
ution. | 
Foot. Sir, my y's dreſſing. Here's Company; if 


you pleaſe to walk in, in * mean time. Fir it. 
| ; ir il. 
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Sir il. Dreſſing ! What, 'tis but Morning here I war- 
rant with you in Lendon; we ſhou'd count it towards Afe 
ternoon in our Parts, down in Shropſhire Why 
then belike my Aunt har't din'd yet Ha, Friend? 

Foot. Your Aunt, Sir? 

Sir Wil, My Aunt, Sir; yes my Aunt, Sir, ard your 
L:dy, Sir; your Lady is my Aunt, SiTmn—— Why, 
what doft thou not know me, Friend? Why then fend 
ſome Body hither that does. How long haſt thou liv'd 
with thy Lady, Fel'ow, ha? : 

Foot. A Week, Sir; longer than any Body in the Houſe, 
except my Lady's Woman. 

Sir Wil. Why then belike thou doſt not know thy La» 
dy, if thou ſee'ſt her, ha, Friend? 

Foot. Why tru'y, Sir, I cannot ſafely ſwear to her Face 
in a Morning, betore ſhe is dreſs'd. *Tis like I may give 
2 ſhrewd Gueſs at her by this time, 

Sir Nil. Well, pri: hee try whit thou canſt do; if thou 
canſt not gueſe, enquire her out, doſt hear, Fellow? And 


tell her, her Nephew, Sir Wilfell Wiwoud, is in tte 
»Hovſe, / 
For TI ſhall, Sir. . 
Sir Wil. Hold ye, hear me, Friend; a Word with you Y 
in your Ear; prithee who are theſe GaJants ? I 
Foot. Really, Sir, I can't tell; here come ſo many here, 
tis hard to know em al. p 
SCENE XV. Pl 


$4 Wilfull Witwoud, Petulant, Witwoud, Mrs, Marwood. | 


Sir Wil. Oons this Fellow knows leſs than a Starling ; I but 
J don't think a knows his own Name. Ml 
Mrs. Mar, Mr. Witzoud, your Brother is not behind- 
hand in Forgetfulncſs I fanſy he has forgot you 
too. 

Wit. I hope fo 
members firſt, I ſay, 
Sir Wil. Save you, Gentlemen and Lady. 

Mrs. Mar. For Shame, Mr. Witwoud; why won't you 
ak to him? —And you, Sir. 

Wit. Petulant, ſpeak, < | 
Fet. Ind you, Sir. 


The Devil take him that re- | 


Sir Wil, 


— hy 
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Sir Wil. No Offence, I hope. [Salutes Marwood, 

Mrs. Mar. No ſure, Sir. 

Wit. This is a vile Dog, I ſee that already. No Offence! 
Ha, ha, ha, to him; to him, Petulant, ſmoke him. 

Pet. It ſeems as if you had come a Journey, Sir; 
hem, hem. [Surveying him round. 
Sir Wil. Very likely, Sir, that it may ſcem ſo. | 

Pet. No Offence, I hope, Sir. | ; 

Hit. Smoke the Boots, the Boots; Petulant, the Boots; 
Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Mil. May be not, Sir; thereafter as *ris meint, Sir. 

Pet. Si-, I preſume upon the Information of your Boots. 

Sir Wil, Why, *ris ike you may, Sir: If you are not 
fatis'y'd with the Information of my Boots, Sir, if you 
will ſtep to the Stable, ycu may e quire further of my 
Horſe, Sir. 

Pet. Your Horſe Sir! Your Horſe is an Aſs, Sir! 

Sir [4 il. Do you ſpeak by way of Offence, Sir? 

Mrs. Mar, The Gentleman's merry, that's all, Sir 
S'life, we ſh:1] have. a Qi-rrel betwixt an Horſe and an 
Aſe, betore they find one another out. You muſt nottike 
any thing amiſs from your Friends, Sir. You are among 
your Friends here, tho' it may be you don't know it 
If I am not miſtaken, you are Sir-Wilfull Witwoud. 

Sir Mil. Right, Lady; I am Sir Hilful Wirwoud, fo L 
write my ſelf; no Offence to any Body, I hope; and Ne- 
phe to the Lady Miſhfort of this Manſion, 

Mrs. Mar. Don't you know this Gentleman, Sir? 

Sir Hi. Hum! What, ſure 'tis not Yea by'r Lady, 
but *tis — *Sheart I know not whether tis or no- | 
Yea but *tis, by the Rekin, Brother Antony! What Tony, 
Ifaith ! What doſt thou not know me? By'r Lady nor I 
thee, thou art ſo Becravated, and ſo Beperiwig'd-— 


Sheart why doſt not ſpeak? Art thou o erjoy d? 


Mit. Odſo Brother, is it you? Your Servant, Brother. 
Sir Mil. Your Servant! Why yours, Sir. Your Ser- 
ant again—— *Sheart, and your Friend and Servant to 
bat And a— (puff) and a Flap Dragon for your Ser- 
ice, Sir: And a Hire's Foot, and a Hare's Scut for you r 
ervice, Sir; an you be ſo cold and fo court!y ! 

Wit. No Offence, I hope, Brother. | 

RES C4 Sir Fal. 
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Sir il. Sheart, Sir, but there is, and much Offence-- A Pox, 
is this your Inns o' Court Breeding, not to know your 
Friends and your Relations, your Elders, and your Betters? 
Wit, Why, Brother Wilfxll of Salop, you may be as ſhort 
as a Shrewbury Cake, if you pleaſe, - Bur I tell you tis not 
modiſh to know Relations in Town, You think you're in 
the Country, where great lubberly Brothers ſlabbet and 
kiſs one another when they meet, like a Call of Serjeants— 
*Tis not the Faſhion here; *tis not indeed, dear Brother. 
Sir Will The Faſhicn's a Fool; and you're a Fop, dear 
Brother. *Sheart, Poe ſuſpected this— By'r Lady I con- 
jectur'd you were a Fop, ſince you m_ to change the 
Stile of your Letters, and write in 3 ſcrap of Paper git 
round the Edges, no bigger than a Subjena, I might ex- 
pect this when you left off, Honour'd Brother; and hoping 
veu are in good Health, and ſo forth To begin with a 
Rat me, Knight, I'm fo ſick of a haſt Night's Debauch— 
O's Heart, and then tell a familiar Tale of a Cock and a 
Bull, and a Whore and a Bottle, and ſo conclude—— You 
cou'd write News before you were out of your Time, 
when you liv d with honeſt Pumple-Noſe the Attorney of 
Fals Inn—Y ou cou'd intreat to be remember'd then 
to your Friends round the Rełin. We could bave Gozettes 
2 ard Dawks's Letter, and the Weekly Bill, till of late 
ays. 
Fet. Slife, Nitwond, were you ever an Attorney's 
Clerk? Of the Family of the Furnivals. Ha, ha, ha! 
Hit. Ay, ay, but that was but for a while, Not long, 
not long; pfhaw, I was not in my own Power then, An 
Orphan, and this Fellow was my Guardian; ay, ay, I was 
glad to conſent to that Man to come to Londen. He had 
the Diſp: {al of me then. If I hid not agreed to that, [ 
might have been bound Prentice to a Felt- maker in Shrews- 
bury; this Fellow would have bound me to a Maker of 
Felts. | 
Sir Hill. *Sheart, and better than to be bound to a M 
ker of Fops; where, I fuppoſe, ycu hive fery'd yo 
Tire; and now you may ſet up for your felf. 
Mrs. Mar. You intend to Travel, Sir, as i'm inform'd, 
Sir H. Belike I may, Madam. I may chance to {ai 
upon the {alt Seas, it my Mind hol. * 
© . 
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Pet. And the Wind ſerve. | | 
Sir Wil, Serve or not ſerve, I ſhan't ask Licenſe of you. 
Sir; nor the Weather-Cock your Companion. I direct 
my Diſcourſe to the Lady, Sir; *Tis like my Aunt may 
have told you, Madam — Yes, I have ſettYd my 


| Concerns, I may ſay now, and am minded to ſee Foreign 
Parts. If an how that the Peace holds, whereby that is 


Taxes abate, 

Mrs, Mar. I thought you had deſigned for France at all 
Adventures, | 

Sir Wil, I can't tell that; *tis like I may, and *tis like I 
may not, I am ſomewhat dainty ia making a Reſoluti- 
on, — becauſe-when I make it I keep it. I don't ſtand 
fhill I, ſhall I, then; if I fay't, II dot: But I have 
Thoughts to tarry a ſmall matter in Town, to learn o me 
what of your Lmgo firſt, before F-croſs the Seas. I'd glad- 
ly have a ſpice of your French as they ſay, whereby to 
bold Diſcourſe in Foreign Countries. | 

Mrs. May, Here's an Academy in Town for that uſe, 

Sir Wil, There is? *Tis like there may, 

Mrs. Mar. No doubt you will return very much im- 


rrov'd, | . 


Wit, Ves, refin'd like a Dutch Skipper from a 


fiſhing. | 
S. E N E XVL 
['To chem] Lady Wiſhfort and Fainalte 


Lady. Nephew, you are welcome, 

Sir Mil. Aunt, your Servant, 

Fain, Sir Wilfall, your moſt faithful Servant. 

Sir Wil, Coutin Fainall, give me your Hand, 

Lady, Couſm Witwoud, your Servant; Mr. Petulant; 
your Seryant——Nephew, you ore welcome again Wil 
you drink any Thing after your Journey, Nephew, before- 
you eat? Dinner's almoſt ready. 

Sir Wil. I'm very well Ithank you, Aunt—— However, 
I thank you for your courteous Offer, Sheart I was a- 
fraid you wou'd have been in the Faſhion too, and have 
remember'd to have forgot your Relitions. Here's your 


Coufin Tony, belike, I mayn't call him Brother for fear of 
Offence, RD 


C Lady. 
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| Lady. O he's a Rallier, Nephew—My Couſin's 2 Wit: 
| And your great Wirs always rally their beſt Friends to 
chooſe, When you have been Abroad, Nephew, you'l 
underſtand Raillery better. | 
[ | [ö Fain. and Mrs, Marwood talk apart, 
1 Sir Wil. Why then let him hold his Tongue in the 
mean Time; and rail when that Day comes. 
i} VVV 
| | [To them] Mincing. 5 | 
| ' Mine. Mem, IT come to acquairit your Laſhip that iſ 
bl Dinner is impatient. 
| Sir Wil. Impatient? Why then belike it won't ſtay 'til 
J pull off my Boots. Sweet-heart, can you help me to 
1 2 pair of Slippers ?—— My Man's with his Horſes, I War- 
1 rant. 
1 Lady. Fy, fy, Nephew, you wou'd not pull off your 
1 Boots here— Go down into the Hall Dis ner ſhall ſtay 
for you——My Nephew's a little unbred, you'll pardon 
him, Madam, — Gentlemen, will you walk? Marweod? 
(| Mrs. Mar. II follow you, Madam,—Before Sir Milful 
19 Is ready, | 
1 SCENE XvIlt. 
all! Marwood, Fainsll. 
| I Fain. Why then Foible's a Bawd, an Errant, Rank, 
[| | Match- making Bawd. And I it ſeems am a Husband, 2 
| Rank- Hus band; and my Wife a very Errant, Rank-Wite, 
ql —all in the Way of the World. Sdeath to be a Cuckold 
i | by Anticipation, a Cuckold ia Embrio? Sure I was born 
With budding Antlers like a young Satyr, or a Citizen's 
1 Child. Sdeath to be Ogt-witred, to be Out- jilted Out- 
1 Matrimony'd,——If I had kept my Speed like a Stag, 
| || "rwere ſomewhat— but to crawl after, with my Horns 
xe a Snail, and be out-ſtripp'd by my Wife— tis ſcurvy iſ - 
{| Wedlock. 
| Mrs, Mar. Then fhake it off, you have often wiſh'd 
for an Opportunity to part;— and now you have it. But 
firſt prevent their Plot. the half of Millamant's For- 
ture is too conſiderable to be parted with, to a Foes to 
Mirabell. 5 5 . 
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Fain, Dam him, that had been mine — had you 
not made that fond Diſcovery That had been 
forfeited, bad they been Married. My Wife had added 
Luſtre to my Horns, by that Increaſe of Fortune, I cou'd 
have worn em tipr with Gold, the* my Forehead had 
been furniſh'd like a Deputy-Lieutenant's Hall, 

Mrs, Mar. They may prove a Cap of Maintenance to 
vou ſtill, if you can away with your Wife, And ſhe's no 
worſe than when you had her I dare ſwear ſhz had 
given up her G me, before ſhe was Marry'd. 

Fain, Hum! That may be ———— 6 

Mrs. Mar. You Married her to keep you; and if you 
can contrive to have her keep you better than you expect- 
ed; why ſhould you not keep her longer than you in- 
tended? | | 

Fain, The Means, the Means, 

Mrs. Mar. Diſcover to my Lady your Wife's Conduct; 
threaten to part with her My Lady Icves her, and 
will come to any Compoſition to ſave her Reputation. 
Take the Opportunity of breaking ir, juft upon the Diſ- 
covery of this Impoſture, My Lady will be enrag'd be- 
yond Bounds, and facrifice Niece, and Fortune, and all at 
that Conjuncture. And let me alone to keep her warm 
if ſhe ſhou'd flag in her part, I will not fail to prompt 
her. 

Fain. Faith this has an Appearance. 

Mrs. Mar. m ſorry I hinted to my Lady to endeavour 


2 Match between Millamant and Sir Wilful, that may be an 


Obſtacle. 

Fain. O for that matter leave me to manage him; Tt 
difable him for that, he will drink like a Dane: After 
Dinner, I'll fer his Hand in, 

Mrs. Mar. Well, how do you ſtand affected towards 
your Lady? 

Fain. Why faith I'm thinking cf it, Let me ſee 
am Marry'd already; fo that's over — My Wife hes 
plaid the Jade with me Well, that's over too I ne- 
ver lov'd her, or if I had, why that wou'd have been o- 
ver too by this time— Jealous of her I cannot be, for I am 
certain; ſo there's an end of Jealouſy, Weary of her, | 
am and ſhall be No, there's no end of that; No, no, 
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| Wife to Graſs —— I have already a Deed of Settlement of 


ä 
r —— : . 
* 


and that you ſhall partake at leaſt, 


5 


that were too much to hope. Thus far concerning my 
Repoſe. Now for my Reputation, — As to my own, I 
Marry'd not for it; ſo that's out of the Queſtion. — And 
as to my Part in my Wife's Why ſhe had parted with 
hers before; ſo bringing none to me, ſhe can take none 
from me; tis againſt all rule of Play, that I ſhould loſe to 
one, who has not wherewithal to ſtake. 

Mrs. Mar. Beſides you forget, Marriage is honourable. 

' Fain, Hum! Faith and that's well thought on; Marriage 
is honourable, as you ſay; and if ſo, wherefore ſhould 
Cuckoldom be a Diſcredir, being deriv'd from ſo honou- 
rable a Root? 

Mrs. Mar. Nay I know not; if the Root be honoura- 
ble, why not the Branches? 

Fain, So, ſo, why this Point's clear. Well, how do we 
Proceed ? | 

Mrs, Mar. I will contrive a Letter which ſhall be deli- 
ver'd to my Lady at the time when that Raſcal who is to 
act Sir Rowland is with her. It ſhall come as from an un- 
known Hand for the leſs I appear to know of the 
Truth, the better I can play the Incendiary. Beſides, I 
wou'd not have Foible provok'd if I could help it 
becauſe you know ſhe knows ſome Paſſages — Nay I 
expect all will come out — But let the Mine be ſprung 
Arſt, and then I care not if I am diſcover'd, 

Fain, It the worſt come to the worſt, — Il turn my 


— 


the beſt Part of her Eſtate; which I wheedPd out of her; 


Mrs. Mar: I hope ycu zre convinc'd that I hate Mira- 
bell now: You'll be no more Jealous ? 

«Fain Jealous, no, —=— by this Kiſs — let Husbands 
be Jealous; but let the Lover ſtill believe: Or if he doubt, 
let it be only to endear his Pleaſure, and prepare the Joy 
that followe, when he proves his Miſtreſs true. But kt 
Huzbands Doubts convert to endleſs Jealouſy; or if they 
have Belief, let it corrupt to Superſtition, and blind Cre- 
dulity. IT am ſingle, and will herd no more with em. 
True, I wear the Badge, but I'll difown the Order, And 
fince I take my Leave of em, I care not if I leaye 'em 1 
common Motto to their common Creſt, a 


The Wav of the Worry. 
A Husbands muſt, or Pain, or Shame, endure; 
The Wiſe too jealsus are, Fools too ſecure. 
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AGF N. 8 
IE NE Continues.) 
Lady Wiſhfort and Foible. 
Lady. S Sir Rowland coming ſay'ſt thou, Foible? and are 
things in Order? 
Foib, Yes, Madam. I have put Wax-Lights in the 
Sconces z and'iphac'd the Footmen in a Row in the Hall, 


in their beſt Liveries, with the Coachman and Poſtilion to 
fill up the Equipage. 


Lady. Have you pullvilld the Coxchman and Poftilion;. 


that they may not ſtink of the Stable, when Sir Rowland 
comes by? 


Foib, Yes, Madam. | 

Lady. And are the Dancers and the Muſick ready, that 
he may be erftertain*d in all Points with Correſpondence 
to his Paſſion? , 

Foib. All is ready, Madam. : 

Lady. And — well— and how do I look, Fojble? 

Foib, Moſt killing well, Madam. | 

Lady. Well, and how ſhall I receive him? Ta what 


Figure ſhall I give his Heart the firſt Impreſſion? There 
is a great deal in the firſt Impreſſion. Shall I fit? 


No, I won't fit — Plt walk — ay Vil walk from the 
Door upon his Entrance; and then turn full upon him — 
No, that will be too ſudden, I'll lie — ay, I'll lie down 
— PI! receive him in my little Dreſſing-Room, there's a 
Couch — Yes, yes, I'll give the firſt Impreſſion on a 
Couch — I won't lie neither, but loll and lean upon bne 
Eibow ; with one Foot a little dangling off, joggiog in a 
thoughtful way — Tes — and then as ſoon as be appears, 
ſtart, ay, ſtart and be ſurpriz d, and riſe to meet him in 
a pretty Diſorder — Yes —- O, nothing is more allurin 

than a Levee from a Couch in ſome Confuſion It ſhews 


the Foot to advantage, and furniſhes with Bluſhes, and 
recompoſing Airs beyond Compariſon, Hark! There's a 
Coach. e 7 


Forb, Tis he, Madam 
| | Lady, 
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Lady. O dear, has my Nephew made his Addreſſes to 
Millamant? | order'd him. 

Foib. Sir Wilfull is ſet in to Drinking, Madam, in the 
Parlour, | 

Lady. Ods my Life, I'll ſend him to her, Call her 
down, Foible; bring ber birther. Pl} ſend him as I go — 
When they are together, then come to me, Foible, that I 
may not be too long alone with Sir Rowland, 


dQ EE I 


Ars. Millamant, Mr.. Fainall, Foible. 


Foib. Madam, I Ray'd here, to tell your Ladyſhip that 
Mr. Mirabell has waited this half Hour for an Opportuni- 
ty to talk with you. The' my Lady's Orders were to | 
leave you and Sir Hilfull together. Shall I tell Mr. Miras 


bell that you are at leiſure? | 
Milla, No What wecu'd the dear Man have? I am 
thoughtful, and wou'd amuſe my ſelf, — bid him come t 
another time, h 
There never yet was Woman made, v 
Nor ſhall, bus to be curs d. 7 


Repeating and walking about. 

That's hard! Leng K 
Mrs. Fain. You are very fond of Sir John Suckling to 
day, Millamant, and the Poets. | | 
Milla, He? Ay, and filthy Verſes So I am. — 
Foib. Sir Wilfall is coming, Mac am. Shall 1 ſend Mr. 1 
Mirabell away ? PN 
Milla. Ay, if you pleaſe, Foible, ſend him away. ſee 
Or ſend him bither, — Juſt as you will, dear Foible.— We: 


I think II] fee him — Shall 1? Ay. let the Wretch come [ 
| Thyrlis, a Youth of the Inſpir d Train, 1 

| [ Repeatings F 

aff Farnall, entertain Sir Wilfull — Thou h:{t Pniloſo- S 
phy to undergo a Fool, thou art marry'd and haſt Paticnce * 
would confer with my own Thoughts. 8 


| . Fain. I am oblig'd to you, that you would make Cou 
me your Proxy in this Affair; but I have Buſineſs of my A 
own. | / 


SCENE BE Nau 
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.S'CE-N E III. 


. [To them.] Sir Wilfull. 

Mrs. Fam. O Sir Wilfull; you are come at the Critical 
Inſtant, , There's your Miſtreſs up to the Ears in Love and 
Contemplation, purſue your Point, now or never. 

Sir Wil. Yes; my Aunt will have it ſo, —— IT would 
gladly have been encourag'd with a (Ti, while Milla. 
Bottle or two, becauſe I'm ſomewhat < walks about Re- 
wary at firſt, before I am acquainted; C peating to her ſelf. 
—— But ! hope, after a time, I ſhall break my Mind 
that is upon further Acquaintance —— So for the preſent, 
Couſin, I'll take my leave —— If ſo be you'll be ſo kind 
to make my Excuſe, Il return to my Company 

Mrs. Fain, O fy, Sir Wilfull! What, you muſt not be 
daunted. | 

Sir Vi Daunted, no, that's not it, it is not fo muck 
for that — for if ſo be that I ſer on't, Fil do*t. But only 
for the preſent, tis ſufficient till further Acquaintance, 
that's all your Servant. 

Mrs, Fain. Nay, UV Il ſwear you ſhall never loſe ſo fas 
vourable an Opportunity, if I can help it, Tl leave you 
together, and lock the Door. 


St IE: I. 


Sir Wilfull, Millamant. 

Sir Wil, Nay, nay Couſin, — I have forgot my Gloves; 
— What d'ye do? *Sheart a'has lock'd the Door indeed, 
I think —— Nay, Couſin Faizall, open the Door 
Pſhaw, what a Vixon Trick is this? — Nay, now a' has 
ſeen me too Couſin, I made bold to paſs thro' as i 
were — I-hink this Door's inchan ted 

Milla, [Repeating ] 

I prithee ſpare me, gentle Boy, 

Preſs me no more for that ſlight Toy. 

Sir Wil. Anan? Coulin, your Servant.. | ; 

Milla, — That fovliſh Trifle of a Heart — Sir Wilfull t- 

Sir H. Yes —— your Servant. No Offeace I hops 
Coulio, | 

Milla. [Repeating ] 

I ou it will not do its Part, 

7% tho doſt thine, employ Fower and Art. 
Naural, eff Suckling ! AY | 
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Sir Wil. Anan? Swckling? No ſuch Suckling neither, 
Couſin, nor Stripling : I thank Heay'n, I'm no Minor. 

Milla. Ah Nuſtick, ruder than Gotbick, 8 

Sir Wil. Well, well, I ſhall underſtand your Lingo one 
of theſe Days, Couſin, in the mean while I muſt anſwer 
in plain Engliſh. 

Milla. Have you any Buſineſs with me, Sir Wilfall ? 

Sir Wil. Not at preſent, Couſin, — Yes, I made bold 
to ſee, to come and know if that how you were diſpos'd 
to fetch a Walk this Evening, if ſo be that I might not be 
troubleſome, I would have tought a Walk with you. 

Milla, A Walk? What then? | 
Sir #41, Nay nothing Only for the Walk's ſake, 

8 that's all | 

Milla. I nauſeate Walking; 'tis a Country Diverſion, I 
lothe the Country and every thing that relates to it. | 

Sir Wil. Indeed | Hah! Look ye, look ye, you do? 
Nay, *tis like you may — Here are choice of Paſtimes 
here in Town, as Plays and the like, that muſt be con- 
| fels'd indeed. | 
; Milla. Ah Fetourgie ! | hate the Town too. 
C 


Sir il. Dear Heart, that's much Hab! that you 

ſhould hate em both! Hah! *cis like you may; there are 

ſome can't reliſh the Town, and others can't away with 

the Country, — tis like you may be one of thoſe, Couſin. 

\ Milla. Ha, ha, ha. Yes, tis like I may, — You have 

5 nothing further to ſay to me? 

Sir Mil. Not at preſent, Couſin, =— *Tis hke when 1 

4 have an Opportunity to be more private, — I may break 

my Mind m fome meaſure 1 conjecture you partly 

gueſt — However that's as time ſhall try, —— But ſpare 

to ſpeak and ſpare to ſpeed, as they fay. 

Milla. If it is of no great Importance, Sir Hilfull, you wil 

oblige me to leave me: I have juſt now a little Buſineſs, — 

Sir Wil. Enough, eadu h, Couſin: Yes, yes, all a caſe 

— When you're difposd, when you're diſp sd. Now's as 
well as another tive; - ond 4: other time as vell as now. vii 
All's one for that, — Yes, yes, it your Concerns call you, the 
thgge's no haſte; ir will keep cold as they ſay — Couln, F 
your Scryant.—[ thick this Poor's loek'd, bert 
Milla. You may go this way, Sir. & | 
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Sir Mil. Your Servant, then with your leave IU return 
to my Company. 

Milla, Ay, ay ; ha, ha, ha. 
Like Phoebus ſung the no lefs am ron, Boy. 


S. CNE VN. 
Millamant, Mirabell. 

Mira. — Like Daphne ſhe, as Lovely and as Coy, 
Do you lock your ſelf up from me, to make my Search 
more curious? Or is this pretty Artifice contriv'd, to 
ſignify that here the Chace muſt end, and my Purſuit be 
crown'd, for-you can fly no further? | 

Mills, Vanity! No —— Pt] fly and be follow'd to the 
liſt Moment, tho' I am upon the very Verge of Matri- 


mony, I expect you ſhould ſollicit me as much as if [ 
| were wavering at the Grate of a Monaſtery, with one 
Foot over the Threſhold, I'll be ſolicited to the very laſt, 
8 


nay and afterwards, 

Mira, What, after the laſt? 

Milla. O, I ſhould think I was poor and bad nothing 
to beſtow, if I were reduc'd to an inglorious Eaſe 3 and 
freed from the apreeable Fatigues of Solicitation. 

Mira. But do not you know, that when Favours are 
th con ferr'd upon inſtant and tedious Solicitation, that they 
n. WF diminiſh in their Volue, and that both the Giver loſes the 
ve WF Grace, and the Receiver leſſens his Pleaſure? | 

Milla, It may be in Thiogs of common Application; 
11 WW bu: never ſure in Love. O, I hate a Lover that can dare 
ak Wl to think he draws a Moment's Air, independent on the 
tly W Bounty of bis Miſtreſs. There is not ſo impudent a Thing 
are T in Nature, as the ſaucy Look of an aſſured Min, con- 

WW fident of Succeſs, The Pedantick Arrogance of a very 
will W Husband, has not ſo Pragmatical an Air. Ah! I'll never 
* * unleſs 1 am fiſt made ſure of my W ill and Plea» 
dale ure. | 
$35 Mira, Wou'd you have em both before Marriage? Or 
O. will you be contented with the firſt now, and ſtay for 
ou, the other *cill after Grace? 

(ing Mila. Ah! don't be impertinent My dear - 
berty, ſhall I leave thee? my faithful Solitude, my dar- 
ling Contemplation, muſt I bid you then Adieu? Ay-h. 
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adieu My Morning Thoughts, agreeable Wakings, indo- 
lert Slumbers, all ye Dowcenrs, ye Someils du Matin, adieu. 
— 1 can't do't, 'tis more than impoſſible Poſi- 
tively, Mirabell, T'll lie a-bed in a Morning as long as I 
pleaſe. | | 
Mira, Then I'll get up in a Morning as early as I pleaſe, 

Milla, Ah! idle Creature, get up when you will—— 
And d'ye hear, I won't be call'd Names after I'm mar- 
ry'd; poſitively I won't be cali'd Names. 

Mira. Names! a 

Milla. Ay, as Wife, Spouſe, my Der, Joy, Jewel, 
Love, Sweet-heart, and the reſt of that nauſeous Cant, in 
which Men and their Wives are ſo fuliomly familiar, 
I ſhall never bear that Good Mirabell, don't let us 
be familiar or fond, nor kiſs before Folks, like my Lady 
Fadler and Sir Francis: Nor go to Hide-Park together the 
fi ſt Sunday in a new Chariot, to provoke Eyes and 
Whiſpers, and then never be ſeen there together again; 
as if we were proud of one another the firſt Week, and F 
aſham'd of one another ever after. Let us never Viſit n 
together, nor go to a Play together; but let us be very or 
ſtrange and well bred: Let us be as ſtrange as if we had Wl 1 
been marry'd a great while; and as well-bred as if we MW ,, 
were not marry'd at all, | 

Mira. Have you any more Conditions to offer? Hi- MW 
therto your Demands are pretty reaſonable. | 

Milla. Trifles, — As Liberty to pay and receive Viſits Nane 
to and from whom I p'caſe; to write and receive Letters, e, 


Sy” = ms a.c.o . 1 E 


without Interrogatories or wry Faces on your part; to N 
wear What I plezſe; and chooſe Converſation with re- } 
gard only to my own Taſte; to have no Obligation upon Pac 
me to converſe with Wits that I don't like, becauſe they 2 
are your Acquaintance; or to be intimate with Fools, A 


becauſe they may be your Relations, Come to Dinner for: 
when I pleaſe; dine in my Drefliog-room when I'm out boat 
of Humour, without giving a Reaſon, To have my 
Cloſet inviolate; to be ſole Empreſs of my Tea Table, 
which you muſt never preſume to approach without firlt 
asking leave. And, laſtly, where-eyer I am, you ſhall 
always knock at the Door before you come in. Theſe 
Articles ſubſcrib'd, if I continue to endure you a little 
longer, I may by degrees dwindle into a Wife, Mira. 
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| Mira. Your Bill of Fare is ſomething advanc'd in this 
latter Account. Well, have 1 Liberty to offer Condi- 
tions That when you are dwindled into a Wife, I 
may not be beyond meaſure enlarg'd into a Husband. 

Milla. You have free Leave; propoſe your utmoſt, 
ſpeak and ſpare not, 

Mira, I thank you. Tnprimis then, I covenant that 
your Acquaintance be general; that you admit no ſworn 
C:nfident, or Intimate of your own Sex; no ſhe Friend 
to skreen her Affairs under your Countenance, and tempt 1 
you to make trial of 2 mutual Secrecy, No Decoy. duck | 
to wheedle you a fop-ſcrambling to the Phy in a Mask il 
Then bring yeu home in a pretended Fright, when you i 
thi k you fhall be found out — And rail ar me for mit- p | 
ſing the Play, and diſappointing the Frolick which you | 
had to pick me up and prove my Conſtaney. [ 

Milla. Deteſtable Imprimis! 1 yo to the Play in a Mask! 

Mira, Item, I atticie that you continue to like your own 
Face, as lor g as I ſhall: And white it paſſes current with 
me, that you endeavour not to new-coin if, To which 
end, toge her with all Vizards for the Day, I prohibit all 
Macks for the Night, made of Oil'd-skins, and 1 know 
e WW not what— Hog's Bones, Hare's Gall, Pig Warer, and 
the Marrow of a roaſted Cat. In ſhort, I forbid all Come 
i- WW merce with the Gentlewomen in what-d he- call. it Court. 

Item, I ſhur my Doors againſt all Bawds with Baskets, 
'S nd Penny- worths of Mrſim, China, Fans, Ailaſſe, &c.— 
„ en, when you ſhall be Breeding 
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0 Milia, Ah! name it nor. 

e Mira, Which may be preſum'd- with a Bleſſing on our 
n WEndeavours 

* Milla. Odious Endeavours! 

, Mira. I denounce againſt all ſtrait Lacing, ſqueezing 


r or a Shape, till you mould my Boy's HeaJ like a Sugar- 
ut boaf; and inſtead of a Man- child, make me Father to a 
Y Crooked- billet. Laſtly, to the Dominion of the Tea Table 
. I ſubmit. But with proviſo, that you exceed not 


it Ein your Province; but reſtrain your ſelf to native and 
all imple Tea Table Drinks, as Tea, Chocolate, and Coffee, 
lc \s likewiſe to genuine and authoriz'd Tea Table Tax 
3 uch as mending of Faſhions, ſpoiling Reputations, rail 


ing 


— 
rä 


[ 
N 
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horrid Fright 
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ing at abſent Friends, and ſo forth But that on 
no Account you encroach upon the Mens Prerogative, and 
preſume to drink Healths, or toaſt Fellaws; for preven- 
tion of which I baniſh all Foreign Forces, all Auxiliaries to 
the Tea Table, as Orange Bravdy, all Auniſeed, Ciuuamon, 
Citron and Barbadoes Maters, together with Ratafia, and 
the moſt noble Spirit of Clary. But for Couſlit- 
Wine, Poppy-Water, and all Dormitives, thoſe I allow. ——- 

Thele Fraviſos admitted, in other things I may prove :, 

tractable and complying Husband. 5 

Alla. O horrid Froviſo s! filthy Strong- waters! I toaſt N r 

K 

1 


Fellows! Odious Men! I hate your odious Provije's, 
Mira. Then we're agreed. Shall 1 kiſs your Hand upon 
the Contract? And here comes one to be a Witneis to 
the Sealing of the Deed. be 


SCENE VI. vi 
[ To them] Mrs. Fainall. 


Milla. Fainall, what ſhall I do? Shall I have him? 1 
think I muſt bave him, 

Mrs. Fain. Ay, ay, take him, take him, what ſhoud i 5. 
you do? 

Milla. Well then Il take my Death I'm in 
Fainall, I ſhall never ſay it 
Well I think———-- I' endure you. 

Mrs. Fain. Fy, fy, have him, have him, and fell bm. . 
— in plain Terms: For I am fure you have a mind a 

im, | 

Milla. Are you? I think I have—————and the hor-W. * 
rid Man looks as if he thought ſo too Well, you 
ridiculous Thing you, I' have you ———— I Won't be 
kiſs'd, nor I won't be thank ! Hcre, kiſs my 
Hand tho So, held your Tongue now, dont 
ſay a Word. 

Mrs. Fain, Mirabell, there's a Neceſſity for your Obe 
dience; ——— You have neither Time to talk no 
Ray. My Mother is coming; and in my Conſcience it 
ſhe ſhou'd ſee you, wav'd fall into Fits, and may be not 
recover time enough to return to Sir Rowlayd, who, 2 
Foible tells me, is in a fair Way to ſucceed, Therefors 
one pane) Ratalane! for: another Doniee, eee 
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the back Stairs, where Foible waits to conſult — 
Milla. Ay, go, go. In the mean Time I ſuppoſe you 


hive aid ſomething to pleaſe me. 
Mira, I am all Obedience. 


SCENE VI. 
Millamant, Mrs. Fainall. - 


Mrs. Fain. Yonder Sir Wilfuli's drunk, and ſo noiſy 

i n my Mother has been forc'd to leave Sir Rowlawd to 
appeaſe him; but he anſwers her only with Singing and 

al W Brinking— What they may have done by this Time 1 
know not; but Fetalam and he were upon quarrelling as 

o 1 came by. 

* Milla. Well, if Mirabell ſhou'd not make 2 Hus- 

for I find 1 love him 


band, I am a loſt Thing; 
violently, 
Mrs, Fain. So it frems; for you mind not what's faid 
1 If you doubt him, you had beſt take up 
with Sir Wilfall. 
ll: wh How can you name that ſuperannuated Lubber? 
oh! 


neo [ To them] Witwoud from drinking. 

; Mrs. Fain. So, is the Fray made up, that you hive 
2.00 Were tom? 

a mu. Left em? I con'd ſtay no longer I have 


nugh'd like ten Chriſtnings I am tipſy with L»ugh- 
ing If 1 had ſtaid any longer I ſhou'd have burſt, 
—- | muſt have been let out and piec'd in the Sides like an 
unfiz'd Camlet — Yes, yes, the Fray is compos ' d; my La- 
dy came in like a Noli proſequi, and ſtopp'd the Pro e- 
Ns. 

Nika. What was the Diſpute? 

Wit, That's the Jeſt; there was no Diſpute. 
du d neither of m ſpeak for Rage, and ſo fell a ſputꝭ ring 
it one another like two roafting Apples, . 


SCENE. 14. 
[ To hem] Petulant drank, 


Wit, Now, Petulant, all's over, us well, Gad my 
| Head 
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Head begins to whim it about Why doſt thou not 
ſpeak? Thou art both as drunk and as mute as a Fiſh, 

Pet. Look you, Mrs. Millamant=— if you can love me; 
dear Nymph— fay it— and that's the Conclufion—— 
Paſs on, or paſs off. — that's all, 

Wit. Thou haſt utter'd Volumes, Folio's, in leſs than De. 
cimo Sexto, my dear Lacedemonian. Sirrah, Petulant, thou 
art an Epitomizer of Words, 

Pet. Witwoud You are an Annibilator of. Senſe, 

Wit. Thou art a Retailer of Phraſes; and doſt deal in 
Remnants of Remnants, like a Maker of Pincuſhions— 
Thou art in Truth ( metaphorically ſpeaking) a Speaker 
of Short-band. | 

Pet, Thou art ( without a Figure) juſt one half of an 
Aſs, and Baldwin yorder, thy half Brother, is the reſt,--.. 
A Gemini of Aſſes ſplit wou'd make juſt four of you. 

Wit. Thou Coſt bite, my dear Muſtard-feed ; kiſs me 
for thar. 5 

Pet. Stand off Il kiſs no more Males----- ! 
have kiſs'd your Twin yonder in a Humour of Reconcili : 
ation, *till he (Hiccup) riſes upon my Stomach like a RadiſhiſW s 


+ ſhal! have my Reward, ſay ſo; if not, fight for your Fac 
the next Time your ſelf.— l' go ſleep. 4 Ht 
| Wit. Do, wrap thy ſelf up like a Wood-louſe, and drei yo 
EKRevenge — And hear me, if thou canſt learn to write H fo: 
N To · morrow Morning, pen me a Challenge — I'll carry i an 

for thee. | 

Pet. Carry your Miſtreſs's Monkey à Spider—— go fit 
Doge, and read Romance. Il go to Bed to n 
Mat. „ Mrs. Fa 


| Milla. Eh! filthy Creature — What was the 
; Quarrel ? 
Pet. There was no Quarrel There might 
| have been a Quarrel. 
U Wit. If there had been Words enow between em to 
| have'expreſs'd Provocation, they had gone together by B 
| | the Ears like a Pair of Caſtanets. * 
| Pet. You were the Quarrel. U 
| Milla. Me! m 
Pet. It I have a Humour to quarrel, I can make le{ 
| Matters conclude Premiſes, If you are not hand} *ti 
| . ſom, what then; if I have a Humour to prove it? If ar 
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Mrs. Fain, He's horridl y drunk How came you 
all in this Pickle? 
Wit. A Plot, a Plot, to get rid of the Knight. 
Your Husband's Advice; but he ſne:k'd off. 


SCENE. X. 
Sir Wilfull drunk, Lady Wiſhfort, Witwoud, Millamant; 


ON f 
th Mrs, Fainall. | 

iſe, Lady. Out upon't, out upon't, at Years of Diſcretion; 

in and comport your ſelf ar this Rantipole Rate. | 


Sir Wil. No Offence, Aunt. | 

Lady. Offence? As I'm a Perſon, I'm 2ſham'4 of vou 
Foghi how you ſtink of Wine! D'ye think my Niece 
an will ever endure ſuch a Boyachio! you're an ablolure Bor a- 


—— chio. | ». $40 5-58 
| Sir Mil. Borachio! 
me Lady. At a time hen yon fhou'd commence an Amour, 
and put your beſt Foot foremoſt 
— Sir Wil. Sheart, an you grutch me your Liquor, make 
cili- a Bill —Give me more Drink, and take my Purſe, 


dil Sings. Pry'thee fill me the Glaſs 
the "Till it laugh in my Face, 
Muh Ale that is Potent ard Mellow; 
He that whines for a Laſs 
L an ignorant Aſs, 
For a Bumper has not its Fellow. | 
But if you wou'd have me marry my Couſin, — Say the 
Word, and I' do'r Wilfall will do't, that's the 
Word Wilfull will do't, that's my Creſt. 
my Motto have forgot. 

Lady. My Nepbew's a little overtaken, Couſin but 
'tis with drinking your Health © my Word you 
are oblig'd to him. | 

Sir Wil, Is vino veritas, Aunt: —— If I drunk your 
Health To-day, Coufin I am a Borachio, But if 
you have a mind to be marry'd, ſay the Word, and ſend 
for the Piper; ifull will do't. If not, duſt it away, 
and let's have t other Round Tony, Ods heart where's 
Iny? ——Tony's an honeſt Fellow; but he ſpits after a 
Bumper, and that's a Fault. 


Sings 


Th = 


bo The Wav of the Wor Ln: 


Sings, Well drink and we'll neuer have done, Boys, 
Put the Glaſs then around with the Sun, Boys, 
Let Apollo's Example invite us; | 
For he's drunk evry Night, 
And that makes him ſo bright, 
That he's able next Morning to light us, 
The Sun's a good Pimple, an honeſt Soaker; he has 1 
Cellar at your Antipodes. If I travel, Aunt, I touch at 
your Antipedey—— Your Autipodes are 2 good raſcelly fort Ml ; 
of topſy turvy Fellows— If I had a Bumper, I'd fad MN | 
upon my Head and diink à Health to em A Match 
or no Match, Coufin, with the hard Name Aunt, 
Wilfull will do't. If ſhe has her Maidenhezd, let her look WM y 
to't; if ſhe has not, ict her keep her own Counſel in Ml 5- 
the mein time, and cry out at the Nine Months End, 0! 
Milla. Your Pardon, Madam, I can ſtay no longer — 
Sir I ilfull grows very powerful. Egb! how he 1cl!s! to 
I ſhall be overcome it 1 ſtay. Come, Couſin. 


SCENE Xl. u 


Lady Wiſhfortz Sir V/ilfal! Witwoud, ur. Witwoud, 
Foible. 


Lady. Smell! he would poiſon a Tallow- chandler and 
his Family, Brcaftly Creature, I know not what to do 
with bim— Travel quoth-a; ay, travel, travel, get thee 
gone, pet thee but far enough, to the Saracens, or the 
Tartar, or the Tewks— for thou art not fir to live in a 
-Chriſtien Common wealth, thou beaſtly Pagan. 

Sir . Turks, no; no its, Aunt: Your Turk, are 
Infidels, and believe not in the Grape. Your Mahomeran, 
your Muſſulim an is à dry Stinkard— No Offence, Aunt, 
My Map 1ays that your Turk is not ſo honeſt a Man 2: 
your Chriſtian -. — I cannot find by the Map that your 
Mufti is Orthodox- - Whereby it is a plain Caſe, that Or- 
2 is a hard Word, Aunt, and (Hiccup) Greek for 

ref, 

Sings, To drink is a Chriftian Diverſeon, 

Unknown to the Turk or the Perſians 
Let Mahometan Focls 
Live by |Heathenifh Rules, 


— 


And 
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And be damm d over Tra- cups and Coffee, 
But let Britiſh Lads ſing, 
Crown a Health to the King, 
And a Fig for your Sultan and Sophy. 
Ah, Tony! [ Foible whiſpers Lady Wiſhfort. 

Lady. Sir Rowland impatient? Good lack! what ſhall 
do with this beaſtly Tumbril ? Go lie down and 
fleep, you Sot— Or as Pm a Perſon, I'll have you baſti- 
nado'd with Broom-ſticks, Call up the Wenches with 
Broom- ſticks. 

Sir Wil. Ahey! Wenches, where are the Wenches? 

Lady. Dear Couſin Witwoud, get him away, and you 
will bind me to you inviolably. I have an Affair of Mo- 
ment that invades me with ſome Precipitation — Vou will 
oblige me to all Futurity. 

— it. Come, Knight Pox on him, I don't know what 
to ſay to bim. Wil you go to a Cock -· match? 

Sir Wil, With a Wench, Tony? Is ſhe a Shake · bag, 
Sirrah? Let me bite your Cheek for tbat. | 
Mit. Horrible! he has a Breath like a Bagpipe—— Ay, 

ay, come, will you march, my Salopian? 

Sir Wil. Lead on, little Tony—V'l} follow thee, my An- 
nd Wor), my Tantrony. Sirrah, thou ſhalt be my Tanzony, and 
do ' be thy Pig, | | | 
nee An a Fig for your Sultan and Sophy. 
the Lady. This will never do. It will neyer make a Match: 
n 1 At leaſt before he has been abroad. 


SCENE XI. 
tan, Lady Wiſhfort, Waitwell diſguis'd as for Sir Rowland. 


unt. W Lady, Dear Sir Rowland, I am confounded with Con- 
mn 25 Wſion at the Retroſpection of my own Rudeneſs,—-I have 
ore Pardons to ask than the Pope diſtributes in the Year 
| 7ubile, But I hope where there is likely to be ſo near 
Alliance, we may unbend the Severity of Decorum — 
Id diſpenſe with a little Ceremony. 
Wait, My Impatience, Madam, is the Effet of my 
ranſport;z— and *till I have the Poſſeſſion of your ado- 
ble Perſon, I am tantaliz'd on the Rack F and do but 
ng, Madam, on the Tenter of ExpeQation. 
Ani Lady, You have Exceſs of * Sir Rowland; — 
nraſs 
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preſs things to a Concluſion with a moſt prevailing Vehe- 
mence.— But a Day or two for Decency of Marriage.— 

Wait, For Decency of Funeral, Madam. The Delay 
will break my Heart or, if that ſhou'd fail, 1 
ſhall be poiſon'd, My Nephew will get an inkling of my 
Deſigns, and poiſon me, —and I wou'd willingly ſtarve 
him before I die— I wou'd gladly go out of the World 
with that Satisfaction. - That wou'd be ſome 
Comfort to me, if I cou'd but live ſo long as to be re- 
yeng'd on that unnatural Viper, ' 

Lady. Is he ſo unnatural, ſay you? Truly I wou'd 
contribute much beth to the ſaving of your Life, and the 
accompliſhment of your Revenge Not that I 
reſpect my ſelf; tho' he has been a perfidious Wretch to 
me. 

ait. Perfidious to you! 

Lady. O Sir Rowland, the Hours that he has died away 
at my Feet, the Tears that he has ſhed, the Oaths that 
he has ſworn, the Palpitations that be has telr, the Tran- 
ces and the Tremblings, the Ardors and the Ecſtafies, the 
Kneelings and the Riſings, the Heart-heavings and the 
Hand-pripings, the "yp and the Pathetick Regards of 
kis proteſting Eyes! Oh no Memory can regiſter, 

Wait, What, my Rival! Is the Rebel my Rival? 2 
dies. 

Lady. No, don't kill him at once, Sir Rowland, ſtarve 
him gradually inch by inch. 

Wait. I'll do'r, In three Weeks he ſhall be bare-foor; 
in a Month out at Knees with begging an Alms 
He ſhall ſtarve upward and upward *till he has nothing 
living but his Head, and then go out in a Stink like a 
Candle's End upon a Saveall. | 

Lady. Well, Sir Rowland, you have the way, 
! You are no Novice in the Labyrinth of Love— You have 
| 2 Clue----But as I am a Perſon, Sir Rowland, you mul: 


— — 2— — 


not attribute my Yielding to any Siniſter Appetite, or li- 
digeſtion of Widowhood; nor impute my Complacency 
to any Lethargy of Continence----- I hope you do not 
think me prone to any Iteration of Nuptials.— 
Wait. Far be it from me---- | 
Lady, If you do, I proteſt I muſt recede---= or think 
| cha 
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that I have made a Proſtitution of Decorums; but in the 
Vehemence of Compaſſion, and to ſave the Life of a Per- 
ſon of ſo much Importance 

Wait, I eſteem it ſo--- 

Lady, Or elſe you wrong my Condeſcenſion- 

Wait, I do not, I do not- 

Lady. Indeed you do. 

Wait. I do not, fair Shrine of Virtue. 

Lady. If you think the leaſt Scruple of Carnality was aw 

Ingredient--- 


| Wait, Dear Madam, no. 'You are all Camphire and 
: Frankincenſe, all Chaſtity and Odour, | 
[ Lady, Or that--- 

g | 8 C E N E XIII. 

[ To them] Foible. 

1 Foib. Madam, the Dancers are ready, and there's ons 
at W with a Letter, who muſt deliver it into your own Hands. 
n- Lady. Sir Rowland, will you give me leave? Think 


he W favourably, judge candidly, and conclude you have found 
he WW a Perſon who would ſuffer Racks in Honour's Cauſe, dear 
of Sir Rowland, and will wait on you inceſſantly, ; 


N r 
Waitwell, Foible. 


rve Wait. Fy, fy!--- What 4 Slavery have I undergone? 
Spouſe, haſt thou any Cordial ? I want Spirits. 

pot; Feib. What a waſhy Rogue art thou, to pant thus for 

— i 2 Quarter of an Hour's Lying and Swearing to a fine 

ing Lady? 

Wait. O, ſhe is the Antidote to Deſire, Spouſe, thou 
wilt fare the worſe for't--- I ſhall have no Appetite to 
Iteration of Nuptials---this eight and forty Hours.— By 
this Hand I'd rather be a Chairman in the Dog-days--—= 
than act Sir Rowland till this time To-morrow. 


S GENE XV. 
[To them] Lady with a Letter. 


Lady. Call in the Dancers; Sir Rowland, we'll fit, if 

you. pleaſe, and (ee the Entertainment. [ Dazce, 

thiol Now, with your Permiſſion, Sir Rowland, I will peruſe 
F e 
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my Letter would open it in your Preſence, becauſe 
I would not make you uneaſy. If it ſhould make you 
uneaſy I would burn it——ſpeak if it does— but you 
may ſee the Superſcription is like a Woman's Hand. 

Foib. By Heav'n? Mrs. Marwood's, I know it, — my 
Heart ake: - get it from her [To him, 

ait. A Womin's Hand? No, Madam, that's no Wo. 
man's Hand, I fee that already. That's ſome Body whoſe 
Throat muſt be cut. 8 

Lady. Nay, Sir Rowland, ſince you give me a Proof of 
your P:ſffion-by your Jealoufy, I promiſe you Il make a 
Return, by a frank Communication——Y ou ſhall ſee it 
we'll open it together look you here. 

Reads. Madam, though unknown to you, [ Look vou 
there, tis from no Body that I know.] T have that 
Honour for your Character, that I think my ſelf oblig'd to let 
you know you are abus d. He who pretends to be Sir Rowland 
is a Cheat and a Kaſcal | | 

Oh Heay'ns! what's this? 

Foib. Unfortunate, all's ruin'd. 

Wait. How, how, let me ſee, let me ſee———reading, 
A Raſcal and diſguiid and ſuborn'd for that Impoſture. 
O Villany! O Villany !— 6y the Contrivance of 

Lady. 1 ſhall faint, I ſhall die, oh! 

Fo:6, Say *tis your Nephew 's Hand,— Quickly, his Plot, 
ſwear, ſwear it, [To him. 

Wait, Here's a Villain! Madam, don't you perceive it, 
don't you ſee it? 

Lady. Too well, too well. I have ſeen too much, 

Wait, I told you at firſt I knew the Hand A Wo- 
man's Hand? The Raſcal writes a ſort of a large Hand; 

our Roman Hand—1I ſaw there was a Throat to be cut 
preſently. If he were my Son, as he is my Nephew, I'd 
Piſtol him | 

Foib. O Treachery! But are you ſure, Sir Rowland, it is 
bis Writing? | 

Wait. Sure! Am I here? do I live? do I love this Pearl 
of India! I have twenty Letters in my Pocket from him, 
| in the ſame Character. 

Lady. How! 
Fab, © what Luck it is, Sir Rowland, that you wa 
| preſent 
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preſent at this Juncture! This was the Buſineſs that brought 
Mr. Mirabell diſguis d to Madam Millamant this Afternoon. 
thought ſomething was contriving, when he ſtole by 
me and would have hid his Face. 
Lady. How, how! ----I heard the Villain was in the 
Houle indeed; and now I remember, my Niece went away 
abruptly, when Sir Milfull was to have made his Addreſſes. 
Foib. Then, then Madam, Mr. Mirabell waited for her 
in her Chamber; but I would not tell your Ladyſhip to 
diſcompoſe you when. you were to receive Sir Rowland. 
Wait, Enough, bis Date is ſhort. 
Foib, No, good Sir Rowland, don't incur the Lawj. 
Wait, Law! I care not for Law. I can but die, and 'tis 
in a good Cauſe— My Lady ſha'l be fatisfy'd of my Truth 
and Innocence, tho? it colt me my Life, 
Lady. No, dear Sir Rowland, don't fight, if you ſhould” 
be kil'd I muſt never ſhew my Face; or hing'd, —O 
conſider my Reputation, Sir Rowland, — No you ſhan't 
fizht,———['ll go in and examine my Niece; Ill make her 
8 Icon juie you, Sir Rowland, by all your Love not 
to fight, | 
Wait I am charm'd, Madam, I obey. But ſome Proof 
you muſt let me give you; Il go for a black Box, which 
contains the Writings of my whole Eſtate, and deliver that 
into your Hands, 
Lady. Ay dear Sir Rowland, that will be ſome Comfort, 
bring the black Box. 
Wait, And may I preſume to bring a Contract to be 
fen'd this Night? May I hope ſo far? 
Lady. Bring what you will; but come alive, pray come 
alive, O this 1s a happy Diſcovery. | 
Wait, Dead or alive I'll come — and married we will 
de in ſpite of Treachery; ay and get an Heir that ſhall 
defeat the laſt remaining Glimpſe of Hope in my aban- 
don'd Nephew. Come, my Buxom Widow ; : 


Ere long you ſhall ſubſtantial Proof r:ceive 
That I'm an arrant Knight 
Foib. Or arram Knave. 


>" Ie ACT” 


66 The Wav of the WorLD. 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


[SCENE continues. ] 
Lady Wiſhfort, and Foible. 


Lady. r of my Houſe, out of my Houſe, thou 

Viper, thou Serpent, that I have foſter'd ; thou 
boſom Traitref5, that I rais'd from nothing————Begone, 
bego:e, begone, go, go. — That I took from waſhing of 
old Gauſe and weaving of dead Hair, with a bleak blue 
Noſe, over a Chafing-diſh of ftary'd Embers, and dining 
behind a Traver's Rag, in a Shop no bigger than a Bird- 
cage, go, go, ſtarve again, do, do, 

Foib. Dear Madam, 11! beg Pardon on my Knees. 

Lady. Away, out, out, go ſetup for your ſelf again— 
do, drive à Trade, do, with your Three-penny-worth of 
fmall Ware, flaunting upon a PacktEread, under a Brandy- 
ſeller's Bulk, or againſt a dead Wall by a Ballid-monger, 
Go, hang out an old Fri/oneer-gorget, With a Yard of 
Yellow Colberteen again; do; an old gnaw'd Mask, two 
Rows of Pins, and a Child's Fiddle; A Glaſs Necklace 
with the Beads broken, and a Quilted Night-cap with 
one Ear. Go, go, drive a Trade, Theſe were 
your Commodoties, you treacherous Trull, this was the 
Merchandiſe you dealt in, when I took you into my 
Houſe, plac: you next my ſelf, and made you Governant 
of my whole Family. You have forgot this, haye you, 
now you baye feather'd your Neſt? 

Foib, No, no, dear Madam, Do but hear me, have 
but a Moment's Patience — I'll confeſs all. My Mirabell 
ſeduc'd me; I am not the firſt that he has w heed d with his 
diſſembling Tongue; Your Lady ſhip's own Wiſdom bas 
been deluded by him, then how ſhould I, a poor Igno- 
rant, defend my ſelf?: O Madam, if you knew but what 
he promis d me, and how he aſſur'd me your Ladyſhip 
ſhould come to no Damage Or elſe the Wealth of the 
Indies ſhould not bave brib'd me to conſpire againſt fo 
Good, ſo Sweet, ſo Kind a Lady as you have been to mn, 

Lady. No Da mage? What to betray me, to marry me 


to a Caſt ſerviug-Man; to make me a Receptacle, an 
| Hoſpital 
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Hoſpital for a Cecay'd Pimp? No Damage? O thou fronts 
leſs Impudence, more than a big-belly'd Actreſs. 

Foib. Pray do but hear me, Madam, He could not mar- 
ry your Ladyſhip, Midam — o indeed his Marriage 
was to have been yoidgin Law; for he was marry'd to me 
brit, to ſecure your Ladyſhip. He could not have bed- 
ded your Ladyſhip; for if he had conſummated with your 
Lady ſhip, he muſt have run the riſque of the Law, and 
been put upon his Clergy Yes indeed. I enquir'd of 
the Law 1n that caſe before I would meddle or make. 

Lady. What, then I have been your Property, have I? I 
have been convenient to you, it ſeems, - while you were 
catering for Mirabell; I haye been Broker for you? What, 
have you made a paſſive Bawd of me? this exceeds all 
Precedent; I am brought to fine Uſes, to become a Bot- 
cher of ſecond-hand Marriages between Abigails and An- 
drews) I'll couple you. Yes, I'll baſte you together, you 
and your Philander. I'll Dude s. Place you, as I'm a Perſon, 
Your Turtle is in Cuſtody alreriy: You ſhall Coo in the 
fame Cage, if there be Conſtable or Warrant in the Pariſh, 

Foib, O that ever ] was born, O that I was ever mar- 
ry'd, a Bride, ay I ſhall be a Bridewell- Bride. Oh! 


8 
Mes. Fainall, Foible. 


Mes. Fain. Poor Feible, what's the matter? 

Foib, O Madam, my Lady's gone for a Conſtable; I 
ſhall be had to a Juſtice, and put to Bridewell to beat 
Hemp; poor Waitwell's gone to Priſon already. 

Mrs. Fain, Have a good Heart, Foible, Mirabell's gone 
to give Security for him. This is all Marwood's and my 
Husband's doing, 

Foib, Yes, yes; I know it, Madam; ſhe was in my 
Lady's Cloſet, and overheard all that you ſaid to me be- 
fore Dinner. She ſent the Letter to my Lady; and that 
miſſing Effect, Mr, Fainall laid this Plot to arreſt Hau- 
well, when he pretended ro go for the Papers; and 13 the 
mean time Mrs. Marwood declai'd all to my Lady. 

Mrs. Fain, Was there no mention made of me in the 
Leiter? My Mother does not ſuſpect my being in 
the Confederacy? I fancy Marwood has not told her, tho 
ſhe has told my Husband, D 4 Fob 
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Foib. Yes, Madam; but my Lady did not ſee that Part: 
We ſtifled the Letter before ſhe read ſo far, Has that 
miſchievous Devil told Mr. Famall of your Ladyſhip 
then? 

Mrs. Fain, Ay, all's out, my Affair with Mirabell, eve. 
ry thing diſcover'd. This is the laſt Day of our living 
together, that's my Comfort. 

Foib. Indeed Madam, and fo *tis a Comfort if you knew 
all. he has been even with your Ladyſhip; which 
I cou'd have told you long enough ſince, but I love to 
keep Peace and Quietneſs by my good Will: I had rather 
bring Friends together, than ſet em at Diſtance. But 
Mrs. Marwood and he are nearer related than ever their Pa- 
rents thought for. | | 

Mrs, Fain. Say'ſt thou fo, Foible? Canſt thou prove 
this? 

Foib, I can take my Oath of it, Madam, ſo can Mrs, 
Mincing; we have had many a fair Word from Madam 
Marweod, to conceal ſomething that paſſed in our Cham- 
ber one Evening when you were at Hide- Park; — and 
we were thought to have gone a Walking: But we went 


up unawares, — tho' we were ſworn to Secrecy too; 
Madam Marwood tock a Bo k and {wore us upon it: Put 


it was but a Book of Poems, So long as it was rot 
a Bibl-- Oath, we may break it with a ſafe Conſcience, 

Mrs. Fain, This Diſcovery is the moſt opportune Thing 
Icou'd wiſh, Now Mincing! 


SCENE MM, 
[To them] Mineing. 


Mine, My Lady wou'd ſpeak with Mrs, Foible, Mem, 
Mr. Mirabell is with her; he has ſet your Spouſe at li. 
berty, Mrs. Foible, and wou'd have you hide your ſelf in 
my Lady's Cloſet, till my old Lady's Anger is abated, O, 


my old Lady is in a perilous Paſſion, at ſomething Mr, 


Fainall has ſaid; he ſwears, and my old Lady cries, There's 
a fearful Hurricane I vow, He ſays Mem, how that hel 
have my Lady's Fortune made over to him, or he'll be 
divorc'd, | 

Mrs, Fam, Does your Lady or Mirabell know that? 
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Minc. Yes Mem, they have ſent me to ſee if Sir Wilfull 


be ſober, and to bring him to them. My Lady is re- 


{olved to have him I think, rather than loſe ſuch a vaſt © . % 
Sum as Six Thouſand Pound, O, come Mrs. Foible, I | 


hear my old Lady. 

Mrs, Fain, Foible, you muſt tell Mincing, that ſhe muſt 
prepare to vouch when I call her. 

Foib. Yes, yes, Madam, 


£4 


Minc. O yes Mem, I'll vouch any thing for your Lady- 


ſhip's Seryice, be what it will. 


S CEN E. IV. 
Mrs. Fainall, Lady Wiſhfort, Mar wood. 


Lady. O my dear Friend, how can I enumerate the 


Benefits that I have receiv'd from your Goodneſs? To you 


] owe the timely Diſcovery of the falſe Vows of Mira- 
bell; to you I owe the Detection of the Impoſtor Sir 


Kowland. And now you are become an Interceſſor with 


my Son-in-law, to fave the Honour of my Houſe, and 


compound for the Frailties of my Daughter, Well Friend, 


You are enough to reconcile me fo the bad World, or 
elſe I would retire to Deſarts and Solitudes; and feed harm- 
lels Sheep by Groves and purling Streams. Dear Mar- 


woad, let us leave the World, and retire by our ſelves and 


be Shepherdeſſes. 


Mrs. Mar. Let us firſt diſpatch the Affair in Hand, 


Madam, We ſhall have Leiſure to think of Retirement 
afterwards, Here is one who is concerned in the Treaty, 

Lady. O Daughter, Daughter, is it poſſible thou ſhould'ſt 
be my Child, Bone of my Bone, and Fleſh of my Fleſh, 


ard as I may ſay, another Me, and yet tranſgreſs the moſt - 
minute Particle of ſevere Virtue? Is it poſſible you ſhould. ' 
jean aſide to Iniquity, who have been caft in the direct 
Mold of Virtue? I have not only been a Mold but a Pat- 


tern for you, and a Model for you, after you were 
brought into the World. 
Mrs. Fain, I don't unceritand your Ladyſhip. 


Lady. Not underſtand ? Why have you not been Navght? 
Hye you not been Sophiſticated? Not underſtand? Here 


i ar ruin'd to compound for your Caprices and your 
— s d pe zur 


7 Cuckoldoms. 
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Cuckoldoms, I muſt pawn my Plate and my Jewels, and 


ruin my Niece, and alt little enough | 
Mrs. Fain, I am wrong'd and abus'd, and ſo are you. 


"Tis a falſe Accuſation, as falſe as Hell, as falſe as your 


Friend there, ay or your Friend's Friend, my falſe Hus- 
band, 

Mrs. Mar. My Friend, Mrs. Fainall? Your Husband my 
Friend, what do you mean ? 

Mrs, Fin. I know what I mean, Madam, and ſo do 

u; and fo ſhall the World at a Time convenient. 


Mrs. Aar. I am ſorry to ſee you ſo paſſionate, Madam. 


More Temper would look more like Innocence. But 1 
have dons, I am ſorry my Teal to ſerve your Ladyſhip 
and Family, ſhedld admit of Miſconſtruction, or make me 
liable to Aﬀronts. You will pardon me, Madam, if | 
medele no more with an Affair, in which I am not per- 
ſonally concern'd. 

Lady. O dear Friend, T am ſo aſham'd that you ſhould 
mect with ſuch Returns; —— You ought to ask Pardon 
on your Knees, ungrateful Creature; ſhe deſerves more 
from you, than all your Life can accompliſh — O don't 
leave me deſtitute in this Perplexity; — No, ſtick to me, 
my good Genius, 

Mrs. Fain. I tel] you, Madam, you're abus'd— Stick to 
you? ay like a Leach, to ſuck your beſt Blood ſhe'll 
drop. off when ſhe's full, Madam, you fſhan't pawn 2 
Bodkin, nor part with a Braſs Counter, in Compoſition for 
me. I defy em all. Let 'em prove their Aſperſions: I 
know my own Innocence, and dare ſtand a Trial. 


SN NM. 


Lady Wiſhfort, Marwood. 
Lady. Why, if ſhe ſhould be innocent, if ſhe ſhould be 


wrong d after all, ha? I don't know what to think, —--|- ! 


and I promiſe you, her Education has been unexceptions 
Ble—— I may fay it; for I chiefly made it my. own Care 
to initiate her very Infancy in the Rudiments of Virtue, 


and to impreſs upon her tender Years a young Odium fer 
and Averſion to the very Sight of Men, —— ay Friend an 
La 


me would ha' ſhriek'd if ſhe had but ſeen a Man, till ſte 
was in her Teens, As-I'm a Perſon tis trus —— She w. 
Bev 
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never ſuffer'd to play with a Male. Child, tho' but in Coats; 
Nay her very Babies were of the Feminine Gender, O, 
ſhe never look'd a Man in the Face but her own Father, 
or the Chaplain, and him we made a ſhifr to put upon 
her for a Woman, by the help of his long Garments, and 
his fleek Face; till ſhe was going in her Fifteeen. 
Mrs, Mar. Twas much ſhe ſhould be deceiv'd ſo long. 
Lady. I warrant you, or ſhe would never have born to 
have been catechiz'd by him; and have heard his long 
Lectures againſt Singing and Dancing, and ſuch Devar=- 
cheries; and going to filthy Plays; and profine Muſick- 
meetings, where the lewd Trebles ſqueek nothing but 
Bawdy, and the Baſes roar Blaſphemy. O, ſhe would have 
ſwoon'd at the Sight or Name of an obſcene Play-Bovk — 
and can I think after all this, that my Daughter c2n be 
Naught? What, a Whore? And thoupht it Excommuni- 
cation to ſet her Foot within the Door of a Play-houſe. 
O dear Friend, I can't believe it, no, no; as ſhes ſays, let 
him prove it, let him prove it. 
Mrs. Mar, Prove it, Madam? What, and have your 
t W Name proſtituted in a publick Court; yours and your 
Daughter's Reputation worry'd at the Bar by a Pack of 
bawling Lawyers? To be uſher'd in with an O Les of 
Scandal; and have your Caſe open'd by an old fumbling 
ell Leicher in a Quoif like a Man Midwite, to bring your 
D:ugh'er's Infamy to Light; to be a Theme for legal 
Punſters, and Quiblers by the Statute; ani become a Jeſt, 
A 8pa1nſt a Rule of Court, where there is no Frecedent for 
4 a jeſt in any Record; not even in Doom da- Book: To- 
diſcompoſe the Gravity of the Bench, and provoke 
naughty Interrogatories in more naughty Law Latin; 
while the good Judge, tick d with the Proceeding, ſim- 
14 be pers under a Gray Beard, and figes off and on his Cuſhion 
it be had ſwallow'd Cantharides, or {fat upon Com-Itch. 
ons- Lady. O, tis very hard! 
Cate Mes. Mar. And then to have my young Revellers of 
irtue e Temple take Notes, like Prentices a: a Conventicle; and 
dium ter talk it over again in Commone, or before Drawers 
riend i an Eating-[louſe, | 
in e £447. Worſe and worſe, 
je W3 : 
nev Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mar. Nay this is nothing; if it would end here 


?*twere well. But it muſt after this be confign'd by the 


Short-hand Writers to the publick Preſs; aud from thence 
be transferr'd to the Hands nay into the Throats and Lungs 
of Hawkers, with Voices more licentious than the loud 
Flounder-man's: And this you muſt hear *till you are 
ſtunn'd; nay, you muſt hear nothing elſe for ſome Days, 

Lady. O, tis inſupportable. No, no, dear Friend, make 
it up, make it vp; ay, ay, I'll Compound. T'll give up 
all, my ſelf and my all, my Niece and her all —— any 
thing, every thing for Compotition, 

Mrs. Mar, Nay, Madam, I adviſe nothing, I only lay 
before you, as a Friend, the Inconveniences which per- 
taps you have overſeen, Here comes Mr, Famall, if he 
will be ſatisfy'd to huddle up all in Silence, I ſhall be glad. 
You muſt think I would rather Congratulate than Con- 


dole with you. 
S C.E NE VI. 


Fainall, Lady Wiſhfort, Mrs. Marwood, 

Lady. Ay, ay, I do not doubt it, dear Mar wood: No; 
no, I do not doubt it. . 

Fain. Well, Madam; I have ſuffer'd my ſelf to be 
overcome by the Importunity of this Lady your Friend 
and am content you ſhall enjoy your own proper Eſtate 
during Life; on Condition you oblige your ſelf never tc 
marry, under ſuch Penalty as I think conyenient, 


Lady, Never to marry ? 
Fain No more Sir Rowlands, —— the next Impoſtu 


may not be ſo timely detected, 


Mrs. Mar, That Condition, I dare anſwer, my Lad 
will conſent to, without Difficulty; ſhe has already b 
too much experienc'd the Perfidiouſneſs of Men. Beſide 
Madam, when we retire to our Paſtoral Solitude we ſhi 
bid adieu to all other Thoughts. | 

Lady. Ay, that's true; bat in caſe of Neceſſity; as( 
Health, or ſome ſuch Emergency 

Fain, O, if you are preſcrib'd Marriage, you ſhall | 
confider'd; I will only reſerve to my ſelf the Power 
chooſe for you. If your Phyſick be wholſom, it matte 
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on me the Nemainder of her Fortune, not made over 
already; and for her Maintenance depend entirely on my 
Diſcretion. X | 


Lady. This is moſt inhumanly ſavage; exceeding the 


Barbarity of a Maſcovite Husband. 

Fain. I learn'd it from his Czariſh Majeſty's Retinue, 
in a Winter Evening's Conference over Brandy and 
Pepper, amongſt other Secrets of Matrimony and Policy, 
as they are at preſent practis'd in the Northern Hemi- 


ſphere. But ſthis muſt be agreed unto, and that poſitively. _ | 
Laſtly, I will be endow'd, im right of my Wife, with that 
fx thouſand Pound, which is the Moiety of Mrs. Milla - 


mant's Fortune in your Poſſeſſion; and which ſhe has for- 
feited (as will appear by the laſt Will and Teſtament of 
your deceas'd Ausband, Sir Fozathan Wiſhfort) by her Diſ- 
obedience in Contracting her ſelf againſt your Conſent or 
Knowledge; and by refuſing the offer'd Match with Sir 
Wilfull Witwoud, which you, like a careful Aunt, had 
provided for ber. 


Lady. My Nephew was non Combos; and could not 


make his Addreſſes. 


Fain, I come to make Demands —— I' hear no Ob- 


jections. 
Lady. You will grant me Time to conſider? 


Fam, Yes, while the Inſtrument is drawing, to which 


you muſt ſet your Hand till more ſufficient Deeds can be 
perfected: which I will take care ſhall be done with all 
poſſible ſpeed. In the mean while I will go for the ſaid 


Inſtrument, and *till my Return you may balance this 


Matter in your own Diſcretion, 


S. C E NE WI. 


Lady Wiſhfort, Mrs, Marwood. 
Lady. This Inſolence is beyond all Precedent, all Paral- 
le]; muſt I be ſubject to this mercileſs Villain? 


Mrs, Mar. Tis ſevere indeed, Madam, that you ſhou'd | 


ſmart for your Davghter's Wantonneſs. 


Lady. Twas againſt my Conſent that ſhe marry'd this 
Barbarian, but ſhe wou'd have him, tho' her Year was not 
out. — Ah! her firſt Husband, my Son Languiſh, wou'd 
not have carry'd it thus, Well, that was my Choice, 
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this is hers; ſhe is match'd now with a Witneſs I 
ſhall be mad, dear Friend, is there no Comfort for me? 
Muft I live to be confiſcated at this Rebel-rate? — Here 
come two more of my Egyptian Plagues too. | 


SCENE VIII. 


[To them] Millamant, Sir Wilfull. 
Sir Wil. Aunt, your Servant. 
| Lady, Out Caterpillar, call not me Aunt; I know thee 


Sir Wil. J confeſs J haue been a little in Diſguiſe, as 
they ſay, —— Sheart! and 'm ſorry for't. What wou'd 
you have? I hope 1 committed no Offence, Aunt — and 
if I did I am willing to make Satisfaction; and what can 
2 Man fay fairer? If I have broke any thing V1! pay for't, 
an it coſt a Pound. And ſo let that content for what's 
paſt, and make no more Words, For what's to come, 
to pleaſure you I'm willing to marry my Couſin. So pray 
Jet's all be Friends, ſhe and I are agreed upon the Matter 


before a Witneſs. 


Lady. How's this, dear Niece? Have I any Comfort? 
Can this be true? 

Milla. J am content to be a Sacrifice to your Repoſe, 
Madam ; and to convince you that I had no Hand in the 
Plot, as you were milinform'd, I have laid my Commands 
on Mirabell to come in Perſon, and be a Witneſs that I 
give my Hand to this Flower of Knighthood; and for the 
Contract that paſs'd between Miratel! and me, I have 


oblig'd him to make 2 Reſignation of it in your Lady- 


ſhip's Preſence; — He is without, and waits your Iave 
for Admittance. 

Lady. Well, T1. ſwear I am ſomething reviv'd at this 
Teſtimony of your Obedience; but I cannot admit that 
Traitor, — I fear I cannot fortify my ſelf to ſupport his 
Appearance. He is as terrible to me as a Gorgon; it I ſee 


him I fear I ſhall turn to Stone, petrify inceſlantly, | 
Milla, If you diſoblige him he may reſent your Refuſal, 


and infiſt upon the Contract fill, Then *tis the laſt time 


be will be offenſive to you. 


Lady. Are you ſure it will be the laſt time? If 1 
were {ure of that — ſhall 1 never ſee him again? 
4 Milla, 
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Milla. Sir 7/#ifall, you and he are to Travel together, 
are you not ? | 
Sir Wil. *Sheart the Gentleman's a civil Gentleman, 


Aunt, let him come in; why we are ſworn Brothers and 


Fellow-Travell:rs, — We are to be Pylades and Oreſtes, he 
and I — He is to be my Interpreter in Foreign Parts, 
He has been Over: ſeas onee already; and with proviſo that 
I marry my Couſin, will croſs em once again, only to 
bear me Company, ——'$heart, I'll call him in, —— an 
I ſet on't once, he ſhall come in; and ſee who'll hinder 
him, [Goes to the Door and hems. 
# Mrs. Mar. This is precious Fooling, if it wou'd paſs; 
but I'll know the Bottom of it. 

Lady. O dear Marwood, you are not going? 

Har. Not far, Madam; 11] return immediately. 


Lady Wiſhfort, Millamant, Sir Wilfull, Mirabell.“ 
Sin Mil. Look up, Man, Til ſtand by you, *sbud an ſhe 
do frown, ſhe can'c-kill you; —— Befides —— harkee ſhe 
dare not frown deſperately, becauſe her Face is none of 


her own; *Sheart, and ſhe ſhou'd her Forehead wou'd 


wrinkle like the Coat of a Cream-cheeſe; but mum for 
that, Fellow-Traveller. | A 

Mira, If a deep Senſe of the many Injuries J have of- 
fer'd to ſo good a Lady, with a ſincere Remorſe, and a 
hearty Contrition, can but obtain the leaſt Glance of Com- 
paſſion, I am too happy, —— Ah Madam, there was a 
time—— But let it be forgotten — I confeſs 1 have deſer- 
yedly forfeited the high Place I once held, of ſighing at 
your Feet; ay kill me not, by turning from me in Dif. 
dain— I come not to plead for Favour ; — Nay not for 
Pardon; I am a Suppliant only for Pity —— I am going 
where I never ſhall behold you more 

Sir Wil. How, Fellow- Traveller! 
by your ſelf then, 

Mira, Let me be pitied firſt, and afterwards forgotten. 
l ] 25k no more. e 

Sir Wil. By'r Lady a very reaſonable Requeſt, and will 
coſt you nothing, Aunt, —Come, come, forgive and for- 
get, Augt; why you muſt an you are a Chriſtian, 


You ſhall go 


Mira. 
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Mira, Conſider, Madam, in reality, you cou'd not re- 
ceive much Prejudice; it was an innocent Device; tho? 
confeſs it had a Face of Guiltineſs,— it was ar moſt an 
Artifice which Love contrivid— And Errors which Love 

roduces have ever been accounted Venial. At leaſt think 
it is Puniſhment enough, that I have loſt what in my 
Heart 1 hold moſt dear, that to your cruel Indignation.[ 
have offer'd up this Beauty, and with her my Peace and 
Quiet; nay all my Hopes of future Comfort. | 

Sir Wil. An he does not move me, -wou'd.1 may never 
be O' the Quorum. — An it were not as good a Deed as 


ito drink, to give her to him again, I wou'd I might | 


never take Shipping— Aunt, if you don't forgive quick- 
ly, I ſhall melt, I can tell you that. My Contract went 
no farther than a little Mouth- glue, and that's hardly dry; 
— One doleful Sich more from my Fellow- Traveller, and 
tis diſſoly'd. 92 3 

Lady. Well, Nephew, upon your Account — Ab, he has 


a falſe inſinuating Tongue — Well, Sir, T will ſtifle my 


juſt Reſentment at my Nephew's Requeſt. — ! will en- 
deayour what I can to forget, but on proviſo that you 
reſign the Contract with my Niece immediately. 

Mira, It is in Writing, and with Papers of Concern; 
but I haye ſent. my Servant for it, and will deliver it to 
you, with all Acknowledgments. for your tranſcendent 


Goodneſs. 


dy, Oh, he has Witchcraft in his Eyes and Tongue; 


| 54 I did not ſee him I cou'd have brib'd a Villain 


his Aſſaſſination; but his Appearance rakes the Embers 


*wwhich have ſo long lain ſmother'd in my Breaft--- ¶ Aſid, 


SCENE. IX. 
[To them] Fainall, Mrs. Marwood. 


Fain, Your Date of Deliberation, Madam, is expir'd, 


Here is the Inſtrument; are you prepar'd to ſign? 

Lady. If I were prepar d, 1 am not impower'd; My 
Niece exerts a lawfu! Claim, baving match'd her ſelf by 
my Direction to Sir Wilfull. 7 8 
Fain, That Sham is too groſs to paſs on me 
tho” *tis impos'd on you, Madam, 178 
Milla, Sir, L have given my Conſent, * Mira 


Mira. And, Sir, I have refign'd my Pretenſions. 

Sir Wil, And, Sir, I affert my Right; and will maia-- 
tain it in defiance of you, Sir, and of your Inſtrumeat. 
S'heart an you talk of an Inſtrument, Sir, I have an old 
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Vellam to Shreds, Sir. It ſhall not be ſufficient for a Mit- 
timus or a Tailor's Meaſure; therefore withdraw your 
Inſtrument, Sir, or by'r Lady I ſhall draw mine. 

. Lady. Hold, Nephew, hold. 

er Milla. Good Sir Wilful, reſpite your Valour. 

as Fain, Indeed? Are you provided of your Guard, with 
ht your ſingle Beef-eater there? But I'm prepared for you; 
k- I and inſiſf upon my firſt Propoſal. You ſhall ſubmit your 


| 
2 wv 


nt i own Eſtate to my Management, and abſolutely make 


; over my Wife's to my fole Uſe; as purſuant to the Pur- 
and port and Tenor of this other Covenant -I ſuppoſe, Ma- 

dam, your Conſent is not requiſite in this Caſe; nor, Mr. 
has Airabell, your Refignation; nor,-Sir WWalfull. your Righr. 
my © ---You may draw your Fox if you pleaſe, Sir, and make 
en- IN a Bear garden Flcuriſh ſomewhere elſe: For here it will 


you not avail, This, my Lady 3/hfort, muſt be ſubſcribd, 


or your darling Daughter's turn'd a-drift, like a leaky. 


ern; © Hulk, to fink or ſwim, as ſhe and the Current of this 


t to ¶ lewd Town can agree. 5 
dent Lady. Is there no Means, no Remedy to ſtop my Ru- 
in? Ungrateful Wretch! doſt thou not owe thy Being, 
gue; thy Subſiſtence, to my Daughter's Fortune? 
lain Fain. I'll anſwer you when I have the reſt of it in my. 
zbers Foſſeſſion. 927 2 
Aſie Mira. But that you wou'd not accept of a Remedy 
I ſom my Hands—1 own I have not deſerv'd you ſhou d 
wh any Obligation to me; or elſe perhaps I cou'd ad- 
viſe 
pir d. Lady. O what? what? to ſave me and my Child from 


Ruin, from Want, III forgive all that's paſt; nay, Pit 


My conſent to any Thing to come, to be deliver'd from this 
elf by Tyranny, = 
Mira, Ay Madam ; but that is too late, my Reward is 


-— intercepted, You have diſpos'd of her, who only coud 


Fave made me a Compenl.tion for all my Services; 
Mira] But be it as it may, I am refoly'd I'll ſerve you; you ſhall . 
not be wrong d in this ſavage manner. Lady. 
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Fox by my Thigh ſhall hack your Inſtrument of Rm 


— — — . —— — — 
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Lady. How ! Dear Mr. Mirabell, can you be ſo gene- 
rous at laſt! But it is not poſſible. Harkee, III break 
my Nephew's Match; you ſhall have my Niece yet, and 
all her Fortune, if you can but ſave me from this immi- 
nent Danger. 

Mira. Will you? I take you at your Word. I ask 
no more, I muſt have leave for two Criminals to ap- 
Pear... 

Lady, Ay, ay, any body, any body. 
Mira. Foible is one, and a Penitent. 


N 
[To them] Mrs. Fainall, Foible, Mineing. 
Mrs. Mar. O my Shame! Theſe corrupt Things are 


brought hither to expoſe me. [To Fain, 
[ Mira. and Lady go to Mrs. Fain. and Foib, 

Fain, If it muſt all come out, why let em know it; 
tis but the uy of the N orid. That ſhall not urge me to 
relinquiſh or abate one Tittle of my Terms; no, I will 


infiſt the more, 8 
Foib. Ves indeed, Madam, I'll take my Bible- oath of it. 
Minc. And ſo will 1, Mem. 2 


Lady. O Mar wood, Marwood, art thou falſe? My Friend 
deceive me! Haſt thou been a wicked Accomplice with 
that profligate Men? ; 

Mrs. Mar. Have you ſo much Ingratitude and Injuſtice, ? 
to give Credit againſt your Friend to the Aſperſions of 
two fuch mercenary Truls? | 

Minc. Mercenary, Mem ? I ſcorn your Words, "Tis , 
true we found you and Mr, Faiaall in the blue Garret i. ) 
by the fame Token, you ſwore us to Secrecy upon Meſ- 
falinas's Poems. Mercenary? No, if we wou'd have been % 7 
Mercenary, we ſhou'd have held our Tongues; you. 
wou'd have brib'd us ſuffic ently, 

Fain. Go, you are an inſignificant Thing.— Well, what, 
are you the better for this! Is this Mr. Mirabell's Expedi- 
ent? I'll be put off no longer—You, Thing, that was: 
Wife, ſhall ſmart for this. I will not leave thee where 
withal to hide thy Shame: Your Body ſhali be Naked 
your Reputation, 


Mrs, Fara, I —_ you, and defy your A 
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have aſpers'd me wrongfully— I have prov'd your Falſ- 
hood—Go you and your treacherous—T will not name it, 
but ſtarye together —Periſh. | 

Fain. Not while you are worth a Groat, indeed my 
Dear. Madam, ÞIl be food no lopger. 

Ledy. Ah Mr. Mirabell, this is ſmall Comfort, the De- 
tection of this Affair. 

Mira. O in good time Your leave for the other Of- 
fender and Penitent to appear, Madam. 


S. CE NE XI. 
[To them] Wai: well with a Box of Writings. 

Lady. O Sir Rowland Well, Raſcal. 

Wait, What your Ladyſhip pleaſes. have brought 
the Black-Box at laſt, Madam. 

Mira, Give it me. Madam, you remember your Promiſe: 

Lady. Ay, dear Sir. 

Mira. Where are the Gentlemen? ; 

Hait. At hand, Sir, rubbing their Eyes, —juſt riſen from 
Sep. 

Fain, S'death what's this to me? I'll not wait your 
private Concerns; 


S CE NE AL 
[To them] Petulant, Witwoud. 


Pet. How now? what's the matter? who's Hand's out? 
Vit. Hey day! what are you all got together, like Play- 
ers at the End of the laſt Act? 
Mrra, You may remember, Gentle men, 1 once requeſt- 
e your Hands as Witneſſes to a certain Parchment. 
| iz, Ay I do, my Hand Iremember ————Petalant ſet 
is Mark. | 
ira, You wrong him, his Name is fairly written, as 
hall appean You do not remember, Gentlemen, a» 
py thing of what that Parchment contained — 
[Undoing the Box. 


init. No. 
Pet. Not I. I writ, J read nothing. 
Mira, Very well, now you ſhall know— Madam) your 
romile, | | | 
Lady, Ay, ay, Sir, upon my Honour, LES 
3 | Eure. 


mean rv Fee —̃ oe ee 


| know, that your Lady, while ſhe was at her own Diſpo- 


| Za Wiſkfort, Millamant, Mirabell, Mrs. Fainall, Sir Wi 
ul 
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Mira, Mr, Fainall, it is now Time that you ſliou'd 


fal, and before you had by your Inſinuations wheed!'d 
her out of a pretended Settlement of the greateſt Part of 
her Fortune * 

Fain, Sir! pretended! 

Mira. Yes, Sir. I ſay that this Lady while a Widow, 
having it ſeems receiv'd ſome Cautions reſpecting your 
Inconſtancy and Tyranny of Temper, which trom her 
own partial Opinion and Fondneſs of you ſhe cou'd never 
have ſu ſpected ſhe did, I ſay, by the wholſom Advice 
of Friends and of Sages learn d in the Lays of this Land, 
deliver this ſame as her Act and Deed to me in Truſt, 
and to the Uſes within mention d. Y-ou may read if you  - 
pleaſe—[ Holding out the Parchment.] tho perhaps What is 
written on the Back may ſerve your Occaſions. | 

Fain, Very likely, Sir, What's here? Damnation? ( 
[Reads.] A Deed of Conveyance of the whole Eſtate real of 

Arabella Languith, Widow, in Truſt to Edward Mirabell. Ia 


| 'Confulion! 
Mira. Even ſo, Sir, *cis the Way of the World, Sir; of g 


the Widows of the World. I ſuppoſe this Deed may bear 
an elier Date than what you have obtain'd from your, 
Lady. Be. ? | 
- Fain. Perfidicus Fiend ! then thus T'llbe reveng'd. — II 
| | [Offers to run at Mrs. Fain, for 


Sir Hil. Hold, Sir, now you may make your Bear- Gar- 


den flouriſh ſomewhere «lte, Sir. yo 

Fain, Mirabell, you ſball hear of this, Sir, be ſure you, 
ſhall,.—-Let me pals, Oaf. m3 
Mrs. Fain. Madam, you ſeem to ſiifle your Reſentment: ; 
Fou had better give it Vent. 76 
Me. Mar. Yes, it ſhall have Vent ——and to your Con- x 
{ofion, or I' periſh in the Attempt. 


8 O E N ECU LEH. | 


+ Perulant, Witwoud, Foible, Mincing, Waitwe!ll, 
Lad, O Daughter, Daughter, tis plain thou halt inheg,,., 
rited thy Mother's Prudence, ; M 
Mrs, Fain. Thank Mr. Mirabell, a cautious; Friend, t m 
whoſe Advice all is owirg, Lad) 


— 
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| Lady. Well, Mr. Mirabell, you have kept your Promiſe— 


- and ] muſt perform mine. Firſt I pardon for your 
d WW fake Sir Rowland there and Foible——The next thing is to 
of break the Matter to my Nephew—and how to do that 
Mira. For that, Madam, give your ſelf no Trouble,— 
let me have your Conſent— Sir Milfull is my Friend; he 
v. I bis bad Compaſſion'upon Lovers, and generouſly engag d 
ur I a Volunteer in this Action, for our Service; and now de- 
ir ſigas to proſecute his Travels. 
yer Sir Will. *Sheart, Aunt, I have no mind to marry, My 
ce I Couſin's a fine Lady, and the Gentleman loves her, and 
nd, I ſhe loves him, and they deſerve one another; my Reſo- 
uſt, I lution is to fee Foreign Parts I have ſet ont and 
you when I'm ſet on't, I muſt do't. And if theſe {two Gen- 
t is ¶ temen wou'd travel too, I think they may be ſpar'd. 
Pet. For my part, I ſay little I think things are beſt 
off or on. a | 
i of Mu. I gad I underftand nothing of the matter, —I'min 
bell. Ia Maze yet, like a Dog in a Dancing-School, 


Lady. Well, Sir, take her, and with her all the Jay I can 


of vive you, | | 
bear 2Milla, Why does the Man take me? Wou'd you haye 
yout F me give my {elf to you over again? 


Mira. Ay, and over and over againz [Kiſſes her Hand.] 
ib 


— II wou'd have you as often as poſſibly I can. Well, Heav'n 
Fail. grant J love you not too well, that's all my Fear. ; 
Gar Sir Mil. *Sheart you'll have time enough to toy after 

you're marry'd; or if you will toy now, let us have a 


e you Dance in the mean time; that we who are not Lovers 


may have ſome other Employment, beſides looking on, 
ment:Y Mira. With all my Heart, dear Sir Wilful, What ſhall 

me do for Muſick ? 
r Col Foib. O Sir, ſome that were provided for Sir Rowland's 
n'crtainment are yet within Call, . [4 Danee. 
Lady. As I am a Perſon I can hold out no longer; — I 
aye waſted my Spirits ſo to Day already, that I am ready 
d fink under the Fatigue; and I cannot but have ſome 
eus upon me yet, that my Son Fainall will purſue ſome 
(it inheſßeperate Courſe. 


7 Mira. Madam, diſquiet not your ſelf on that account; 
iend. p my Knowledge his Circumſtances are ſuch, he mult of 
77 ns . ĩ ³ A 
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Force comply, For my part I will contribute all that in 
me lies to a Reunion: In the mean time, Madam, [To My. 
Fain. ] let me before theſe Witneſſes reſtore to you this Decd 
of Truſt ; it may be a Means, well manag'd, to make you 
live eaſily together. | 


From hence let thoſe be warn'd, who mean to wed; 

Leſt mutual Falſnood lain the Bridal. Bed: 

For each Deceiver to his Coſt may find. 

Wat Marriage Frauds too oft are paid in kind. 
. | [Exeunt Omneg 
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Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


A Fier our Epilogue this Crowd diſmiſſes, 

I'm thinking hom this Play ll be pull d to Pieces, 
But pray conſider, ere you doom its Fall, 

How hard a thing twou d be, to pleaſe you all. 

There are ſome Criticks ſo with Spleen diſeas d, 

They ſcarcely come inclining to be Pleas d: 

And ſure he muſt have more than mortal Skill, 

Who pleaſes any one againſt his Will, - 

Then, all bad Poets we «re ſure are Foes, | 
And how their Numbers ſwell d, the Town well knows: 
In ſhoals, I've mark'd em judging in the Pit; 

Tho they're on no Pretence for Fudgment fit, 

But that they have been damn'd for want of Wit. 
Since when, they by their own Offences taught, © 
bet up for Spies on Plays, and finding Fault. 
Others there are whoſe Malice we'd prevent; 

Such, who watch Plays, with ſcurrilous Intent 

To mark out who by Characters are meant, 

And tho no terfeft Likeveſs they can trace; 

Yet each pretends to know the Copy'd Face. 

Theſe, with falſe Gloſſes feed their own Ill- nature, 
And turn to Libel, what was meant à Satire. 

May ſuch malicious Fops this Fortune find, 

To think themſelves alone the Fools deſign'd: 

If any are ſo arrogantly Vain, 

To think they ſingly can ſupport a Scene, 

ind furniſh Fool enough to entertain. 

Fer well the Learn d and the Fudicious know,. 

That Satire ſcorns to ſtoop ſo meanly low, 

ds any one abſtracted Fop io ſhew, 
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For, as when Painters form a matchlef Face, 
They from each Fair one catch ſome diff rent Grace; 5 
And ſhining Features in one Portrait Blend, A 
To which no ſi mgle Beauty muſt pretend: 
So Poets oft, do in one Piece expoſe 


Whole Belle Aﬀfernblecs of Coguiſs (and Beaux; 
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